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It was one of those nights, yes, those lonely nights. I never could stand them. Being 30 years old and living in the city had its ups and downs, mostly downs, as I went from popular joint to popular joint, hopping parties like hops an Hors d'oeuvres plate at a party, except every time I managed to end up back at the same old place every night, 'Rudy's Shack', a dive off the corner of 'Who Givesa' and 'Fuck'. I don't know why it always happened like that, perhaps because it was only a block away from my place, or it had that homey vibe that appealed to my sensibilities. Whatever the reason, it wasn't because of how great of a place it was. It was the seedy kind of joint that didn't attract attention, at least not immediately, only attracting attention from the late-night hucksters and wannabes looking to settle down after a night of scamming, boozing, and schmoozing.

And yet here I was, with the rest of 'em, the rest of 'em being a mohawked punk with neon green hair, and a young looking girl who he was trying to chat up, some girl who looked noticeably uncomfortable. It was the kind of image you see at almost every dive like this, the kind of thing a place like this sees every night.

Taking a swig of my potion of courage sitting on the dark wood counter and slamming it back down with a loud thud, I felt revitalized. The burn from the alcohol and the faint taste of molasses and oak trickled down my gullet as I stood tall and walked over to the two of them. "Is this jerk causing you a hassle?" I interjected.

"Huh? Get lost, ass-wipe." The punk seemed angry, but hesitant. A 'true' punk. I pushed him, jamming my palms into his worn leather jacket, hearing the crumple from both his clothing and his facade of badassery that he seemed to want to project to everyone. I didn't care, I had no job, no girl, and hell, not even an apartment, at least not entirely. I shared some studio room with a guy who was never even there anyway. But that's besides the point I guess.

The punk balled up a fist and threatened me, making vague passes at how I was 'some old fuck', pfeh, I bet he knows a thing or two about 'fucking the old'. What was I even saying to myself? I could hardly tell being 4 shots deep, but it didn't matter. The night was mine after the punk retreated out the door. Looking at the girl to see if she was alright, I asked her if she needed assistance, at least that's what I thought I said, but she put her hands up defensively and said "Get away, creep!" I can never seem to catch a break.

Heading back over to my stool, the bar lit by the flickering gas-tube signs in the window and the dim bulbs hanging around the dining tables, with me being the only patron, everything seemed to fall back into ease. Shouting over to the bartender, he walked back over, wondering what I could want this time, probably thinking another shot. I slid him my last 20, wondering if I could get the rest of the bottle already half empty sitting on the shelf behind him, the real cheap shit that you only order if you're buying rounds or busting heads. He decided to oblige me.

"Keep it pal, you seem to need it more than I do."

Excellent. I tried biting the cork off, until I realized it was a plastic screw cap. Feeling like an idiot and smacking my forehead after the realization, I spun it and flicked it off into the bar somewhere, disappearing forever. I raised the bottle as if I were toasting to some invisible crowd around me before taking a chug. I don't know how long I sat there, maybe an hour or two, periodically taking swigs of the ever-improving taste of the rot-gut bourbon I asked for until it was about 1 AM. I remember that because I tried to tell the bartender a funny joke about being in a bar at 1 AM, only I don't think he laughed. Hell, I did at the very least.

I was about to go back out onto the streets, bottle in hand, ready to do something stupid, until a gorgeous, flowing red-haired beauty walked in. Her beauty was so stunning, it actually knocked me back to being half-sober. I opened the door to walk out, and in she walked, with a sparkling red dress to boot. The damp street lit by the yellow street lights with steamy sewer grates looked plenty appetizing, at least more-so than the obvious strike-out waiting for me if I were to attempt to woe her. Fuck it. Licking my hand and slicking my hair back, I was not about to just let the night and this woman go to waste so soon.

She sat down calmly and confidently at the bar, lighting up a cigarette and puffing it delicately. I sat a few seats down from her. She knew I was eyeing her up, but I think anyone who was in the bar would have noticed that, as I slouched over, trying to appear cool but just looked drunk.

