
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: Steam and Subtle Glances

The air in the sauna was thick, heavy with heat and the faint tang of cedar. Ethan wiped a bead of sweat from his brow, his white polo clinging to his chest as he hauled a stack of fresh towels through the employee door. At twenty, he’d landed this gig at the upscale spa a few months back—decent pay, easy hours, and the perk of free access to the facilities after closing. It wasn’t glamorous, but it beat flipping burgers. The place was a maze of tiled corridors, bubbling hot tubs, and dimly lit steam rooms, all humming with the quiet chatter of clients unwinding.

Today was a Monday, slow as hell, which meant Ethan was mostly restocking supplies and dodging the occasional entitled asshole demanding extra eucalyptus oil. The men’s side was dead, but the women’s sauna had a small group booked—a handful of college girls, maybe a year or two older than him, who’d rolled in giggling and wrapped in fluffy spa robes. He’d caught a glimpse of them earlier through the glass partition as he refilled the water station: four of them, all lean and tanned, their hair tied up in messy buns or spilling over bare shoulders. They’d barely noticed him then, too busy gossiping over the hum of the jets.

Now, though, he was stuck on towel duty near their section. The employee entrance to the women’s sauna was tucked behind a frosted glass wall, close enough that he could hear their voices filtering through the steam—light, playful, punctuated by bursts of laughter. Ethan kept his head down, stacking the towels on the cart, trying to ignore the way the heat made his dark hair stick to his neck. He was lean but wiry, years of pickup basketball keeping him toned, and the uniform—white polo, black shorts—didn’t hide much when it was soaked through.

“God, it’s so hot in here,” one of the girls said, her voice carrying over the hiss of the steam vents. Ethan didn’t look up, but he could picture her—probably the blonde he’d seen earlier, the one with the sharp cheekbones and a laugh that cut through the noise. “I’m, like, melting.”

“Then take the robe off, Liv,” another voice chimed in, teasing. “No one’s gonna care.”

Ethan’s hands paused on the stack of towels. He wasn’t trying to eavesdrop, but the words hung there, tugging at his attention. He shook it off, grabbing the next pile, but then the blonde—Liv, apparently—laughed again. “Yeah, right. What if that cute guy from the front desk walks in?”

He froze. Cute guy? His pulse kicked up a notch, but he kept his face neutral, pretending to adjust the cart. They didn’t mean him, right? He was just the towel grunt, not some front-desk pretty boy. But the way the others giggled made his ears burn.

“Which one?” a third voice asked, lower, curious. “The one with the clipboard or the one schlepping towels?”

“Towel guy,” Liv said, and Ethan’s stomach did a weird flip. “He’s got those arms. You see him carrying that stack earlier? Like, damn.”

“Liv, you’re such a slut,” the second girl said, but there was no venom in it—just a playful jab. “What’s his name? We should ask him to bring us more water or something.”

Ethan’s throat went dry. He didn’t know if he should bolt or lean into it. He wasn’t some shy kid—he’d hooked up a few times, nothing serious—but this was different. These girls were bold, loud, and way out of his usual league. He grabbed the empty water pitcher from the cart, figuring it was a good excuse to duck out before they spotted him listening.

Too late. The frosted glass door to the sauna swung open, and Liv stepped out, her robe tied loose around her waist, the edges slipping just enough to show a sliver of tanned thigh. Her blonde hair was damp, sticking to her neck, and her blue eyes locked onto him like she’d known he was there all along.

“Hey,” she said, smirking, leaning against the frame. “You’re the towel guy, right?”

Ethan straightened up, keeping it cool. “Yeah. Ethan. Need something?”

Her gaze flicked over him, slow and deliberate, lingering on his chest where the polo clung to his pecs. “We’re dying in there. Can you grab us some ice water? Pretty please?”

“Sure,” he said, voice steady despite the way her stare made his skin prickle. “Give me a sec.”

“Take your time,” she said, but the way she bit her lip said otherwise. She turned back to the sauna, the robe shifting enough to flash a curve of hip before the door swung shut behind her.

Ethan exhaled, running a hand through his hair. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath. This was gonna be a long shift.

Back in the break room, he filled the pitcher, the ice clinking against the glass. His shorts were starting to feel tight, and he adjusted himself quick, shaking off the mental image of Liv’s thigh. He wasn’t some horny idiot—he could handle a little flirting. Probably.

When he returned, the sauna door was cracked open, steam curling out into the hall. He knocked once, light, then pushed it wider with his shoulder, pitcher in hand. “Got your water,” he called, stepping in just enough to set it on the ledge by the door.

The heat hit him like a wall, and so did the sight. Liv was sprawled on the top bench, robe untied now, hanging open to reveal a black bikini top and matching bottoms that hugged her hips. The other three were lower down—two brunettes and a redhead—robes still on but loose, their skin glistening with sweat. All four pairs of eyes snapped to him, and the air shifted, charged with something he couldn’t quite name.

“Thanks, Ethan,” Liv said, drawing out his name like she was tasting it. She slid off the bench, sauntering over, and the robe slipped further, exposing the taut plane of her stomach. “You’re a lifesaver.”

“No problem,” he said, keeping his tone casual, but his eyes flicked to the pitcher, then back to her. “Anything else?”

One of the brunettes—short hair, sharp nose—leaned forward, grinning. “You ever join the guests in here? Looks like you could use a break.”

Ethan smirked, playing it off. “Not allowed. Union rules or some shit.”

“Too bad,” the redhead said, her voice soft but laced with mischief. “Bet you’d look good all steamed up.”

He laughed, short and rough, backing toward the door. “I’ll take that as a compliment. Enjoy your water.”

Their laughter followed him out, and he let the door click shut, leaning against the wall for a second to catch his breath. His heart was hammering, and his shorts were definitely tighter now. Those girls were trouble, and he wasn’t sure if he wanted to run from it or straight into it.

The rest of the shift dragged. He mopped the men’s locker room, restocked the eucalyptus oil, and tried to keep his mind off the sauna. But every time he passed that frosted glass wall, he could hear them—giggling, whispering, their voices weaving through the steam. By closing time, he was beat, the heat and the tension wearing him down. The spa was empty, the last clients gone, and he locked the front desk, ready to clock out.

But he had one perk left: after-hours access. The men’s sauna was calling, a chance to unwind solo. He grabbed a towel, stripped down in the locker room—shedding the polo, shorts, and boxers—and wrapped the towel around his waist. His body was lean, defined, a faint trail of dark hair running from his navel down to where the towel sat low on his hips. He padded barefoot to the sauna, the tiles cool under his feet, and pushed the door open.

The heat enveloped him, loosening his muscles as he settled onto the bench, towel still knotted at his side. He closed his eyes, letting the steam sink in, his mind drifting back to Liv’s smirk, the redhead’s teasing lilt. His hand rested on his thigh, inches from the edge of the towel, and he felt that familiar stir again.

Then the door creaked.

His eyes snapped open. Liv stood there, robe gone, just the black bikini, her silhouette framed by the hall light. Behind her, the short-haired brunette—Maya, he’d heard them call her—peeked in, a grin splitting her face.

“Oops,” Liv said, not sounding sorry at all. “Thought this was our side.”

Ethan sat up, gripping the towel, his pulse spiking. “It’s, uh, closed. After hours.”

“Really?” Maya stepped in, her robe slipping off one shoulder. “Then why’re you here?”

He opened his mouth to answer, but Liv cut in, eyes dropping to the towel, where his hand was white-knuckling the fabric. “Nice view, Ethan. Didn’t mean to interrupt.”

