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    GLORY HOLE 
 
    Tanner didn’t think the glory hole at the gas station bathroom was real—probably just some teenaged vandalism—until someone on the other side invites him to stick his member through for a little bit of fun. It’s the biggest rush of adrenaline he’s ever had, and when it’s over, he wants more. 
 
    But the opportunity never presents itself again—at least not until Tanner finds himself on the other side of the wall. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    My life would have never changed had the toilet in my apartment not been broken on that late August night. Neither my roommate, Lindy, nor I had any idea what was wrong with it. The tank wouldn’t fill with water but everything seemed to be connected just fine. A few days later, we found out a little tiny screw had fallen off of one of the compartments and, by some crazy fluke, had fallen down the little water tube, blocking it completely. For three days, we were without a toilet. 
 
    It wasn’t a problem during the day. Our neighbours were nice and would let us use their bathrooms, but after nine, once their lights were out (everyone on our floor had small kids), we had to be more creative.  
 
    I thought about peeing in the sink, but I knew Lindy would have killed me if she found out. I probably would have used a bucket had there been one in the apartment. Lindy would go down and across the street, to the old gas station. She said they had no problem with her using the bathroom, and she insisted it wouldn’t have been an issue for me, but I’d always been a bit squeamish in public bathrooms, so I decided to hold it. 
 
    Until that late August night, when I just couldn’t hold it. I’d had a few beers, which was my first mistake, and I spent a good hour trying to will my bladder to give me a break, but it was hopeless. With every minute that passed, I was a little bit closer to wetting myself, and I knew it was only going to get worse. So I went downstairs, crossed the street, and I went into that twenty-four-hour gas station. Before I even finished asking, “Can I use your bathroom?” the clerk passed me a key attached to a long wooden spoon and pointed down the long hallway, which led to the bathroom. He said nothing in the transaction. 
 
    I ran in and peed. It was quite possibly the single longest pee of my life, and definitely the most satisfying. I made sure to get every last drop out, so I wouldn’t have to return again that night.  
 
    There was a light tapping noise, like a bored fingernail against a desk. It had a rhythm to it: almost musical but not quite. I figured it was a leaky tap. I was about to find out what it really was. 
 
    The bathroom was small: a single toilet and a sink that was uncomfortably close. I was careful not to touch my arm to the plaster wall as I went about my business, which meant keeping my arm scrunched awkwardly against my side. All around me were little scribbles and quotes: “To pee or not to pee, that is the question,” said one. “Here I sit all broken hearted, ran inside and only farted.” Some were more clever than others. Some were just mean, and some were just strange. “Call Mandy for a good time: 989-4456.” “Mandy is a whore.” “Yes, she is.” I wondered if Mandy was a real person, and if she knew her phone number was written on the wall of a gas station bathroom. If she was really a whore, as two separate people with distinct writing claimed she was, I wonder if she’d ever gotten business from people going about their business… 
 
    That tapping noise continued.  
 
    I zipped up and turned around, and then stopped when I noticed the image glued to the door: a beautiful blonde pressing her huge tits firmly together. Under it was a little message. “Hear the tapping? Get your willy hard and then stick it in the hole for a good time. And be sure to leave a nice tip.”  
 
    My heart sank into my gut. I looked around and spotted it almost immediately: a hole. As soon as I saw it, I realized it was where the tapping noise was coming from. There was someone on the other side, someone waiting for me to stick my cock in the hole. 
 
    It was a glory hole. 
 
    I’d heard of glory holes before but I never knew they really existed. Once, on a long drive across the country, I saw a hole carved into a bathroom stall at a restaurant, with an arrow and the message, “Dick goes here.” I just thought it was some bored punk vandalizing the bathroom stall. I never for a second believed that anyone was sticking their cock through the hole, and I definitely never believed that there was ever anyone on the other side, sucking cocks through a hole in a bathroom stall.  
 
    But this hole in the gas station bathroom was unmistakable. The tapping was almost definitely human—too inconsistent to be a drip or a pipe setting. And why would someone be tapping against that very wall unless they were inviting a cock through the hole? Surely they were aware of the hole… People don’t just tap on random bathroom walls.  
 
