
        
            
                
            
        

    
The bass thumped through the walls, reverberating in my chest as I pushed through the crowd of bodies. The club was packed tonight—sweaty, pulsing, alive. Neon lights strobed overhead, casting the room in flashes of electric blue and hot pink. I’d been nursing my drink for the past hour, watching the dance floor with a mix of curiosity and restlessness. Something about the energy here felt... different. Charged. Like the air itself was daring me to step into the unknown.

I drained the last of my whiskey, the burn sharp and grounding, and decided to make my way to the bathroom. The path was a maze of elbows and swaying hips, but I eventually broke free, slipping down the dimly lit hallway that led to the restrooms. The music faded slightly, replaced by the muffled hum of voices and the occasional burst of laughter. The hall was narrow, the walls painted a deep, almost primal red, and the flickering overhead light gave it a surreal, otherworldly feel.

I pushed the door open, the hinge creaking softly, and stepped inside. The bathroom was small and surprisingly clean for a club. The tiled walls gleamed under the harsh fluorescent light, and the faint scent of disinfectant lingered in the air. I moved toward the urinal, unzipping my jeans, when something caught my eye.

There, on the sidewall of one of the stalls, was a glory hole.

I froze, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest. I’d heard about these things, of course—seen them in movies or read about them in passing—but I’d never actually encountered one in person. It was small, perfectly round, and cut with a precision that suggested it wasn’t an accident. My eyes darted toward the stall door, half-expecting someone to burst out, but it was empty.

The room was silent except for the distant thrum of the club music. My mind raced. Should I? Could I? The idea was absurd, reckless... and yet, something about it was undeniably thrilling. The anonymity of it, the sheer audacity. I glanced toward the door, making sure no one was coming in, and then, almost without thinking, I stepped closer.

I hesitated for a moment, my fingers grazing the edge of the hole. Then, as if driven by some primal instinct, I unzipped my jeans fully and slid them down just enough to free my cock. It was already half-hard, responding to the adrenaline coursing through me. I took a deep breath, steadying myself, and then slowly pressed the tip through the hole.

The cool air on the other side made me shiver. I waited, my heart hammering in my chest, unsure of what to expect. And then—a hand. Warm, soft, and shockingly confident. It wrapped around me, gripping me firmly but not too tight, and began to stroke. I gasped, my knees nearly buckling at the sudden sensation. The hand moved expertly, sliding up and down my length with a rhythm that was maddeningly precise.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath, my hands gripping the edge of the stall for support. The hand on the other side increased its speed, and I could feel the pressure building already. My mind fogged over, the world outside this stall fading into nothingness. It was just me and this hand, this invisible presence on the other side of the wall, driving me closer and closer to the edge.

And then, just as I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, the hand stopped.

I blinked, the sudden absence of sensation leaving me disoriented. What the hell? I was about to pull away, frustration bubbling up inside me, when I felt something else—something soft and wet. A tongue. It flicked against the tip of my cock, teasing me with light, feathery strokes that made my breath catch in my throat. Before I could process what was happening, the mouth engulfed me, taking me deep with a hunger that was almost feral.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, my head falling back as the heat of it consumed me. The mouth moved with an expertise that was almost unbelievable, alternating between slow, deliberate sucks and quick, intense bobs. Every flick of the tongue, every swirl around the head, sent jolts of electricity shooting through me.

I was lost in it, completely and utterly lost. My grip on the stall tightened, my knuckles white as I tried to steady myself. The sensations were overwhelming, each one building on the last until I was teetering on the edge of release. The mouth didn’t let up, working me with a relentless intensity that was both maddening and exhilarating.

“I’m gonna—” I started to say, but the words caught in my throat as the mouth sucked harder, faster. I could feel the pressure building, coiling tight in my groin, and then, with a strangled groan, I came. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, each one more intense than the last, as I emptied myself into that unseen mouth. The heat, the wetness, the sheer ecstasy of it—it was almost too much to bear.

When it was over, I slumped against the stall, my legs trembling and my breathing ragged. The mouth lingered for a moment, drawing out the last of my release with slow, deliberate sucks, before finally pulling away. I felt the absence immediately, the cool air replacing the warmth that had been so intoxicating.

I quickly tucked myself back into my jeans, my hands shaking as I zipped up. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions—shock, exhilaration, disbelief. I glanced at the glory hole, now just a small, unassuming circle in the wall, and couldn’t help but wonder who—or what—had been on the other side.

Before I could decide what to do next, the door to the bathroom creaked open, and voices spilled in. I quickly stepped out of the stall, my heart still racing, and made my way to the sink. I splashed some water on my face, trying to compose myself, but my reflection in the mirror gave me away—flushed cheeks, wide eyes, and a dazed expression that screamed I just had the most insane experience of my life.