They didn’t leave. They lingered, and he realized too late the towel had shifted—just enough to give them a glimpse of what he’d been hiding. His cock, half-hard from the heat and his wandering thoughts, peeked out from the edge, the head flushed and thick against his thigh.

“Shit,” he muttered, yanking the towel back, but their laughter—sharp, delighted—told him the damage was done.

“Guess we’re even now,” Liv said, winking. “See you tomorrow, towel guy.”

They slipped out, leaving him red-faced, hard, and alone in the steam, wondering what the hell he’d just stumbled into.


Chapter Two: The Locker Room Gambit

The next day hit Ethan like a freight train. He’d barely slept, the memory of Liv’s smirk and Maya’s laugh looping in his head, tangled with the humiliating flash of his cock under that damn towel. He’d jerked off twice before dawn, trying to shake it, but it clung to him like the steam in the sauna. Now, standing behind the front desk at the spa, he was on edge—hyper-aware of every sound, every shadow moving past the glass doors.

It was Tuesday, busier than yesterday, with a steady trickle of clients filtering in. Ethan kept his head down, logging towel counts and water refills, but his eyes kept darting to the women’s sauna entrance. He hadn’t seen the girls yet, but he knew they’d booked another session—same group, same time slot. His shift overlapped perfectly, and the thought made his pulse thrum in his throat.

Around noon, they showed up. Liv led the pack, strutting in with that black bikini swapped for a red one-piece that hugged her curves like a second skin, the neckline plunging low enough to show the swell of her breasts. Maya trailed her, robe already half-off, revealing a teal bikini that tied at the hips. The redhead—Claire, he’d caught her name yesterday—and the other brunette, Sasha, followed, both in loose robes, their chatter loud and carefree. They didn’t glance his way at first, breezing past the desk toward the sauna, but Liv’s head turned just enough to catch his eye. She winked, slow and deliberate, and his stomach flipped.

“Fuck me,” he muttered under his breath, adjusting his shorts behind the counter. The white polo was already sticking to his back, the spa’s humidity doing him no favors. He busied himself with a stack of forms, trying to ignore the way his dick twitched at the memory of last night.

The afternoon dragged. He hauled towels, scrubbed a hot tub filter, and dodged a middle-aged guy whining about the steam room being too steamy. All the while, he could hear them—the girls—through the walls. Their voices carried, sharp and teasing, and once he swore he caught his name in the mix. It was torture, knowing they were in there, probably half-naked, maybe talking about him. By three o’clock, he was wound tight, his shorts tenting every time he let his mind wander.

Then it happened. He was in the supply closet near the women’s locker room, restocking robes, when the door swung open. Liv stood there, hair damp, the red one-piece clinging to her wet skin, outlining every dip and curve. Her nipples pressed against the fabric, hard little points that made his mouth go dry.

“Hey, Ethan,” she said, leaning against the frame, her voice low and syrupy. “Got a sec?”

He straightened, setting the stack of robes down, keeping his tone neutral. “Yeah, what’s up?”

She stepped inside, letting the door click shut behind her. The space was tight—shelves of towels and oils hemming them in—and her proximity hit him like a punch. She smelled like eucalyptus and sweat, her skin glistening from the sauna. “We were wondering,” she said, tilting her head, “if you’d help us with something.”

“Like what?” He crossed his arms, trying to play it cool, but his eyes flicked to her chest, then back up. She noticed, and her lips curved.

“Claire’s got this knot in her shoulder,” she said, stepping closer, her bare foot brushing his sneaker. “You look like you’ve got strong hands. Think you could work it out?”

Ethan’s brain shorted. “I’m not a masseuse,” he said, but it came out rough, his throat tight. “We’ve got pros for that.”

Liv laughed, soft and throaty. “Oh, come on. Just a quick rub. She’s in the locker room. We won’t tell.” She reached out, her fingers grazing his forearm, and his skin lit up under her touch.

He should’ve said no. Should’ve walked out. But his dick was already half-hard, and the way she looked at him—like she knew exactly what she was doing—pulled him in. “Fine,” he said, gruff. “Five minutes.”

Her grin was victorious. She led him out, past the sauna, into the women’s locker room. The air was cooler here, tiled walls echoing with the drip of a shower. Claire was there, perched on a bench, robe off, just a white towel wrapped around her torso, barely covering her thighs. Her red hair was loose, spilling over her shoulders, and she looked up at him with a shy smile that didn’t match the heat in her eyes.

“Hey,” she said, rolling her shoulder. “Hurts right here.” She pointed to the spot just below her neck, the towel slipping an inch as she moved.

Ethan swallowed, stepping closer. “Alright, turn around.” She did, facing the bench, and he stood behind her, hands hovering. Her skin was warm, flushed from the sauna, and he pressed his palms against her shoulder, thumbs digging into the muscle. She sighed, leaning back into his touch, and the towel slipped lower, exposing the tops of her breasts.

“Harder,” she murmured, and he obliged, kneading deeper, feeling the tension give under his fingers. His shorts were tight now, his cock straining against the fabric, and he shifted his stance to hide it. Liv watched from the side, leaning against a locker, her gaze flicking between his hands and his crotch.

“Looks like you’re good at that,” she said, her voice teasing. “Ever think about switching careers?”

He smirked, keeping his focus on Claire’s shoulder. “Pay’s not bad here.”

Maya poked her head in then, her teal bikini top barely containing her chest. “What’s this? Private massage session?” She stepped inside, Sasha trailing behind, both of them grinning like they’d caught him in something.

“Just helping out,” he said, but his voice was tight, his hands still working Claire’s skin. She arched slightly, the towel dropping to her waist, and he froze. Her breasts were bare now—small, pert, with pink nipples that tightened in the cool air. His cock throbbed, fully hard, and he stepped back, hands dropping.

“Shit,” he muttered, turning away, but Liv was there, blocking his path.

“Relax,” she said, her hand landing on his chest, fingers splaying over his polo. “We’re not gonna bite. Unless you want us to.”

Claire twisted around, not bothering to cover up, her eyes wide and playful. “You’re blushing, Ethan. Didn’t think you’d be shy after last night.”

“I’m not shy,” he shot back, but his voice cracked, and they all laughed—light, mocking, but not cruel. Maya moved closer, her hip brushing his, and Sasha hung back, watching with a smirk.

“Then prove it,” Liv said, her hand sliding down his chest, stopping just above his waistband. “Take the polo off. It’s soaked anyway.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. He could walk out, call it a day, but the air was thick with their expectation, their eyes pinning him in place. “Fuck it,” he said, grabbing the hem of his shirt and yanking it over his head. His torso was lean, muscled, a faint sheen of sweat highlighting the lines of his abs. The girls whistled, low and appreciative, and his cock twitched under their stares.

“Nice,” Maya said, stepping in, her fingers tracing the edge of his shorts. “What else you hiding?”

Before he could answer, Liv tugged at his arm, pulling him toward the bench. “Sit,” she ordered, and he did, the wood cool against his bare back. Claire slid closer, towel still at her waist, her thigh pressing against his. Liv stood in front of him, her one-piece clinging to her hips, and Maya flanked his other side, her hand resting on his knee.

“Ever had four girls at once?” Liv asked, her voice dropping low, her fingers brushing his jaw.

“No,” he said, honest, his breath hitching as Claire’s hand landed on his thigh, inches from his groin. His cock was rock-hard now, tenting his shorts obscenely, and there was no hiding it.

“First time for everything,” Maya said, and her fingers slipped under the waistband, tugging it down just enough to expose the base of his shaft—thick, veined, pulsing with need. He groaned, head tipping back, and Liv laughed, leaning in to whisper against his ear.

