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The wood creaked beneath me as I lowered myself onto the bench, the heat pressing into my skin like a heavy hand. My chest was already damp, sweat beading and sliding lazily down my ribs. The sauna was quiet except for the hiss of steam and the faint crackle of the stones.

Then the door opened.

He stepped in, towel slung low on his hips, shoulders glistening from a fresh shower. He didn’t look at me right away, just claimed the opposite bench with an easy confidence, exhaling as if the heat belonged to him. When he finally glanced my way, his lips curved into the kind of smirk that suggested he already knew something I didn’t.

“Hot enough for you?” he asked, voice roughened by the thick air.

I chuckled, leaning back, pretending not to watch the slow roll of sweat down his sternum. “I’ve had worse. You?”

He shrugged, stretching his arms along the backrest, which made his torso flex in ways that felt less accidental than he wanted me to believe. “I like it intense. Makes the body honest.”

I hummed, tilting my head. “Honest, huh? That what this is?”

He smiled wider, eyes narrowing just enough to make me feel like I’d been marked. He didn’t move closer, not really. But his ankle shifted, brushing mine under the bench as if by accident. It was so slight I could’ve ignored it. Almost.

I didn’t.

Instead, I let the silence stretch, the heat making every breath heavy, my body already too aware of him. When I glanced back, he was watching me now, openly. His gaze was casual, almost lazy, but there was nothing unintentional about it.

And when he leaned forward to pour a ladle of water over the stones, the steam burst upward, cloaking us both in white haze. In that veil, his knee pressed lightly against mine, this time deliberate.

“Still comfortable?” he asked, tone almost innocent.

I smiled back, my voice lower now. “Getting there.”

The steam curled around us, thickening the air until it felt like I was breathing through warm velvet. He leaned back again, one arm draped lazily along the bench, towel riding up his thigh in a way that caught my attention before I could stop myself. His smirk deepened, like he’d noticed exactly where my gaze had landed.
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