I could see her eyes dart in my direction a couple times. Something about me peaked her interest, or was I giving off the same vibes that the punk was that I pushed out earlier? I had to go and check.

"*AHEM AHEM AHEM*," I coughed, trying to break the silence of the bartender cleaning and the low volume news channel playing from behind the bar counter. "So, what's a place like you doing in a girl like this?"

She laughed. I actually made her laugh. And not one of those cynical, biting laughs, but a joyful, open-mouth chuckle. Her complexion was fair, but not too fair, having a creamy texture and dark lips, with green eyes. She was a knock out, and well out of my league, but I couldn't care less. "Thank you, if you enjoy that one I'll be doing stand up in about an hour...don't throw too many drinks at me though, I'm already a bit tipsy!"

"You're cute." She said with a half-cocked smile. "Drunk, but cute." Her voice had just the right amount of bass, having a kick off the end of her pronunciations when she finished what she was saying, a kind of authoritative glottal-stop that made her seem resilient.

I continued to make small-talk, throwing in a joke or two here and there, and for some reason she sat there, listening, even smiling and giving me a laugh every now and then. The last girl I got this far with I ended up dating for a month, before she called me a bum and hit the road, fast. I lost track of time and before I knew it, it was already 2 AM. Last call was only an hour away.

"So, do you need a ride home?" I asked, as suavely as a man in a near-stupor could be.

"Well, I actually have a ride."

"Good, because I don't!"

She giggled once more. This time, she took a drag off her cigarette and blew the smoke up into the air from the side of her mouth like a chimney, different from how she was doing it before, instead now keeping eye contact with me as she smoked. Her posture told me she was completely at ease, and I don't know if it was because of my jokes, or she just liked the way I looked, but I took it in stride either way.

"You know, women this pretty don't usually show any interest in guys like me."

"Guys like you? And what kind of a guy would you be?" She seemed to challenge my own self-doubt. A woman with tenacity, something I could relate to.

"You know, you're awfully forward."

"Well, I've been around the block a few times...and I always seem to end up right back here."

"Right back here? I've never seen you in here before."

"Here, as in; getting hit on by a guy who probably has no idea what he's getting himself into."

"Oh baby, anything you've got, I can handle."

Crushing her cigarette in the ash tray, she looked at me with side-eyes, squinting, and giving a slight smirk. Blowing her last puff of smoke out the side of her mouth she continued, saying, "You know, I have actually been here before though...Isn't there something in the back of this place we can do?"

"Huh?" I was dumbfounded. What was she talking about? I mean, I had been in the back of this place a thousand times, but never saw any 'fun' to be had, unless she meant getting stabbed by a bum in the alleyway.

"Yea, you know, that 'thing', this place is known for it!" She said, grabbing my hand.

Now I became suspicious. I slightly resisted her, blowing off her efforts to pull me off my stool.

"Come on, it'll be fun...Or perhaps you aren't interested in 'fun'?"

Well, now she had my full attention once more. I knew it was probably a dumb move on my part, but hell if I'm not a risk-taker. Putting the bottle on the counter, I told the bartender, "I'm not done with that!" As the shimmering red-haired seductress whisked me off to the back of the bar. Instead of going out the back door, we plowed through into the restroom, revealing dirty tile walls and urinals, and two faded green old stalls with doors just barely hanging on. The amount of tape on the light fixtures on the ceiling gave the room a hazy look. I had only rarely ever been in the restroom, always preferring to take my pisses outside, as it were, and as for shits, well, I can assure you, if you need to use the toilet at a bar, you've got even more problems than me.

"So, what's there to do back here?" I asked, curiously. The only time I think anyone ever invited me back here was four years ago when someone crushed up some Ritalin and asked if I wanted to have a go at it. Boy those times were wild.