“Guess we’re not accidental anymore.”

Claire’s hand moved then, bold, wrapping around his length through the fabric, stroking once, slow and firm. His hips bucked, a low curse spilling from his lips, and the room spun—heat, skin, and the promise of more closing in fast.


Chapter Three: The Steam Room Unleashed

The locker room air was electric, thick with the scent of sweat and anticipation. Ethan’s head spun as Claire’s hand tightened around his cock, her grip firm through the thin fabric of his shorts, stroking him with a slow, deliberate rhythm that had his hips twitching. His polo was long gone, his bare chest heaving, every muscle taut under the weight of their stares. Liv loomed in front of him, her red one-piece stretched tight over her curves, her breath hot against his ear. Maya flanked his left, her teal bikini top barely containing her breasts, her fingers still teasing the waistband of his shorts. Sasha lingered near the lockers, robe half-open, watching with a smirk that said she’d jump in when she damn well pleased.

“Fuck,” Ethan rasped, his voice cracking as Claire’s thumb brushed the tip of his cock through the fabric, smearing the precum that had soaked through. His shaft throbbed, thick and heavy, straining against the confines of his shorts, the head flushed and swollen with need.

Liv grinned, predatory, and grabbed the hem of his shorts. “These are in the way,” she said, yanking them down in one rough tug. The fabric caught briefly on his erection, then gave, sliding to his ankles. His cock sprang free, standing rigid against his stomach—eight inches of veined, pulsing flesh, the shaft thick and straight, the head glistening with arousal. A collective murmur rippled through the girls, half-laughter, half-hunger, and Ethan’s face burned, but he didn’t move. Couldn’t move.

“Goddamn,” Maya said, her hand darting out to wrap around him. Her fingers were cool against his heat, and she stroked him once, base to tip, her grip tight enough to make him groan. The sensation shot through him, a jolt of pleasure that tightened his balls and made his thighs flex.

Claire didn’t waste time. She slid off the bench, dropping to her knees between his legs, the towel falling away completely. Her breasts bounced free—small, firm, with nipples hard as pebbles—and she leaned in, her breath ghosting over his cock. “Been wanting to do this since yesterday,” she said, then parted her lips and took him into her mouth.

Ethan’s head slammed back against the lockers, a guttural “Fuck” tearing from his throat. Her mouth was hot, wet, enveloping the head of his cock as her tongue swirled around the tip, lapping at the slit where precum beaded. She sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, then slid down, taking half his length in one smooth motion. Her lips stretched around him, tight and slick, and the sight of her red hair bobbing between his thighs nearly undid him.

Liv moved in, straddling his right thigh, her one-piece riding up to expose the curve of her ass. She ground against him, the fabric slick with her own arousal, and he could feel the heat of her pussy through it, pressing against his skin. “You like that?” she murmured, her hands sliding up his chest, nails scraping his nipples. He nodded, barely coherent, his hands gripping the bench as Claire’s mouth worked him deeper.

Maya wasn’t idle. She tugged her bikini top off, letting her breasts spill free—full, round, with dark areolas—and pressed them against his left arm. “Touch me,” she said, guiding his hand to her chest. His fingers closed around one breast, kneading the soft, heavy flesh, thumb flicking her nipple until she moaned, low and needy. Her hand kept stroking his cock, matching Claire’s rhythm, slicking him with her spit.

Sasha finally stepped forward, shedding her robe entirely. She was naked underneath, her body lean and tanned, pubic hair trimmed into a neat strip above her glistening slit. She climbed onto the bench beside him, swinging a leg over his lap to straddle his left thigh, mirroring Liv. “Don’t leave me out,” she said, grabbing his free hand and pressing it between her legs. His fingers slid along her folds, finding her soaked, her labia parted and swollen. He thrust two fingers inside her, curling them up, and she gasped, rocking against his hand.

The room was a haze of heat and flesh—Claire sucking him off, her throat constricting as she took him deeper, gagging slightly when his cock hit the back; Liv grinding on his thigh, her one-piece soaked through, the outline of her pussy lips visible; Maya’s breasts in his grip, her moans filling his ear; Sasha fucking herself on his fingers, her walls clenching tight. Ethan’s head swam, pleasure coiling tight in his core, his balls drawing up as Claire’s tongue flicked the underside of his shaft.

“Shit, I’m gonna—” he started, but Liv cut him off, grabbing his jaw and kissing him hard. Her tongue plunged into his mouth, wet and aggressive, tasting of mint and sweat. He kissed her back, desperate, his hips bucking into Claire’s mouth as the pressure built.

Claire pulled off with a wet pop, her lips shiny with spit and precum. “Not yet,” she said, standing and shoving her bikini bottoms down. Her pussy was bare, pink and dripping, and she climbed onto his lap, pushing Sasha aside. “I want it first.”

Ethan didn’t have time to protest. Claire gripped his cock, aligning it with her entrance, and sank down hard. Her walls stretched around him, hot and impossibly tight, swallowing his length inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt. She moaned, loud and unrestrained, her nails digging into his shoulders as she adjusted to his size.

“Fuck, you’re big,” she gasped, rolling her hips. The motion dragged his cock along her inner walls, slick and gripping, and he groaned, hands flying to her hips. She started riding him, fast and rough, her ass slapping against his thighs with each bounce. Her breasts jiggled, nipples brushing his chest, and he thrust up to meet her, driving deeper, hitting that spot inside that made her cry out.

Liv slid off his thigh, peeling her one-piece down to her waist, exposing her breasts—pert, with pale nipples—and then lower, kicking it off entirely. Her pussy was shaved, glistening, and she straddled his face, facing Claire. “Eat me,” she ordered, lowering herself onto his mouth.

Ethan didn’t hesitate. His tongue darted out, parting her folds, tasting the sharp, salty tang of her arousal. He licked her clit, firm and fast, then sucked it between his lips, making her hips jerk. Her thighs clamped around his head, muffling the sounds of Claire’s moans and the wet slap of their bodies colliding.

Maya and Sasha paired off, hands roaming each other’s bodies. Maya’s fingers found Sasha’s clit, rubbing tight circles, while Sasha sucked one of Maya’s nipples into her mouth, teeth grazing the sensitive peak. Their gasps and groans mingled with the chaos, the locker room a symphony of raw, unfiltered sex.

Claire’s pace faltered, her walls fluttering around his cock as she neared her edge. “Fuck, Ethan, right there,” she panted, grinding down hard. He thrust up, relentless, the head of his cock slamming into her cervix, and she shattered—her orgasm ripping through her, her pussy clenching tight, milking him as she screamed his name. Her juices coated his shaft, dripping down his balls, and the sight pushed him closer.

Liv came next, grinding against his tongue, her clit pulsing as he sucked harder. Her thighs trembled, her moan high and sharp, and a rush of wetness flooded his mouth, her release soaking his chin. She slid off, panting, collapsing beside him as Claire climbed off, legs shaky.

Maya took her place, shoving Sasha aside and straddling him. “My turn,” she said, gripping his cock—still slick with Claire’s cum—and guiding it to her entrance. She was tighter than Claire, her walls resisting as she sank down, inch by agonizing inch. Ethan groaned, hands gripping her hips, helping her take him fully. She started slow, then sped up, riding him with a ferocity that made her breasts bounce wildly.

Sasha knelt beside him, fingers working her own clit as she watched, her other hand pinching her nipple. “Give it to her,” she said, voice hoarse, and Ethan did—thrusting up hard, meeting Maya’s downward slams, his cock stretching her wide.

The pressure in his balls was unbearable now, his orgasm barreling down. “Fuck, I’m close,” he growled, and Maya grinned, slamming down harder.