As I dried my hands, I caught a glimpse of movement in the corner of the mirror. The door to the stall I’d just been in was slowly opening. My breath hitched, and for a moment, I froze. Who was on the other side? What was on the other side?

I turned around, my heart pounding all over again, just as the figure stepped out of the stall. Our eyes met, and the world seemed to stop.

“So,” they said, a sly smile curling their lips. “How was it?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. The question hung in the air between us, charged and unspoken, as I stared at them…

As I stared at the figure stepping out of the stall, my mind went blank. She was breathtaking. No, devastating. A young woman, no older than 20, stood before me, her presence commanding the room as if it were her kingdom. Her glossy dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her piercing hazel eyes locked onto mine with a predatory glint. Her lips, painted a deep crimson, curved into a mischievous smile that sent a shiver down my spine.

She was dressed—or rather, barely dressed—in a black lace bralette that clung to her curves, revealing just enough to make my imagination run wild. The fabric stretched taut over her chest, the outline of her nipples visible through the sheer material. Her skirt was so short it barely covered her, the hem teasing the tops of her thighs. Her skin glowed under the dim bathroom lights, smooth and flawless, as if she’d just stepped out of a photoshoot.

“Well?” she purred, her voice low and sultry. “Cat got your tongue?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “You… you were the one…”

Her smile widened, and she took a step closer. The scent of her perfume filled the air, a mix of vanilla and something darker, more intoxicating. “Surprised?” She tilted her head, her hair falling over one shoulder. “I was watching you, you know. The way you hesitated at first, then gave in. It was… exciting.”

My heart was racing now, my body responding to her proximity in ways I couldn’t control. She was close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her skin, and I had to fight the urge to reach out and touch her.

“You’re… stunning,” I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her laugh was soft, almost musical. “I know.” She took another step, closing the distance between us. Her hand reached up, and her fingers traced a line down my chest, sending a jolt of electricity through me. “But I’m more interested in what you want now.”

Her gaze dropped to the front of my pants, and I felt my cock twitch in response. “Do you want more?” she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper.

I nodded, unable to form words.

Her smile turned wicked, and she leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “Good.”

Her hands were on me then, unbuttoning my pants with practiced ease. As she slid them down, her fingers grazed the length of my cock, already hard and throbbing. She knelt before me, her eyes never leaving mine as she took me in her mouth.

Her lips were like velvet, warm and inviting, and as she wrapped them around me, I let out a groan of pure pleasure. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing and taunting, before she took more of me in, her head bobbing rhythmically. Her hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer as she sucked with a hunger that left me breathless.

I reached out, tangling my fingers in her hair as she worked me over. Her moans vibrated against me, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. Just as I felt myself on the edge, she pulled back, her lips glistening as she looked up at me.

“Not yet,” she whispered, standing up and pressing her body against mine. Her hands cupped my face, and she pulled me into a deep, passionate kiss. Her tongue tangled with mine, exploring my mouth with a fervor that matched her earlier actions. My hands roamed her body, tracing the curves of her waist, her hips, her ass. She was soft yet firm, every inch of her driving me wild.

She broke the kiss, her breath hot against my lips. “Let’s go back to the hole,” she said, her voice dripping with desire.

Before I could respond, she grabbed my hand and led me back into the stall. She turned to face the hole, her hands resting on the wall as she looked over her shoulder at me. “Stick it through,” she commanded, her eyes dark with need.

I hesitated for a moment, then did as she said. The cool wood of the divider pressed against my thighs as I positioned myself, my cock protruding into the other side. I heard her giggle, soft and playful, before I felt her hands on me again.

She guided me to her entrance, her fingers teasing my cock as she positioned herself. She was already wet, her arousal evident as she pressed against me. “Ready?” she asked, her voice trembling with anticipation.

I nodded, and she slowly lowered herself onto me.

Her pussy was tight, so tight I could feel every inch of her as she took me in. She let out a moan, her body trembling as she adjusted to my size. “Fuck,” she breathed, her hands gripping the wall as she began to move.

She started slow, rocking her hips back and forth, her walls squeezing me with every movement. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as she picked up the pace. Her body moved with a rhythm that was intoxicating, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through me.

“You feel so good,” she whimpered, her voice breaking as she rode me. Her hands clawed at the wall, her nails leaving faint marks in the wood. “So fucking good.”

I could feel her tightening around me, her movements becoming more erratic as she neared her climax. Her moans were almost screams now, echoing in the small space as she ground against me.

“Come with me,” she begged, her voice a desperate whisper. “Please.”

I didn’t need to be asked twice. Her plea was enough to push me over the edge, and I came with a force that left me trembling. She cried out, her body shuddering as she reached her own climax, her walls clenching around me in perfect harmony.

We stayed like that for a moment, both of us breathless and spent, before she pulled away, her hands lingering on my cock as she stepped back.

“That was…” she started, her voice trailing off as she turned to face me. “Amazing.”