Biting her bottom lip, she placed a hand on one of the stall doors and slowly lurched it back, revealing a half-cleaned toilet. Then I noticed on the divider between the two stalls, there was a hole cut into it; a gloryhole.

"Ta-da!" She said, in a revelatory tone.

"A gloryhole?!" I said, surprised and excited simultaneously.

"Yea...Wanna see how it works?"

"Oh, I think I get the idea." I replied, smirking back at her.

"Well then, need I say more?" She finished, giving me entrance into the stall.

Getting into the stall, locking the door, and placing the lid on the seat down, I was beginning to get anxious. Despite the amount of booze I sucked down, it seemed it wasn't enough as I was getting butterflies in my stomach from the situation. I took a few deep breaths as I sat there, working up the courage to unzip and stick my tool through the hole, when suddenly, I began to hear a light clatter.

Looking down at the floor, I noticed she was just standing in her stockings on her bare feet; she had removed her heels.

"Hey, why are you-" Before I could finish, I saw a long, narrow, veiny, turgid cock slid through the gloryhole. I was astonished as I watched it glide through the air until the hole hit the base of her shaft, and I could see a few sparse red hairs poking through.

My eyes and mouth were both wide open. I had no idea she was an Amazon. In fact, I thought they were just a rumor, a rumor to discourage men from hitting on strange women at bars, but here she was, bearing herself fully, with what had to be an 8 inch pecker. The head was rosy pink, while the rest of her shaft had a somewhat darker shade than her creamy-colored skin, seeming ever-so-slightly more beige in complexion, and with thick veins running up and down it. It wasn't girthy, but it looked intimidating still.

"What's taking you so long?" She asked.

"I uh...I'm not sure I..." I didn't know how to respond. I had never been in the position of seeing dicks come gliding through holes in the wall, much less from an apparent woman.

"Awww, come on, don't tell me you're afraid of a little pickle."

"That's...a bit more than a 'little'." I said, my voice faltering slightly.

"I'm waiting!" She said enticingly, now wagging her cock lightly back and forth, not moving her hips a whole lot, but the length and mass of her cock causing it to sway noticeably.

Grabbing the door handle I was about to just get up and high-tail it out of there, but I thought about it. Then I remembered her face. Her beautiful hair, smile, and even her subtle but delicious looking breasts that I had skimmed over briefly in my viewing of her.

Against my better judgement, I Instead got down on my knees. Her length practically took up a quarter of the stall space, causing my cheek to graze her tip as I lowered myself.

"Oh! That tickles!" She squealed. Looking back up, she was now leaking pre-cum, clearly way over-excited from the scenario.

"I'm not sure how to do this." I replied, cautiously.

"It's easy, you just put your mouth on it, and lick it up and down." She said, in a strangely soothing tone, despite the faintly ominous echo from the stalls.

Closing my eyes and thinking about her face and body, I moved my mouth forward and engulfed her warm, hard, cock.

"Ohhh, yes!"

Her enticement was all the satisfaction I needed. I had never sucked a cock before, but as I moved my lips around her shaft, it felt strangely appealing. Somehow even more erotic than eating pussy. I slowly lurched forward and back, gagging periodically, hearing her soft coo's that acted as a mental cushion from the repeated blows her head was giving me in the back of my throat. As I continued to try picturing her, images of men were jarring as they popped into my head, and I tore myself away from her saliva-covered shaft, swallowing, before saying, "I really don't think I can do this..."

"Oh, come on, you're already half-way there! And you were doing so well!" She cried, empathetically.

Seeing her there, harder than ever, half her shaft soaking wet, I realized I would hate to have a girl go out on me like this too. For the sake of karma and not wanting a job half-finished, I went back to it, licking her entire shaft up and down, feeling her cock pulse with renewed interest. I engulfed it once more and began fellating her to the best of my abilities, which were none, but I was a quick learner. Trying to challenge myself, I tried to see how far I could get her down my throat, slowly pushing her length deeper and deeper until I heard her grunt from pleasure. At what I assumed was 5 and a half inches, I needed to take my mouth away for some more air.

