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The booth is quiet at 8:52 a.m., the fluorescent lights above casting an eerie glow on the grimy walls. I settle onto the worn stool, my fingers brushing against the cold metal of the glory hole’s edge. The air is thick with the faint scent of disinfectant, barely masking the underlying musk of sweat, cum, and unspoken desire. My cock is already hard, trapped in my tight jeans, throbbing with anticipation. Today is just another day, but the first taste is always the sweetest.

I hear the door creak open, the soft shuffle of footsteps echoing in the narrow hallway. My heart quickens as I lean forward, my lips hovering just inches from the circular opening. The footsteps pause, and there’s a moment of silence before the wooden panel slides open with a quiet click. A thick, uncut cock pushes through, the head glistening with pre-cum. My breath catches as I take it in, my tongue already curling around the sensitive tip.

The man on the other side is quiet, efficient. I can hear the rustle of his suit pants, the faint jangle of his belt being unbuckled. He smells of expensive cologne and freshly pressed cotton. His cock is average in size but throbbing with need, the veins pronounced as it pulses against my lips. I wrap my mouth around him, my tongue swirling around the rim, teasing the slit before I take him deeper.

He doesn’t moan, doesn’t say a word, but his hand grips the edge of the hole for stability. His breathing is steady, controlled, like he’s counting the seconds until he can get back to his day. I work quickly, my mouth moving in rhythm with his quiet exhales. My cheeks hollow as I suck him deep, my throat tightening around his shaft. His hips begin to thrust gently, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth with a wet, sucking sound. I can feel his balls tighten against my chin, his pre-cum coating my tongue.

My own cock is aching now, trapped in my pants, as I imagine him—a businessman, maybe on his way to a meeting, using me as a quick release before his day begins. He cums suddenly, his hand gripping the edge of the hole tighter as he fills my mouth with his hot, salty seed. I swallow greedily, my throat working around his cock as he pulses again and again. He pulls back quickly, his breathing steady, and slides a $20 bill through the hole. It lands on the floor with a soft slap, a silent tip for my efforts. The panel clicks shut, and I’m left alone, my mouth still tasting of him, my cock throbbing painfully in my pants.

I reach down, my hand wrapping around my hardness, and stroke myself as I think about how hot it was—how he used me, how he left without a word. I cum quickly, my seed staining my underwear, and sigh as the first rush of the day fades.



By 11:17 a.m., the booth feels stuffy, the air thick with anticipation. I’ve cleaned up after the morning’s visitor, wiping down the walls and floor with a damp cloth, but the scent of cum still lingers, a ghost of what’s to come. My jaw is slightly sore, but I’m ready for the next one. The door opens again, and this time, the footsteps are heavier, more hurried. I lean forward, my mouth watering as the panel slides open.

A thick, uncut cock pushes through, the head red and swollen. The man on the other side is breathing heavily, his gym shorts clinging to his sweat-soaked skin. He’s in his mid-30s, his body muscular but not overly so. His cock is bigger than the last one, the head mushrooming as it presses against my lips. I take him in, my tongue flicking over the sensitive tip, and he lets out a shaky breath, his hand gripping the edge of the hole.

He doesn’t speak, but his breathing is loud, almost like a prayer. His hips move erratically, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth as he tries to control himself. I can taste the salt of his sweat on his skin, the musk of his arousal overwhelming. His thigh muscles flex just beyond reach, close enough to sense but never to touch, as I take him deeper. He’s close, his balls tightening against my chin, his pre-cum dripping down my throat.

He cums with a soft groan, his hand pulling back quickly as he spills into my mouth. His seed is thick and warm, and I swallow it down, my throat working around his cock. He pulls away abruptly, his breathing still heavy, and the panel clicks shut. I’m left with the taste of him on my tongue, the scent of his sweat and cum filling the booth.

I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, my jaw aching slightly, and take a moment to catch my breath. The shame he felt is palpable, but it only makes me harder, my cock throbbing as I think about how he used me, how he left without a word. I adjust my pants, my fingers brushing against my hardness, and wait for the next one.