“Do it,” she said, and that was it. His cock pulsed, thick spurts of cum erupting inside her, filling her pussy as she rode him through it. The heat of his release triggered hers—she clenched around him, her orgasm shuddering through her, her walls spasming as she milked every drop.

He slumped back, spent, chest heaving, cum and sweat streaking his skin. The girls collapsed around him—Claire on the bench, Liv sprawled beside her, Maya still on his lap, Sasha leaning against the lockers. The air was heavy, reeking of sex, and for a moment, no one spoke.

Then Liv laughed, low and wicked. “Told you he’d be fun.”

Ethan managed a weak grin, head still spinning. “You’re gonna get me fired.”

“Worth it,” Maya said, sliding off, his softening cock slipping free with a wet sound.


Chapter Four: The Hot Tub Descent

The locker room was a battlefield of spent bodies and heavy breathing, the air thick with the musk of sex and the lingering tang of sweat-soaked tiles. Ethan slumped against the bench, his chest rising and falling in jagged bursts, his skin slick with a mix of cum, spit, and perspiration. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, softening but still glistening with the aftermath of Maya’s ride—her juices and his release streaking the shaft, a faint pulse lingering in the veins. Around him, the girls sprawled in various states of disarray: Claire sprawled on her back, towel forgotten, her legs parted to reveal the sheen of her swollen pussy; Liv propped against the lockers, her one-piece crumpled on the floor, nipples still hard from her climax; Maya beside him, thighs trembling, a trickle of his cum seeping from her slit; Sasha leaning on the wall, fingers idly tracing her own clit, her eyes half-lidded with satisfaction.

For a moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the distant drip of a showerhead somewhere down the hall. Ethan’s head buzzed, a chaotic mix of adrenaline, exhaustion, and raw, unfiltered lust. He’d just fucked three of them—Claire, Maya, and Liv’s pussy on his tongue—and the reality of it was still sinking in. His job, his sanity, all of it teetered on the edge, but the weight of their stares kept him rooted, his dick twitching despite the ache in his balls.

Liv broke the silence first, her voice husky and laced with mischief. “That was a hell of a warm-up,” she said, pushing off the lockers and stretching, her breasts lifting as her arms rose. “But we’re not done with you yet, towel guy.”

Ethan managed a rough laugh, wiping sweat from his brow. “You’re gonna kill me,” he said, but there was no real protest in it. His body was screaming for a break, but the sight of her—naked, confident, her pussy still glistening from his mouth—stirred something primal in him.

Maya slid off the bench, her movements slow and deliberate, her teal bikini top dangling from one hand. “Not yet,” she said, smirking. “We’ve got the whole place to ourselves after hours. Let’s take this somewhere wetter.”

Claire sat up, her red hair a tangled mess, her eyes glinting with renewed hunger. “Hot tub,” she said, decisive. “Big one in the private suite. No one’s booked it tonight.”

Sasha nodded, finally pulling her hand from between her legs, her fingers slick with her own arousal. “Perfect. More room to play.”

Ethan’s pulse kicked up again, his cock giving a weak throb at the thought. The private suite was off-limits to staff unless cleaning or prepping, but the spa was locked down, the cameras off after closing—he’d checked that himself. No one would know. “Alright,” he said, voice gravelly. “But if I drown, it’s on you.”

They laughed, sharp and wild, and hauled him to his feet. His shorts stayed on the floor, abandoned, and he didn’t bother with the towel. Naked, his body lean and taut, he followed them out of the locker room, their bare skin brushing his as they moved through the dim corridors. The tiles were cool under his feet, a stark contrast to the heat still radiating from his core. Liv led the way, her ass swaying with each step, Maya and Claire flanking him, their hands grazing his arms, his hips. Sasha brought up the rear, her quiet intensity a promise of more to come.

The private suite was a cavern of luxury—marble walls, recessed lighting, and a massive hot tub sunken into the floor, big enough for ten. Steam curled off the water, the surface bubbling faintly, the air heavy with chlorine and warmth. The girls didn’t hesitate. Liv stepped in first, sinking to her waist, the water lapping at her hips as she turned to face him. “Come on, Ethan,” she said, beckoning with a finger. “Let’s see how you hold up in here.”

He climbed in, the heat swallowing him as he submerged to his chest. The jets pulsed against his back, soothing the ache in his muscles, but his cock stirred again, hardening under the water’s caress. Maya followed, peeling off her bikini bottoms before stepping in, her pussy bare and glistening as she settled beside him. Claire and Sasha joined, shedding what little they had left—Claire’s bikini bottoms, Sasha’s nothing—and the four of them surrounded him, their bodies slick and glowing in the dim light.

Claire moved first, sliding through the water to straddle his lap. Her thighs gripped his hips, her breasts pressing against his chest, nipples scraping his skin as she rocked against him. His cock, fully hard now, nudged her entrance, the water doing nothing to dull the heat of her folds. “Missed this,” she murmured, kissing him hard, her tongue plunging into his mouth with a hunger that matched her earlier ride.

He kissed her back, hands gripping her ass under the water, fingers digging into the firm flesh. She ground down, the head of his cock slipping between her labia, teasing her clit before she angled her hips and took him in. Her pussy stretched around him again, tighter in the water, the resistance making every inch a slow, delicious burn. She moaned into his mouth, sinking down until he was buried deep, her walls clenching around his shaft.

“Fuck, Claire,” he groaned, breaking the kiss, his head tipping back as she started to move. She rode him slow at first, the water sloshing around them, her hips rolling in a rhythm that dragged his cock along her inner walls. The jets pulsed against his balls, amplifying the sensation, and he thrust up to meet her, driving deeper, the head of his cock hitting her cervix with each push.

Liv wasn’t content to watch. She moved behind Claire, hands sliding up her friend’s torso to cup her breasts, kneading them hard. Claire gasped, arching into the touch, and Liv pinched her nipples, twisting just enough to draw a sharp cry. “Harder, Ethan,” Liv said, her voice a command. “Make her scream again.”

He obliged, gripping Claire’s hips and slamming up into her, the water churning as he fucked her with a force that made her bounce. Her pussy gripped him tight, slick despite the water, her clit grinding against his pelvis with each thrust. Liv’s hands stayed on her breasts, tugging and squeezing, and Claire’s moans escalated, echoing off the marble walls.

Maya slid in beside him, her hand dipping under the water to find his balls. She rolled them in her palm, gentle but firm, her fingers teasing the sensitive skin behind them. “Don’t forget me,” she said, leaning in to kiss his neck, her tongue tracing a wet line up to his ear. She sucked the lobe into her mouth, teeth grazing it, and his hips jerked, driving deeper into Claire.

Sasha took the other side, her fingers slipping between her own legs as she watched, her breath hitching. “You’re a fucking machine,” she said, voice low, and she leaned over, kissing Maya hard, their tongues tangling in a messy, open-mouthed duel. Ethan caught it from the corner of his eye, the sight of their lips locked and Sasha’s hand working her clit pushing him closer to the edge.

Claire’s pace faltered, her walls fluttering around his cock as her orgasm built. “Ethan—fuck—right there,” she panted, her nails raking his shoulders. He thrust harder, relentless, the water splashing over the edge of the tub as he pounded into her. Liv pinched her nipples again, and Claire shattered—her pussy clamping down, spasming around him as she came, her scream raw and unrestrained. Her juices mixed with the water, her body trembling as she rode out the waves, and Ethan gritted his teeth, fighting his own release.