I nodded, still unable to speak, as she leaned in and kissed me softly.

“Want to go again?” she asked, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

But before I could answer, she was already guiding me back to the hole, her hands eager and her body ready.

She stepped back, her lips curling into a sly smile, and slowly turned around, bending over the stall divider with her hips arched and her skirt hiked up. The sight of her bare skin, smooth and inviting, made my pulse quicken. She looked back at me, her hazel eyes gleaming with a mix of challenge and desire. "You’ve had a taste of me," she murmured, her voice low and sultry. "Now, how about you clean me up?"

My mouth went dry as I leaned forward, my hands gripping her hips for balance. The scent of her was intoxicating—sweet, musky, and undeniably hers. I pressed my tongue against her, savoring the warmth and the slickness of her. Her breath hitched, and she let out a soft moan, her fingers gripping the edge of the stall tightly. I licked her slowly, deliberately, tracing the contours of her pussy with my tongue, reveling in the way she shuddered beneath me. "Oh, fuck," she whispered, her voice trembling. "That’s it… just like that."

Her moans grew louder as I worked her, my tongue flicking and circling her clit with increasing intensity. She was so responsive, every gasp and twitch of her body guiding me to what she needed. I could feel her thighs trembling as she pressed herself harder against my mouth, her hips bucking slightly. "Don’t stop," she begged, her voice ragged. "Oh, God, don’t stop…"

I didn’t. I couldn’t. The taste of her, the sounds she made, the way her body moved—it was all too much, too intoxicating. My cock was throbbing, aching for release, but I forced myself to focus on her, on giving her everything she craved. And when she finally came, it was with a cry that echoed off the bathroom walls, her body convulsing as she clung to the stall for support. I didn’t stop until her tremors subsided, until her breathing slowed and her grip on the stall loosened.

She turned her head to look at me, her face flushed and her eyes glassy with pleasure. "You’re good at that," she said, her voice a little shaky. "Now…" She shifted her position slightly, her ass now pressed against the hole. "How about you take me like this?"

My breath caught in my throat as I lined myself up, my cock throbbing with anticipation. The position was awkward, the hole limiting my movements, but the thought of taking her like this, of feeling her tightness around me, was too much to resist. I pushed into her slowly, inch by inch, groaning at the way her body stretched to accommodate me. She let out a low, guttural moan, her ass pressing back against me as I buried myself fully inside her.

"Fuck," she whispered, her voice strained. "Oh, fuck, that’s good…"

I started to move, my hips thrusting against her with growing urgency. The angle was different, the sensations new and intense. Every movement brought a fresh wave of pleasure, her body clenching around me in ways that made my head spin. She was so tight, so hot, and the sounds she made—those low, primal moans—drove me wild.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice sharp with need. "Fuck me harder."

I obeyed, my hands gripping her hips tightly as I drove into her with increasing force. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the small bathroom, mingling with her gasps and moans. She was pushing back against me now, meeting every thrust with equal intensity, her body writhing with pleasure. "Yes," she hissed, her voice trembling. "Just like that… fuck me, just like that…"

I could feel my climax building, the pressure in my groin becoming almost unbearable. But I didn’t want to finish yet—not without her. "Come for me," I growled, my voice rough with need. "Come for me, now."

Her body tensed, and then she let out a cry, her back arching as she came, her pussy clenching around me so tightly I thought I might lose control. The sensation was too much, and with a grunt, I came too, my hips jerking as I spilled myself inside her. For a moment, the world disappeared, leaving only the two of us, lost in the throes of pleasure.

But the moment didn’t last. The sound of heavy footsteps and voices approaching the bathroom door shattered the silence. "Security," a deep voice barked. "We’re coming in."

My heart skipped a beat as I pulled out of her, hastily pulling up my pants. She was already straightening her skirt, her movements quick and practiced. She turned to me, her eyes wide but not panicked, and grabbed my hand. "Come on," she whispered. "We’re leaving."

The door burst open just as we slipped out of the stall, the two of us moving quickly but calmly, trying to look as inconspicuous as possible. "Hey!" one of the bouncers shouted, his voice booming in the small space. "You two—out! Now!"

She didn’t hesitate, pulling me out of the bathroom and through the crowded club, her grip on my hand firm. We weaved through the throng of bodies, the bass from the music pounding in my ears, until we finally burst out into the cool night air.

She turned to me, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath, and grinned. "Well," she said, her voice light and teasing, "that was fun."

Before I could respond, she leaned in and kissed me—quickly, but with enough intensity to leave me wanting more. "See you around," she whispered, and then she was gone, disappearing into the night as quickly as she’d appeared.

I stood there for a moment, my mind still spinning, until the sound of the club’s music pulled me back to reality. I couldn’t help but smile as I turned and walked away, the memory of her touch still lingering on my skin.
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