At 11:33 a.m., the booth feels alive, the air buzzing with anticipation. I’ve cleaned up again, but the scent of the last visitor still lingers, a mix of sweat and cum that makes my mouth water. The door opens, and this time, the footsteps are confident, almost arrogant. I lean forward, my heart racing as the panel slides open.

A thick, cut cock pushes through, the head glistening with pre-cum. The man on the other side is loud, his moans echoing through the booth as he pushes his cock into my mouth. He’s in his late 20s, his body lean and muscular, his cologne strong and mixed with the faint scent of weed. His cock is thick and long, the head pressing against the back of my throat as he thrusts forward.

“Yeah, take it,” he groans, his hand gripping the edge of the hole. “Suck it, you fucking whore. Show me what that mouth can do.”

His words send a rush of heat through me, my cock throbbing in my pants as I wrap my lips around his shaft. He’s rough, his hips slamming into the wall as he fucks my mouth. His cock is thick and veiny, his pre-cum coating my tongue. I can hear him breathing heavily, his moans growing louder as he gets closer.

“Fuck, you’re good,” he pants, his voice strained. “Take it all. Swallow every drop.”

I gag slightly as he thrusts deeper, my eyes watering, but I don’t pull away. He cums with a shout, his hips slamming into the wall one last time as he fills my mouth with his seed. His cum is hot and thick, and I swallow it down, my throat working around his cock. He pulls back, his breathing still heavy, and the panel clicks shut.

The scent of his cologne and weed lingers, overwhelming in the small space. I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, my jaw aching, and lick the cum off my fingers, savoring the taste of him. I clean up again, but the scent of him remains, a reminder of how he used me, how he left without a word.



By 12:03 p.m., the booth feels heavy, the air thick with the weight of the day. My jaw is sore, my throat raw, but I’m still hard, my cock throbbing in anticipation. The door opens, and this time, the footsteps are hesitant, almost shy. I lean forward, my heart racing as the panel slides open.

A thin, uncut cock pushes through, the head pink and sensitive. The man on the other side is young, maybe early 20s, his body lean and nervous. His cock is smaller than the others, the head twitching as it presses against my lips. He doesn’t push through at first, just breathes, his hand hovering over the edge of the hole.

“Hi,” he whispers, his voice soft and unsure.

I freeze for a moment, caught off guard by the sound of his voice. Then I take him in, my tongue flicking over the sensitive tip, and he lets out a shaky breath. His hips move slowly, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth as he gets used to the sensation. I can taste his nervousness, the sweetness of his pre-cum coating my tongue. My hands grip his thighs, steadying him as I work my mouth up and down his shaft.

“You’re... really good at this,” he murmurs, his voice trembling. “I’ve never... done this before.”

His words make my heart ache, just a little. I hum softly around his cock, encouraging him. He braces himself on the partition, hips jerking as he spills into my mouth. His seed is warm and thin, and I swallow it down, my throat working around his cock. He pulls back, his breathing still heavy, and whispers, “Thank you.”

The panel clicks shut, and I’m left alone, my jaw aching, but for the first time all day, I feel full in a different way. The taste of him lingers on my tongue, his words echoing in my mind. I sit back, my cock still hard, and think about how he was different—how he didn’t just use me, how he said thank you.

The booth is quiet now, the air still heavy with the scent of cum and desire, but I feel a strange sense of satisfaction, my heart racing as I wonder what tomorrow will bring. 



The last customer has finally left, and the booth falls silent. The air is heavy with the scent of sweat, cum, and the faint tang of disinfectant, a familiar cocktail that clings to the walls like a second skin. I lean back against the cool, grimy surface, my body still buzzing from the day’s encounters. Four men, four different stories, but all of them left their mark on me—literally and figuratively. My cock is heavy, throbbing with unspent desire, and I know I can’t leave here without taking care of it. The glory hole is closed, but the show isn’t over yet. Not for me.

I push
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