    My head felt hot as my heart raced. I should have left the moment I realized what was happening, but I was overwhelmed with a burning curiosity. If I stuck my dick through that hole, would I really get sucked off? What was stopping the person on the other side from chopping my dick off and flushing it down the toilet? What if it wasn’t even a woman on the other side, but some creepy old man?  
 
    I could have looked through the hole, and I wanted to, but I was afraid of seeing the person, and having the person see me. The hole burrowed right into the women’s bathroom, so surely it was a woman in there, right? The gas station clerk wouldn’t have given a man a key to the women’s bathroom, unless it was the gas clerk himself in that women’s bathroom. The thought sent a shiver down my spine, but I had a hard time believing it to be true. Whoever was in that bathroom must have been in there since I’d arrived. I hadn’t heard any doors opening or closing, and the gas clerk wouldn’t be stupid enough to leave the whole place unattended for that long, long enough to get a man off. 
 
    So I decided it must be a woman on the other end. And if it’s a woman, then could I do it? 
 
    I knew I was really considering it because my heart was racing. I had no idea what would happen if I stuck my cock through that hole, but it was the mystery that had me so excited.  
 
    The tapping continued. Whoever was on the other side of that wall was persistent. They wanted my cock, they wanted to get me off.  
 
    I thought for a moment about who it could be—not that I would know them, of course. I’d never met a woman in my life who struck me as the type of lady who craved random sexual encounters in gas station bathrooms. But surely there was at least one of them out there, just on the other side of that wall.  
 
    I decided to do it. I unzipped my pants and slipped them down to my knees. Carefully, I look my cock in my trembling hand and I started to beat it, getting it hard. I had to go through with it. I wouldn’t have been able to go back home without giving it a try. It suddenly seemed like a sexual fantasy I never knew I had. Besides, I planned on beating off later that night anyway, but simply beating off in the comfort of my own bedroom seemed far less exciting than what I was about to do. 
 
    The many risks I was taking made it even better, got me rock-hard faster than I knew I was capable. I was developing a fetish at a record speed. I couldn’t wait for that stranger’s warm, wet lips to close around my girth, for her tongue to slide up and down the base of my shaft.  
 
    It wasn’t exactly a surprise to me that I was willing to do it. I loved bungee jumping, sky-diving, rock climbing, and mountain biking—basically anything that got my adrenaline pumping. I suppose I was what people called an adrenaline-junkie. The adrenaline that was surging through my body now was stronger than the first time I jumped off of a bridge with nothing but a long bungee cord tied to me.  
 
    I aimed the bulbous tip of my cock at the hole, which was just a bit wider than my girth. The hole was a bit lower than my waist-level, where it would have been perfectly comfortable, so I had to bend my knees slightly, bowed out to the sides so I could press my crotch up to the wall. 
 
    The adrenaline seemed to override my fear of public bathrooms. I would have never touched a public bathroom wall with my bare skin before, and now I was about to press my whole bare pelvis against one. At least that particular bathroom, despite the graffiti, was clean and smelled strongly of chemicals designed to obliterate every single living germ within ten kilometres.  
 
    I took a deep breath, and then I slipped my cock through the hole, pressing my ball sack gently up to the wall. And then I waited. The tapping stopped suddenly. If the tapping was just a crazy fluke, and the person on the other side wasn’t doing it to lure a cock through that hole in the wall, then she was about to be in for a surprise. I didn’t hear any shrieking or cursing, and nothing came down and swatted my member. Instead, nothing happened. But I waited anyway, my heart pounding with loud, dull thuds.  
 
    Then, after a minute, I felt it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    She started with her tongue, running the tip of it gently down the base of my shaft, ending on the very tip. I don’t know exactly how I knew it was her tongue and not just the damp tip of her finger or even a ball of wet toilet paper, but I knew. It was even more obvious after she did another few passes, pressing down more and more, using more of her tongue’s surface area rather than just the pointed tip. 
 
    After the fifth stroke of the tongue, she took my whole cock into her mouth. I could feel everything: the warm flat of her tongue, a tinge of the back of her throat against my throbbing tip, and the gentle glistening of her teeth, which I could tell she was trying her best to keep out of the picture. Her mouth was warm, and she moved with an elegant rhythm, bobbing her head back and forth, making sure to give my whole length a lot of love. I was impressed by how much she was able to get into her mouth, nearly the full seven inches of my throbbing erection. 
 