She slid off, panting, and Liv took her place, shoving Claire aside with a grin. “My turn,” she said, straddling him reverse, her ass facing him as she gripped his cock and guided it to her entrance. She sank down fast, taking him in one smooth motion, her pussy tighter than Claire’s, the angle letting him feel every ridge of her walls. She leaned forward, hands braced on his knees, and started bouncing, her ass slapping the water with each drop.

“Fuck, Liv,” he growled, hands gripping her hips, guiding her rhythm. Her pussy squeezed him, hot and slick, the water doing nothing to dull the friction. He thrust up, meeting her halfway, his cock slamming deep, the head brushing her g-spot with each plunge. She moaned, loud and shameless, her hair swinging as she rode him hard.

Maya moved in front, kneeling in the water between his legs, her face inches from where Liv’s pussy swallowed his cock. “Let me taste,” she said, and before he could process it, her tongue darted out, licking the base of his shaft where it met Liv’s folds. The sensation—her hot mouth, Liv’s tight grip—sent a jolt through him, his balls tightening as Maya lapped at them both, tasting Liv’s arousal and his precum.

Claire recovered enough to join, sliding behind Maya and reaching around to rub her clit. Maya moaned against his cock, the vibration humming through him, and Sasha moved in, kissing Liv’s neck, her hands roaming her breasts. The tub was a tangle of bodies—water sloshing, skin slapping, moans and gasps filling the air.

Liv’s pace quickened, her ass bouncing faster, her pussy clenching as she neared her peak. “Ethan—fuck me harder,” she demanded, and he did, thrusting up with everything he had, his cock stretching her wide. Maya’s tongue kept working, flicking his balls, then Liv’s clit, and the dual assault pushed Liv over. She came with a shuddering cry, her walls pulsing around him, her release soaking his cock and Maya’s mouth. She slumped forward, trembling, and Maya licked her clean, sucking her clit until Liv twitched from overstimulation.

Ethan was close—too close. His balls ached, his cock throbbing inside Liv as she slid off, leaving him teetering on the edge. Maya didn’t give him a break. She climbed onto his lap, facing him, and sank down onto his cock, her pussy still dripping with his cum from earlier. “Finish in me again,” she said, kissing him hard, her tongue tasting of Liv.

He groaned into her mouth, hands gripping her ass as she rode him, fast and rough. Her walls were slick, tight, gripping him like a vice, and the jets pulsed against his back, urging him on. Claire and Sasha paired off beside them, fingers buried in each other’s pussies, their moans a soundtrack to his unraveling. Liv watched, one hand on her clit, the other tweaking her nipple, her eyes locked on his cock disappearing into Maya.

“Fuck—Maya—” he rasped, his thrusts erratic now, the pressure unbearable. She ground down, her clit rubbing his pelvis, and he lost it. His cock pulsed, thick ropes of cum erupting inside her, filling her pussy as she clenched around him, her own orgasm hitting hard. She moaned his name, her walls milking him dry, and he shuddered, vision blurring as the last of his release spilled into her.

They collapsed, water lapping at their skin, the tub a mess of cum and sweat. Ethan’s chest heaved, his body spent, but the girls weren’t done. Liv grinned, sliding a hand between her legs. “Round two?” she asked, and he knew he was fucked—in every sense.


Chapter Five: The Boiler Room Frenzy

The hot tub water still clung to Ethan’s skin, a slick sheen of sweat and cum mixing with the chlorine as he stumbled out, legs shaky from the relentless pounding he’d just taken—and given. His cock hung heavy, half-hard despite the exhaustion, streaked with Maya’s juices and his own release. The girls were a blur of motion around him—Liv’s lithe frame dripping wet, Maya’s curves bouncing as she climbed out, Claire’s red hair plastered to her shoulders, Sasha’s lean body glistening like polished bronze. They didn’t give him a second to breathe. The air crackled with their laughter, sharp and wild, as Liv grabbed his wrist and yanked him toward the hallway.

“Move it, towel guy,” she barked, her voice a whip-crack over the hum of the spa’s machinery. “We’re not done fucking you senseless.”

Ethan’s head spun, but he followed, barefoot and naked, the tiles slapping under his feet. The private suite faded behind them as they dragged him through a service door, down a narrow stairwell he’d only used once to fix a busted pipe. The air grew hotter, thicker, the distant rumble of the spa’s boiler room vibrating through the walls. Maya shoved the metal door open, and they spilled inside—a cavern of pipes, gauges, and flickering fluorescent lights, the heat oppressive, the noise a low, industrial growl.

The room was a beast of its own—steam hissing from valves, metal clanging faintly, the floor gritty with dust and oil. A massive water tank loomed in the corner, its surface beaded with condensation, while a tangle of pipes snaked overhead, dripping sporadically. It smelled of rust and heat, a stark contrast to the polished luxury upstairs, and the rawness of it hit Ethan like a shot of adrenaline. His cock twitched, hardening again, the chaos of the space mirroring the frenzy building in his gut.

Claire kicked the door shut, the clang echoing, and spun on him, her eyes blazing. “No rules down here,” she said, shoving him against a rusted pipe rack. The metal bit into his back, cold and rough, and she dropped to her knees, hands gripping his thighs. Her mouth was on him before he could blink—lips wrapping around his cock, sucking hard, no preamble. Her tongue flattened against the underside, tracing the thick vein, then swirled over the head, lapping at the precum already beading there. She took him deep, throat constricting as she gagged, spit dripping down her chin, her red hair swinging wildly.

“Fuck—Claire—” Ethan groaned, hands slamming against the pipes for balance, the clang reverberating. His hips bucked, driving deeper, and she moaned around him, the vibration shooting straight to his balls.

Liv didn’t wait. She grabbed a coil of rubber hose from a shelf—some spare part, thick and black—and looped it around a low-hanging pipe, testing its strength. “Up here,” she snapped, climbing onto a steel crate beside the tank, her ass in the air as she hooked the hose under her arms, suspending herself like a goddamn trapeze artist. Her legs spread wide, pussy bare and dripping, the pink folds glistening under the harsh light. “Ethan, get over here and fuck me like this.”

He pulled out of Claire’s mouth with a wet pop, her whimper of protest drowned by the boiler’s rumble. Staggering over, he gripped Liv’s hips, the hose creaking as she swung slightly. His cock was rock-hard, slick with Claire’s spit, and he lined up, the head nudging her entrance. She was soaked, her labia parted and swollen, and he thrust in hard, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. Her pussy clamped around him, tight and hot, the angle forcing his cock to drag against her g-spot with every move.

“Harder, you bastard,” Liv snarled, her voice raw, her body swaying in the hose sling. Ethan obeyed, slamming into her, the crate shuddering under his weight. Her ass jiggled with each thrust, the hose groaning as she rocked, her moans sharp and jagged over the industrial din. The pipes overhead rattled, a drip of water hitting his shoulder, and he fucked her faster, his balls slapping her clit, the wet smack echoing.

Maya wasn’t idle. She snatched a wrench from a toolbox—big, heavy, the handle smooth—and climbed onto a low platform beside the boiler, spreading her legs. “Watch this,” she said, grinning wickedly, and slid the handle between her thighs, rubbing it along her slit. Her pussy lips parted, coating the metal with her arousal, and she pushed it inside, slow at first, then deeper, fucking herself with it. The sight—her full breasts bouncing, her walls stretching around the cold steel—made Ethan’s cock throb harder inside Liv.

“Fucking hell, Maya,” he rasped, his thrusts faltering for a second as he stared. She moaned, loud and unrestrained, the wrench pumping in and out, her juices dripping onto the platform, pooling in a slick sheen.