I poured over her with my mouth for the next few minutes. The stall seemed to just be our little private place. It was so strange how it all managed to come together like this, but eventually, I saw her calves tighten, and I heard her grab the top of the divider and then release a loud, foul grunt, before she exploded in my mouth. That was the first time I had ever tasted cum. Its texture was like a loogi, and it was warm, salty, and had a zincy after-taste.

After the whole ordeal, I felt aroused, ashamed, embarrassed, but ultimately kind of used. 'Is this what girls feel like?' I thought to myself. Exiting the stall, I slinked off towards the door, before hearing her stall door creak open.

"Where do you think you're going?" She said, in that oh-so seductive tone.

Looking back reluctantly, I saw that the stall door was open and her legs were splayed apart, her wet shaft that was gradually losing its erection now hidden as she pulled her red sparkling dress over it, only to now simply being a bulge that slowly faded.

"What do you mean, you're...you're done, aren't you?" I asked, cautious of what she had planned.

"Yea...But you aren't."

My eyes widened, pleasantly surprised, as she turned over, placing her hands on the toilet lid.

"Don't you want to claim your prize?" She sassed, wiggling her behind tauntingly.

Quickly running over to her, I was in awe. I was at first feeling ashamed and used, but now that I had the full picture, that previous feeling of slight arousal turned into full arousal. Her butt was perky and shapely, but in a slender manner that didn't draw undue attention away from the rest of her figure. Precisely the kind of ass I adored.

Pulling her dress up, she was wearing black lingerie, her white stockings ending just at the mid-section of her thighs. The contrast was perfectly color-coordinated. Tearing her lingerie panties down, revealing her sweet puckering pink sphincter, I began to tongue it instinctively.

She was momentarily caught off-guard, thinking I would just dive right in, cock first, but I wanted to savor the moment, and she looked quite clean down there anyway. Her anus was soft and supple, with only the faintest trace of pungency from sweat and whatever mild manner of grime lurked in her creases. Dropping my own pants, I furiously gripped and yanked my penis, excitedly eating her ass as I pleasured myself.

It wasn't often I had the opportunity to fuck an Amazon, but if blowing one is what it takes, well, I guess that's one of the easier ways to get it done.

Standing back up, I placed the head of my cock against her supple hole, circling it with the very tip, teasing her, before pushing myself in fully. She took me in with ease, but still had relative tightness. She was no stranger to anal sex, but clearly only a privileged few got to experience it.

Slowly I dove in and out of her, her balls and cock dangling and slapping my thighs as I rocked her back and forth with my thrusts, hearing her moan, until she began to grow half-erect as well. I was stimulating her prostate, something I had only realized halfway into my fucking of her, which began to turn me on even more, as most women get seemingly nothing out of anal sex, but she, she was getting a prostate massage out of it.

Pumping away in the seedy bar bathroom, the only two patrons, and the bartender, who I could gaurantee was listening in on us. How could he not? She was moaning louder than a dog in heat as I penetrated her with my, admittedly, not as impressive cock compared to hers, but still enough to get the job done all the same.

It only took a few more thrusts and I spurted inside of her, feeling her anus gripping and pulsating on my cock with each last orgasmic thrust.

Falling backwards and down onto the bathroom floor, I relented. "That was...fantastic!" I said, hoping she would feel complimented.

"Mmm...You weren't too bad yourself for a first timer. Maybe there's more to be had with you yet." She slyly whispered, trailing a finger from my chin across my cheek.

I sat there for a few more moments before collecting myself and getting dressed. I rushed out from the bathroom to see where she had gone, hoping, for an inkling of a moment, that she was waiting for me, but it was too late. The bar was empty, save for the bartender who looked at me with annoyed eyes.

"Bar's closed. Get out of here...And for god's sake, I hope you at least used a condom."
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