    I took a half step in, pressing my whole front side against the wall, making sure to get every millimetre of my cock through the wall, germaphobia be damned. I even found myself thrusting slightly, plunging my cock as far into her throat as I was capable from the other side of that wall. God, it felt so good, her tongue exploring my length, her lips puckering around the tip where it felt so damned good. 
 
    When I pulled my cock back slightly before thrusting forward again, I could see the red tinge of her lipstick smeared near the base of my shaft. It was the only real clue I had that I was fucking a woman, though I suppose there was nothing stopping a man from putting on some lipstick and sucking a cock through a glory hole. 
 
    I still had absolutely no idea who was on the other side of that wall, but as the euphoria started swelling through my body, I didn’t care to waste to much thought on the matter. 
 
    She started sucking just the tip, using her hand to stroke the rest of my shaft. It felt good, and she was quickly getting me closer and closer to orgasm. And then, as my legs began to tremble, the blowjob came to an end. My cock was suddenly exposed to the cool air of the women’s bathroom, as if she leaned back and vanished completely. I thought about calling out, asking her to finish me off—I was so close—but I didn’t want to expose myself any more than I already had. 
 
    I felt stupid as I continued to stand there, waiting for her to return. I thought she was maybe just taking a little rest, catching her breath. I had no idea until a moment later than she’d been getting undressed. 
 
    Her hand found my cock again, startling me and making me nearly jump. It’s a good thing I didn’t jump, with my cock pressed through that hole—that would probably have hurt. Instead of stroking my length, she just held my dick in place, as close to the base of it as she could with the thin wall in the way of the final half-inch. Nothing happened for a moment, and then I felt it: her damp hole pressing up against my throbbing tip. There was a dull pressure for a moment, and then she seemed to suck me up, allowing me inside. I slid in deep. 
 
    Her hole was warm and very, very tight. I couldn’t tell if she was dripping wet, or if that was her saliva, still coating my hard, throbbing cock. She started pressing herself back and I could hear the light slapping of her butt cheeks against the bathroom wall as my cock slid in and out of her. I thrusted myself as much as I could with the wall separating us, pressing my pelvis into my side of the bathroom wall, pushing in as deep as the space would let me. A part of me wanted to run out of that men’s bathroom and into the women’s, so I could fuck her properly, get my entire length into her warm, wet hole, but I liked remaining anonymous, and I liked her remaining anonymous even more. 
 
    As far as I knew, she could have been a real hag, the kind of woman who couldn’t get any action that wasn’t through a small hole carved into a bathroom wall. I liked to think she was a real fox, with long blonde hair and bright, shining eyes. I liked to think her lipstick was smeared all over her face from the sucking she’d just given me. I liked to think she had long legs with thick thighs. I’d always liked nice, thick thighs. 
 
    That intense euphoria was growing stronger and stronger with each penetration. I wasn’t going to be able to hold on much longer. My fingers curled against the bathroom wall and I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I wanted to get her off before I got off—it only seemed fair seeing as she was doing most of the work. Though as far as I knew, she’d already gotten off many times. It was impossible to know, really. I couldn’t hear any moaning, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t muffling herself, the way I was now muffling myself to the best of my ability, only letting the occasional grunt slip. I wondered if she could hear my occasional grunt… 
 
    I came. She must have felt it, because she pushed her tush back hard, sinking me deeper into her body than I’d been before. I could feel her swaying slightly as I filled her body with my hot load. “Oh fuck…” I muttered out loud, pressing my forehead against the cool bathroom wall. Shit, it felt good.  
 
    And to think, I would have never gotten laid had I stayed at home, trying to hold in my pee.  
 
    Remembering the little message that read, “And be sure to leave a nice tip,” I slipped a twenty-dollar bill through the hole, and whoever was on the other end accepted it. 
 
    When I left that bathroom stall, I was nervous I would run into her, that we would leave at the same time. I did my best in avoiding eye-contact with the gas station clerk on my way out, knowing he must have known about the glory hole. I’d been in the bathroom for nearly fifteen minutes, maybe longer, and the woman on the other side had been in for who-knows how long.  
 