Sasha grabbed Claire, shoving her against the water tank. “Bend over,” she ordered, and Claire did, hands braced on the curved metal, ass up. Her pussy was still swollen from the hot tub, dripping with water and her earlier release. Sasha knelt behind her, spreading her cheeks wide, and buried her face between them. Her tongue plunged into Claire’s cunt, licking deep, then flicked up to her asshole, circling the tight ring before pushing inside. Claire screamed, the sound bouncing off the walls, her thighs trembling as Sasha ate her out with ruthless precision.

Ethan’s head swam, the sensory overload crashing over him—Liv’s pussy gripping his cock, Maya’s wrench-fucking, Sasha’s tongue in Claire’s ass. He thrust harder, Liv’s body swinging in the hose, her walls fluttering as she neared her edge. “Don’t stop—fuck—don’t stop,” she gasped, and he didn’t, pounding into her until her scream ripped through the room. Her orgasm hit, her pussy spasming around him, a gush of wetness soaking his shaft and thighs. She shuddered, the hose creaking dangerously, and he pulled out, his cock dripping with her cum.

Claire broke next, Sasha’s tongue pushing her over. “Oh—fuck—Sasha!” she cried, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching as she came, her juices streaking Sasha’s chin. Sasha pulled back, licking her lips, and stood, grabbing a length of chain from a pile of scrap—thin, rusted links—and wrapped it around her own waist, cinching it tight. “Your turn, Ethan,” she said, stepping onto a pipe ledge, bending forward, the chain biting into her skin. Her ass was high, her pussy exposed, glistening with need.

Ethan staggered over, his cock aching, and gripped her hips. The chain dug into her flesh, red marks blooming, and he thrust into her, hard and deep. Her pussy was tighter than Liv’s, the angle brutal, his cock stretching her wide. She moaned, the chain clanking as he fucked her, the metal cold against his hands as he held her steady. The ledge shook, the boiler’s rumble masking the slap of their bodies, and he drove into her, relentless, her walls gripping him like a vice.

Maya climbed down, wrench still in hand, and knelt beside him, shoving it back into her pussy while her other hand found his balls. She squeezed them, rolling them, her fingers slick with her own cum, and he groaned, his thrusts turning erratic. “Come on, Ethan,” she taunted, pumping the wrench faster, her moans mingling with Sasha’s.

Liv recovered, dropping from the hose and grabbing a rubber mallet—some maintenance tool, blunt and thick. She straddled a pipe, sliding the handle between her legs, fucking herself with it as she watched, her pussy swallowing the rubber, her clit rubbing the metal base. “Fuck her harder,” she said, her voice a growl, and Ethan did, slamming into Sasha, the chain rattling with each thrust.

Claire joined Maya, kneeling and sucking his balls into her mouth, her tongue swirling as Maya squeezed. The dual assault—Claire’s hot mouth, Maya’s grip, Sasha’s tight pussy—pushed him to the brink. Sasha came first, her walls clamping down, her scream raw as her orgasm tore through her, her juices coating his cock. The chain bit deeper, her body shaking, and he couldn’t hold back.

“Fuck—gonna—” he grunted, and Maya yanked his balls, Claire sucking harder. His cock pulsed, thick spurts of cum erupting inside Sasha, filling her pussy as she shuddered around him. His vision blurred, his hips jerking, the release brutal and unending, spilling out as he thrust through it. Sasha slumped, the chain clattering, and he pulled out, cum dripping from her slit onto the floor.

Maya shoved the wrench aside, climbing onto him before he could collapse. “Me now,” she said, impaling herself on his still-hard cock, her pussy slick with her own cum and the wrench’s residue. She rode him hard, the platform creaking, her breasts bouncing wildly, and he gripped her hips, thrusting up despite the ache. Claire licked his shaft where it met Maya’s pussy, Sasha fingered herself with the chain still on, and Liv hammered the mallet deeper, her second orgasm hitting with a guttural moan.

Maya’s walls clenched, her scream piercing as she came, her pussy milking him dry. He followed, another load bursting inside her, weaker but still thick, his balls drained. They collapsed in a heap—pipes clanging, steam hissing, the boiler room a wreckage of sex and madness.

Panting, Ethan stared at the ceiling, the girls sprawled around him, tools and chains scattered. “You’re fucking insane,” he rasped.

Liv grinned, mallet still in hand. “Welcome to the deep end.”


Chapter Six: The Steam Vault Showdown

The boiler room was a furnace of aftermath—pipes hissing, metal groaning, the air thick with the reek of sweat, cum, and rust. Ethan sprawled against the gritty floor, his body a map of exhaustion: chest heaving, cock limp and streaked with the girls’ mingled juices, thighs trembling from the relentless onslaught. Around him, the wreckage of their frenzy lay scattered—Liv clutching the rubber mallet, its handle slick with her arousal; Maya slumped beside the wrench, her pussy still glistening; Sasha tangled in the rusted chain, red welts blooming on her skin; Claire leaning against the water tank, her lips swollen from sucking him dry. The fluorescent lights flickered, casting jagged shadows over their sprawled forms, the boiler’s rumble a steady pulse beneath it all.

Ethan’s head throbbed, his balls ached, and his skin burned from the heat and friction, but the girls weren’t done. Liv stirred first, tossing the mallet aside with a clatter and hauling herself up, her naked body gleaming under the harsh light. “Get up, Ethan,” she said, her voice rough but commanding. “We’re taking this upstairs. One last round.”

He groaned, rolling onto his side, every muscle screaming. “You’re gonna break me,” he muttered, but his cock twitched, betraying him. The sight of her—legs spread, pussy still dripping—pulled him back from the edge of collapse.

Maya laughed, sharp and wicked, dragging herself upright. “You’re not tapping out now, towel guy. We’ve got one more spot to ruin.” She grabbed the wrench, twirling it like a baton, and headed for the door, her ass swaying with each step.

Claire and Sasha followed, Claire snatching a length of hose from the floor, Sasha unwinding the chain from her waist with a grimace. “Steam vault,” Claire said, glancing back at him, her eyes glinting. “Biggest room in the place. Let’s make it a fucking mess.”

Ethan staggered to his feet, naked and unsteady, the gritty floor biting into his soles. The steam vault was the spa’s crown jewel—a massive, tiled chamber with tiered benches, adjustable jets, and a ceiling rigged with mist nozzles, reserved for VIPs and group bookings. He’d cleaned it a hundred times, never imagining it’d become ground zero for this. “If we get caught—” he started, but Liv cut him off, shoving him toward the stairs.

“We won’t,” she snapped. “Cameras are off, staff’s gone. Move.”

The climb was a blur, their footsteps echoing in the stairwell, the air cooling as they ascended. The vault’s double doors loomed ahead, polished steel glinting under the hall lights, and Maya pushed them open, the hiss of active jets greeting them. The room was a haze of steam—walls slick with condensation, benches gleaming, the air so thick it clung to their skin. The mist nozzles sprayed intermittently, a fine rain that mingled with the heat, and the jets roared, pulsing streams of water into the fog.

Liv shoved Ethan inside, the doors slamming shut behind them. “Center bench,” she ordered, pointing to the wide, tiled platform in the middle, big enough for a dozen people. He stumbled onto it, the surface warm and slick under his ass, and the girls swarmed him, a pack of predators closing in.

Claire acted first, looping the hose around his wrists and yanking it tight, binding his hands behind his back. The rubber bit into his skin, the knot rough but secure, and she grinned, straddling his lap. “No touching this time,” she said, her pussy hovering inches from his cock, already hardening again despite the ache. She sank down, slow and deliberate, her walls stretching around him, still slick from the boiler room. The heat of her pussy enveloped him, tight and pulsing, and he groaned, hips jerking despite the restraint.

“Fuck—Claire—” he rasped, the hose cutting into his wrists as he strained. She rode him hard, her ass slapping his thighs, the water from the jets splashing around them. Her breasts bounced, nipples hard and pink, and she leaned forward, biting his shoulder, teeth sinking into the muscle. The pain spiked the pleasure, his cock throbbing inside her, the head brushing her cervix with each thrust.

Liv climbed onto the bench behind him, grabbing a handheld jet nozzle from the wall—a detachable sprayer, sleek and metal, with a focused stream. “Hold still,” she said, aiming it at his back, the water blasting his spine in a sharp, cold burst. He flinched, the contrast jolting him, and she moved it lower, spraying his ass, the stream teasing the crease before she angled it up, hitting Claire’s clit where it ground against his pelvis. Claire moaned, her pace faltering, the jet amplifying her rhythm.

Maya took the wrench and knelt beside him, shoving it between her legs again, but this time she didn’t fuck herself with it. She pressed the flat head against her clit, rubbing it in tight circles, her moans rising over the hiss of the jets. “Watch me, Ethan,” she said, her free hand spreading her pussy lips wide, exposing the swollen bud as she worked it with the metal. Her juices dripped onto the bench, mixing with the steam, and her eyes locked on his cock disappearing into Claire.

Sasha dropped the chain and grabbed another nozzle, this one fixed to the bench, its stream adjustable. She cranked it to a pulsing setting and aimed it at her own pussy, straddling the jet so it blasted her clit directly. The water hammered her, her labia parting under the pressure, and she gasped, rocking against it, her hands gripping the bench as her thighs trembled. “Fuck—yes—” she hissed, her voice lost in the chaos.

Claire’s walls tightened, her orgasm building fast under Liv’s jet. “Ethan—harder—” she begged, and he thrust up, hands straining against the hose, the friction burning his wrists. Liv cranked the sprayer’s pressure, the stream hitting Claire’s clit like a bullet, and she shattered—her pussy clamping down, spasming around his cock as she screamed, her release soaking his shaft and thighs. She slumped forward, panting, and Liv yanked her off, tossing her aside like a rag doll.

“My turn,” Liv said, unhooking the nozzle and handing it to Maya. She straddled him, facing away, her ass pressing against his stomach as she sank onto his cock. Her pussy was tighter than Claire’s, the angle brutal, and she rode him reverse, her hands braced on his knees. The hose kept his arms pinned, and he thrust up, meeting her slams, his cock stretching her wide, the head slamming her g-spot with each plunge.

Maya aimed the jet at Liv’s clit now, the stream pulsing in time with her bounces, and Liv moaned, loud and raw, her ass jiggling as she fucked him. “Faster—Ethan—fuck me—” she growled, and he did, hips snapping up, the bench creaking under the force. The mist nozzles overhead sprayed harder, a fine rain coating their bodies, and the steam thickened, blurring the edges of the room.

Sasha’s jet pushed her over, her scream piercing the fog as she came, her pussy gushing against the water, her body shaking. She collapsed onto the bench, panting, and Maya took her place, straddling the fixed jet while still holding the handheld one on Liv. The dual streams—one blasting her clit, the other Liv’s—sent her spiraling, her moans a high-pitched wail as she fucked the water, her breasts bouncing wildly.

Claire recovered, crawling over and shoving her face between Ethan’s legs, licking his balls as Liv rode him. Her tongue was hot, relentless, swirling around the sensitive skin, sucking one into her mouth then the other. The sensation—Liv’s tight pussy, Claire’s mouth, the hose biting his wrists—pushed him to the edge, his balls tightening, his cock throbbing inside Liv.

“Fuck—I’m close—” he grunted, and Liv slammed down harder, her walls fluttering. Maya cranked the jet, the stream hammering Liv’s clit, and she came with a guttural cry, her pussy pulsing around him, her juices soaking his cock and Claire’s face. The clench triggered him—his orgasm ripped through, thick spurts of cum erupting inside her, filling her as she rode him through it. His vision blurred, his hips jerking, the hose cutting deeper as he strained.

Liv slid off, cum dripping from her slit, and Maya took her place, unhooking the hose from his wrists. “Finish me,” she said, shoving him onto his back and mounting him. His cock was softening, but she didn’t care—her pussy swallowed him, slick and tight, and she rode him hard, the jet still blasting her clit. Claire and Sasha paired off, fingers buried in each other’s cunts, their moans a backdrop to Maya’s relentless pace.

Ethan’s hands, free now, gripped her hips, thrusting up despite the exhaustion, his cock hardening again under her assault. The steam vault was a maelstrom—jets roaring, mist falling, bodies colliding—and Maya’s scream signaled her climax, her pussy milking him as she came, her juices mixing with his earlier loads. He followed, a weak but sharp release spilling into her, his balls drained to nothing.

They collapsed, the bench slick with cum and water, the steam thick enough to choke on. Ethan’s chest heaved, his body spent, the girls sprawled around him like fallen soldiers. The vault hummed, the jets slowing, the mist thinning, and for the first time in hours, silence crept in.

Liv propped herself up, grinning through the haze. “One more,” she said, voice hoarse. “Then we’re done.”

Ethan groaned, half-laughing. “You’re fucking relentless.”

“Damn right,” Maya muttered, her head lolling against his shoulder.


Chapter Seven: The Cold Plunge Collapse

The steam vault was a haze of exhaustion and excess, the air heavy with the stench of sweat, cum, and chlorine-soaked tiles. Ethan lay sprawled on the center bench, his body a wreck—chest slick with perspiration, cock limp and streaked with the girls’ mingled fluids, wrists raw from the hose that had bound him. His dark hair clung to his forehead, his breath ragged, every muscle screaming from the marathon of fucking that had stretched across the spa. Around him, the girls were scattered like debris after a storm: Liv slumped against the bench, her legs splayed, pussy still dripping with his cum; Maya curled beside him, her breasts pressed to his arm, her breath hot on his neck; Claire sprawled on the floor, red hair fanned out, her skin flushed and marked with bites; Sasha leaning against the wall, chain discarded, her fingers idly tracing the welts on her hips.

The jets had slowed to a faint gurgle, the mist nozzles dripping their last, and the room hummed with a fading energy. Ethan’s head pounded, his balls ached like they’d been wrung dry, and his cock twitched feebly, spent beyond reason. Six hours—they’d been at it since closing, tearing through the locker room, boiler room, hot tub, and now the vault, leaving a trail of wrecked spaces and shattered boundaries. He’d lost count of how many times he’d come, how many times they’d screamed his name, but the girls’ eyes still glinted with that feral hunger, even as their bodies flagged.

Liv stirred, hauling herself upright, her movements sluggish but deliberate. “One more,” she said, voice cracked and hoarse, echoing her promise from the vault’s peak. “Then we call it.”

Ethan groaned, rolling his head to look at her. “You’ve gotta be kidding,” he rasped, but his cock betrayed him again, stirring at the sight of her—naked, bruised, her pussy swollen and glistening. “I’ve got nothing left.”

Maya laughed, low and throaty, dragging herself up to straddle his thigh. “Bullshit,” she said, her hand sliding down his chest, fingers grazing the base of his shaft. “You’ve got one more in you. We’ll make it quick.”

Claire crawled over, her knees scraping the tiles, and smirked up at him. “Cold plunge,” she said, decisive. “Last stop. Let’s end it with a shock.”

Sasha nodded, pushing off the wall, her lean frame swaying slightly. “Fucking perfect. Clean slate.”