    She didn’t come out as I left the place. When I got up to my apartment and looked out my window at the little gas station, I didn’t see anyone leaving, and I watched for a good ten minutes. Maybe the girl stayed behind to suck some more cocks, or maybe she’d slipped out at some point between me leaving and me getting to my apartment—who knows?  
 
    All I knew was, I wanted to do it again, and I fully intended to the very next day. It was free sex, after all, and it was incredibly exciting free sex at that. I relived the memory of my glory hole fucking over and over that night as I waited to fall asleep, staring up at the ceiling of my bedroom. Tomorrow night couldn’t come soon enough… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I went into that bathroom as the same exact time the next night, around ten-thirty. The same clerk was working. This time, he just slid me the key without looking up, before I even asked to use the bathroom. I wondered if he knew I was there for the glory hole… I tried not to think about it. I was happy convinced he was just some naïve, minimum wage worker who didn’t give a shit one way or another.  
 
    I went into the bathroom and immediately became as quiet as I could, listening for that tapping. There was none. I made a bit of noise, lifting up the toilet seat, running the tap momentarily, dispensing some paper towel, hoping the noise would let my glory hole goddess know I was there. But still, there was nothing. I tapped on the wall for a minute, wondering if maybe there was some sort of code to get her to invite me in, but still, there was no tapping. 
 
    I thought about simply sticking my cock into the hole and seeing if I would get any action, but deep down I knew there was no one there. I didn’t even have to look through the hole to confirm it. It was completely silent and my noise-making wasn’t reciprocating anything. I wasn’t getting my dick sucked or fucked that night. I went home feeling slightly disappointed, avoiding eye-contact with the clerk as he quite possibly knew that I had only come in for a quickie, and I was leaving with nothing. 
 
    I returned again the next night, and then the next, but my glory hole date never returned. Maybe she’d gotten it out of her system with our little romp, or maybe she’d moved on to a different bathroom, maybe even in another town. I was starting to think that our encounter had been a dream. The memory was still vivid, but it certainly had a dreamlike quality to it—maybe it was just the fact that it seemed way too good to be true. I had consumed a few beers that night, after all. Maybe it was just some vivid alcohol induced dream… 
 
    I stopped going down to the gas station bathroom, knowing it would start to look pretty pathetic to the gas clerk, me coming in and leaving every night. Occasionally I would look out my window at the place, watching for people entering and leaving. With every woman who entered, I wondered if they were getting men off. With every man, I wondered if they were getting off. More than likely, they were all just buying gas and convenient snacks. 
 
    It was late September when our damned toilet broke again. This time, the problem was much worse than a loose screw stuck in a little tube. It broke in the middle of the night, spilling water everywhere, damaging everything. The plumber that came in the next day said that it was an old toilet, and it had been waiting to burst. “It’s a miracle it didn’t go sooner,” he said, and then he told us we would be without a toilet for a few days, seeing as they had to fix the water-damaged floor before they could swap out the toilet.  
 
    In case that wasn’t bad enough, a pipe burst in the wall that supplied water to our shower, and they had to cut off the water to our whole unit until the pipe was fixed. Our landlord suggested we go out and buy a flat of water bottles until he could get someone in to do the work. 
 
    “Should we get a hotel or something?” I asked Lindy, my roommate. 
 
    “Can you afford a hotel? I sure can’t,” she said. “I can hardly afford rent this month.” And I was in the same boat, scraping together the change laying around in my bedroom to make rent. Lindy ended up packing a bag and going to live with a friend across town. I asked if I could come. She said she would ask, but I don’t think she ever did. It was over a week before I heard from her again. 
 
    It didn’t help that I went out and spent a good chunk of the money I did have left to buy a case of beer. I felt like I needed it: I was poor, with a broken bathroom, living in a crappy apartment, working a dead-end job… I spent that night in my bedroom with my case of beer, trying to figure out how I was going to pull myself out of the mess I was living in. 
 
    I didn’t realize until I was finishing my third can of beer that I had no bathroom to go pee in, but I could feel the pressure building on my bladder, and I knew I was going to have to relieve myself somehow. 
 