The cold plunge was a brutal contrast to the spa’s heat—a deep, circular pool tucked in a side room, fed by icy water straight from the chiller system. It was meant for recovery, a jolt to the senses after saunas and tubs, but Ethan knew they’d turn it into something else. He let them pull him up, his legs wobbling, their hands rough on his arms and hips as they dragged him out of the vault. The corridor was dim, the spa silent beyond their heavy breathing, and the cold plunge room loomed ahead—tiles stark white, the pool a glassy, frigid mirror under recessed lights.

They shoved the door open, the chill hitting him like a slap, goosebumps erupting across his skin. The pool was eight feet wide, four feet deep, the water shimmering at a steady 40 degrees—cold enough to shrink his balls to nothing if he weren’t already so wrecked. Liv pushed him to the edge, her grin wicked. “In you go,” she said, and before he could brace himself, she shoved him.

He hit the water with a gasp, the shock ripping through him, his body seizing as the cold clamped down. His cock, half-hard from Maya’s touch, shriveled instantly, but the jolt woke him up, adrenaline spiking through the exhaustion. He surfaced, spluttering, the water lapping at his chest, and the girls jumped in after him, their shrieks bouncing off the walls as the cold bit their skin.

“Fuck—that’s freezing!” Claire yelped, but she waded toward him, her nipples hardening to sharp points under the water’s assault. She pressed against him, her breasts slick against his chest, and kissed him hard, her tongue plunging into his mouth, tasting of salt and steam. The cold dulled the heat of her lips, but her aggression reignited him, his cock stirring despite the temperature.

Liv splashed over, grabbing his shoulders and spinning him around. “Face me,” she ordered, climbing onto the pool’s edge, her legs dangling in the water. She spread them wide, her pussy bare and swollen, the cold making her labia tighten, her clit peeking out from its hood. “Eat me out—one last time.”

Ethan didn’t argue. He waded between her thighs, the water sloshing around his waist, and buried his face in her cunt. The cold had sharpened her scent—musky, raw—and he licked her hard, his tongue parting her folds, lapping at the mix of her arousal and his earlier cum. She moaned, loud and unrestrained, her hands fisting his hair as he sucked her clit, the cold water lapping at his chin amplifying the contrast of her heat.

Maya moved behind him, her hands sliding under the water to grip his cock. “Let’s see if this works,” she muttered, stroking him fast, her fingers icy against his warming shaft. The cold dulled the sensation, but her rhythm—rough, insistent—coaxed him back to life, his cock hardening in her grip, the head swelling as blood rushed in.

Sasha and Claire paired off, wading to the pool’s side. Sasha hoisted herself onto the edge, legs spread, and Claire knelt in the water, shoving her face between Sasha’s thighs. Her tongue plunged into Sasha’s pussy, licking deep, then flicked her clit, the cold water splashing around her as she ate her out. Sasha groaned, her hands braced on the tiles, her hips rocking against Claire’s mouth, the welts from the chain still red against her skin.

Liv’s thighs clamped around Ethan’s head, her moans escalating as he worked her clit, sucking hard, his tongue flicking in tight circles. The cold water numbed his lips, but he pushed through, driven by her gasps, her pussy pulsing under his mouth. “Fuck—Ethan—don’t stop—” she panted, and he didn’t, flattening his tongue against her clit, dragging it up and down until she shattered. Her orgasm hit with a scream, her walls spasming, a rush of wetness flooding his mouth, cold and sharp against the heat of her release. She slumped back, panting, her legs trembling in the water.

Maya didn’t let up, her hand pumping his cock under the surface, the cold making every stroke a slow burn. “Your turn,” she said, pulling him away from Liv and shoving him against the pool’s edge. She climbed out, straddling his face as Liv had, her pussy dripping with water and arousal. “Lick me,” she demanded, lowering herself onto his mouth.

He obeyed, his tongue diving into her folds, tasting the cold tang of the pool mixed with her musk. Her clit was swollen, sensitive, and he sucked it hard, his hands gripping her thighs under the water. She moaned, rocking against his face, her breasts bouncing as she fucked his mouth, the cold amplifying every twitch of her hips.

Liv recovered, sliding back into the pool and wading behind him. She grabbed his cock, taking over from Maya’s hand, and stroked him with both fists, her grip tight and relentless. The cold water slowed the sensation, but her pace—fast, brutal—built the pressure, his balls tightening despite the chill. Claire broke from Sasha, her lips shiny with Sasha’s cum, and joined Liv, kneeling in the water to suck his balls into her mouth. Her tongue swirled, cold and wet, tugging gently, then harder, the dual assault making his hips buck.

Sasha slid into the pool, her fingers finding her own clit as she watched, rubbing tight circles, her moans soft but rising. “Finish him,” she said, voice hoarse, and Liv grinned, stroking faster, Claire sucking deeper. Maya ground against his face, her pussy clenching as his tongue pushed her over—her scream sharp, her release soaking his chin, cold and slick as she shuddered above him.

Ethan’s edge hit fast, the cold delaying it just enough to make it brutal. “Fuck—gonna—” he grunted into Maya’s cunt, and Liv pumped him hard, Claire’s mouth tugging his balls. His cock pulsed, weak spurts of cum erupting into the water, the cold dulling the force but not the shudder that ripped through him. He groaned, head tipping back, Maya sliding off as his body went slack, the last of his release drifting in the pool.

They collapsed around him, the water lapping at their skin, the cold sinking into their bones. Liv leaned against the edge, panting, her grin faint but satisfied. Maya curled beside him, her breath slowing, Claire and Sasha sprawling on the tiles, their bodies spent. The room was silent but for the drip of water and their ragged gasps, the frenzy finally burning out.

Ethan stared at the ceiling, the cold numbing his wrecked body, his mind blank. “Done?” he rasped, voice barely audible.

Liv nodded, wiping water from her face. “Done. You survived.”

“Barely,” he muttered, and they laughed—weak, hoarse, but real.

The aftermath settled like frost. They climbed out, shivering, the cold plunge leaving them raw and sluggish. Towels were grabbed from a stack by the door, and they dried off in silence, the weight of the night pressing down. Ethan’s uniform was long gone—lost somewhere between the locker room and the boiler—so he wrapped a towel around his waist, the fabric rough against his bruised skin.

“Shift’s over,” he said, glancing at the clock on the wall. 3:17 a.m. The spa was a ghost town, the chaos contained within its walls. “You’re leaving?”

Maya smirked, tying her towel around her chest. “Yeah. Got class in six hours. Worth it, though.”

Claire stretched, wincing as her muscles protested. “Best spa day ever. You’re a legend, Ethan.”

Sasha nodded, her expression softer now, the edge dulled. “Don’t quit. We might come back.”

Liv lingered last, her towel loose around her hips, her eyes locking on his. “You’re tougher than you look,” she said, stepping close, her fingers brushing his chest one last time. “See you around, towel guy.”

They filed out, their laughter fading down the hall, leaving him alone in the cold plunge room. He sank onto a bench, the towel damp under him, and ran a hand through his hair. His body was trashed—cock sore, wrists marked, every joint aching—but a grin tugged at his lips. He’d survived. Barely.

The spa loomed quiet around him, the mess of their rampage hidden in locked rooms and steam-soaked corners. He’d clean it later—cover the tracks, keep the job. For now, he just breathed, the cold air grounding him, the madness of the night settling into memory.

He stood, slow and stiff, and headed for the locker room, the towel slipping as he walked. One shift down, a story no one would believe, and a paycheck he’d damn well earned. The door clicked shut behind him, the spa silent at last.
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