    So I ended up at that gas station once again. The same clerk was working the same shift, sitting with the same careless slouch behind the counter. “You need to use the washroom?” he asked as I walked in—how he always knew I wasn’t there to buy anything, I have no idea. Maybe I looked as poor as I was. 
 
    “Yeah, can I have the key?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s in use,” he said. He didn’t even look up at me as he spoke, his attention down at his little cellphone, probably messaging some buddy about how much he hated his job and the idiots who came in to use the bathroom. 
 
    I waited a minute, and then two minutes, and then I just couldn’t wait any longer. The pressure building up on my bladder was too much—I was going to piss myself if I had to wait any longer. “Hey man, I really have to go,” I said. 
 
    He looked up at me for a moment, and then he slid me the key to the women’s bathroom. I didn’t hesitate, snatching the key and making a bolt for the ladies washroom. I closed my eyes as I relieved myself, letting my head tilt back as satisfaction filled my body.  
 
    The women’s bathroom was much cleaner than the men’s, and had much less graffiti, and the graffiti that was there was much less profane. I looked around at some of the sayings on the walls, none of which were nearly as funny or insightful as the options in the room over. “There is no such thing as reality, so don’t sweat it,” was the most interesting of the lot, and even it was underwhelming.  
 
    And then, about halfway through my toilet usage, I remembered the glory hole. 
 
    I looked down at the wall to locate it, and there it was, in all its glory. Above it was written: “Tap here for some action, make a few bucks.” My heart stuttered at the sight of it, the memory of my night with the stranger flooding back to me.  
 
    I wondered if the man on the other side of the wall was in there, waiting for me to tap. Certainly he’d heard me enter the bathroom, and he’d been in there for some time, possibly waiting for a woman to come around for some action… Or maybe I was just a paranoid freak. 
 
    My heart raced. For some strange reason, I was curious to see what would happen if I tapped, if the man would stick his cock through the hole. It seemed so insane to think that I had that kind of power, just by lightly tapping the tip of my finger against one particular wall in the city. Or did I have that kind of power? Surely the man, assuming he really was just there to use the bathroom, wouldn’t be insane enough to slip his cock through a hole with a stranger on the other end, right? Well, I was that insane, so why couldn’t he be that insane? Maybe it wasn’t insanity at all—maybe it was totally normal. Maybe most men would jump on the opportunity to get their cocks sucked and fucked by an anonymous stranger.  
 
    I felt like a small child at the mall, standing in front of the red button next to the escalator. Mom said, “Don’t you dare press it,” but that only made me want to press it more. 
 
    I reached down, my fingertips cold, and I tapped on the wall, just a few times, and then I pulled my hand away quickly, unable to fully commit to the curiosity that was barking in my brain. I stared down at the desolate hole, my heart pounding. I wondered if the man on the other side had heard my tapping, and if he had, did he know what it meant? Of course he did—it was written on the wall, right in front of him.  
 
    I looked to the door, knowing it was time for me to go, to remove myself from that glory hole bathroom before I did something regretful. But I was terribly curious to see what would happen, to see whether I really did have the power to make a man present his erect cock to a stranger. But why did I care about whether I had that kind of power or not? What difference would it make in my life? None… But knowing that didn’t sway my curiosity at all. 
 
    I thought about tapping again, but I was too afraid—afraid of being successful, and actually seeing a hard rod push through that hole.  
 
    I turned back to the door and reached for the handle. As I was about to leave, I noticed it out of the corner of my eye: a long, fleshy rod carefully penetrating the hole in the bathroom wall. My heart skipped a beat before falling into the pit in my gut. I looked back at it. The man on the other end had slipped his meaty cock through the glory hole. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I froze as I stared at the cock. It was big, and impressively thick. It was surprising he was able to get it through the hole.  
 
    I couldn’t believe he’d actually done it, regardless of the fact I’d done the same exact thing. And now he was waiting for some action, the action that was promised to him by my tapping and the words written on the bathroom wall. And suddenly, I felt guilty, as if I’d tricked a man into making a fool of himself, exposing himself in a public bathroom. 
 
    I wasn’t repulsed by the thing, the way I’d thought I would be. It actually looked fairly harmless, floating in mid-air, seemingly belonging to no one. It was impressively hard, looking like it was carved from a slab of solid oak. To be that hard, he was obviously incredibly horny. Did I get him that horny, or had he showed up at the gas station that horny? Either way, I was letting him down… Unless I was willing to get him off. 
 
    A cold shiver ran through my body and my heart started racing. It was a familiar sensation: my heart wasn’t racing because of guilt or shock, but because I was actually considering it—considering taking the man’s dick and beating it off quickly. I shuddered at the thought, but would it be so bad? In a way, it was mutually beneficial: he gets off and I get a tip, assuming he was kind enough to leave a tip.  
 
    I could have used a tip. Even just a few bucks, to buy something to eat, seeing as my bank account would be hovering around zero after rent went through. 
 
    The stranger’s cock remained rock-hard, towering up through that glory hole. I took a deep breath and took a step towards it, slowly sinking down to my knees. Was I actually going to do it? Why? What the hell had come over me? Why wasn’t I stopping myself?  
 
    I slipped my fingers around his girth. He twitched, probably slightly surprised that I was actually doing it, the way I was surprised when my glory hole date licked the length of my cock. His length was warm, and I could feel it throbbing intensely. He really wanted this. Gently, I began to stroke him off. 
 
    The fact that I was doing it was concerning, but not nearly as concerning as the fact I wasn’t feeling even remotely repulsed; I was even kind of enjoying it. There was a strange pleasure in knowing I was making another man’s day, giving him an experience he would remember and maybe even cherish for his entire life. Plus, the thought that I was capable of getting another man off was strangely satisfying, as if it was some kind of life accomplishment I was about to achieve. Was I gay? Bisexual? Something else? I still liked girls—and only girls. I had absolutely no interest in being with or sleeping with a man. In fact, the thought of kissing a man made me shudder.  
 
    Strange, isn’t it? How can the thought of a man’s lips be so repulsive while I sat on my knees, stroking a man’s cock. 
 
    It wasn’t the cock I was interested in. It was the excitement of it. I’d found a way to one-up my previous glory hole experience. I’d found a way to get even more adrenaline pumping through my body. I was doing something even more naughty, even more taboo. Now, I wasn’t just having anonymous sex through a hole in a bathroom wall—I was also tricking a man into thinking I was a woman. If he found out, would he try to hurt me, or even kill me? I smirked. 
 
    I’d never sucked a cock before, but I suddenly had the urge. Besides, there was nothing holding me back anymore. All of my reservations were gone. Maybe I was drunk. Maybe I would wake up sober and instantly regret everything I was doing. Or maybe there was nothing reprehensible about what I was doing. It was just one man pleasuring another—two guys having some fun. 
 
    I ran my tongue down the base of his shaft, the way my glory hole partner did to me weeks before. I could feel his heart rate accelerating through the throbbing of his cock. I did it again and again, flicking the underside of his throbbing tip with each pass. I could tell he was liking it, but I wasn’t sure how I could tell. I slipped my lips around his cock and I began to suck what I could fit in my mouth, stroking the rest with my hand. 
 
    And then I remembered my own experience on the other side of the wall. My girl gave me more than just a suck and a yank—she gave me the whole shebang. She bent over and sunk me into her cunt and fucked me until I came. Of course I couldn’t do that for the man I was currently sucking off, seeing as I didn’t have the necessary body part. Or did I? How sure was I that I was in a pussy and not an asshole? As far as I knew, I’d fucked a man in the ass, and not a woman at all. It was particularly tight, after all… Pussies can be tight, I thought. I had a feeling it would remain a mystery until the day I died. 
 
    But I’d never taken anything in the ass before, and I wasn’t about start with a massive, monster-sized cock. And besides, it was too late: without any warning, the man began to come, filling my mouth with his hot jizz. One shot hit me in the back of the throat, making me pull back as I gagged slightly. I slipped his cock out from my mouth while he was still coming. I watched the last few shots spray out from his cock, landing on the cold bathroom floor. I went to the sink and spat his cum out.  
 
    He slipped two twenty dollar bills through the hole. I froze momentarily when I saw them. Forty bucks for a couple of minutes of work? It seemed too good to be true. I’d worked eight hour shifts where I’d hardly made that much! And sucking his cock wasn’t even that bad. I took the money and I slipped out from the bathroom quietly, leaving quickly before the man in the men’s bathroom had a chance to see who I really was.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I thought I would wake up regretting what I’d done, once the alcohol had passed through my system and I was returned to full-reasoning functionality. But I didn’t regret it. I couldn’t regret it as I stared down at the forty dollars I was about to take to the grocery store. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone out and bought proper groceries. No, forty bucks wasn’t going to get me terribly far, but it was going to get me further than I would have gotten had I left that bathroom without tapping on that wall and sucking that big, meaty cock. 
 
    I went down to the gas station to brush my teeth, and then again a few times throughout the day to use the toilet. I thought about asking my neighbours if I could use their bathrooms, but I didn’t want to bother them, and I liked the excitement of going into that bathroom and listening carefully for the tapping. It was like being a child, opening up a pack of trading cards, having no idea what you’re going to get. There was never anyone on the other side of the wall, even late at night, when I wished someone would be there the most.  
 
    There were a few times I considered slipping into the girl’s bathroom and waiting for a man to come around, tricking him the way I did before, by simply tapping on the wall. But how could I get the key to the women’s bathroom from the gas station clerk, without the men’s room being occupied? I couldn’t just awkwardly wait around for someone to use the bathroom, and then demand the key to the women’s room. I didn’t exactly want the gas station clerk to know I was getting men off through the glory hole.  
 
    A few nights into my bathroom-less September, I went into Lindy’s room to find my phone charger, which she had borrowed the day before she left to stay at her friend’s house. Her room was a mess, and finding the charger wasn’t as quick and easy as I’d hoped, but I ended up finding it under a pile of clothes. Her closet was open and even more disorganized than her room. As I looked into the closet, I found myself startled by what looked like a human head. I jumped back before realizing it was a wig on a foam head.  
 
    It was a fairly realistic looking brunette wig from a Halloween costume Lindy had worn, back when she had short, blonde hair (a phase she’d gone through when we first started living together). I took the wig off of the foam head and looked closely at it. It was soft, quite possibly made from real human hair. Holding the wig in my hands, I got a terribly exciting idea—the idea alone sent adrenaline surging through my veins.  
 
    I looked around the room at all of Lindy’s clothes, which were all at my disposal. On her desk was a little makeup kit. I had everything I needed to become a woman. 
 
    When that excitement starts to buzz in your body, you can’t fight it. You can suppress it, sure, but that won’t make it go away, so I’ve learned over the years. When you try to suppress that buzzing curiosity, it only grows and grows and grows until you can’t take it any more. I didn’t fantasize about dressing up like a woman, and I certainly didn’t fantasize about tricking men into thinking I was a woman, but the excitement from the rouse was undeniable. 
 
    I put the wig on, and then I started digging through my clothing options. There was so much to choose from: dresses, skirts, leggings, everything. I knew I didn’t have to put too much thought into it, just enough to make the clerk think that I was really a woman, but once I got started, I couldn’t help it. I was slightly curious to see how well I could pull it off, and I knew that curiosity would only grow if I didn’t entertain it.  
 
    There was a short, black skirt that I thought made my legs look great. I found a pair of thigh-high white stockings that covered up thin leg hair, and a cute pair of black flats that matched the skirt. I stared at my figure in the mirror as I spun around slowly. My butt was apparently bigger than I realized, making the skirt jut out, almost to the point that it wasn’t covering my ass at all. 
 
    My boxers were useless under the skirt, revealing themselves every time the skirt bounced even slightly into the air. I slipped my boxers off and I put on a pair of lacy panties. They actually felt quite nice, hugging my cock tightly to my body. There was a strange comfort to how tight they were, a comfort that I can’t quite put into words. In a good pair of panties, everything just feels secure and nicely in place.  
 
    Lindy had pretty big tits, so I had to stuff her bra with a few socks so it wouldn’t look like I had two strange deflated cups on my chest. It looked kind of weird until I slipped a tank-top on, and then suddenly I had a frighteningly realistic bust, which went well with my apparently big ass. I did a little jump, watching my new tits bounce and jiggle slightly, in a strangely convincing way.  
 
    I knew Lindy had said she wouldn’t be home for a while, but that didn’t stop my heart from pounding ferociously into my chest. Her bedroom door looked right down at the front door. If she’d decided to come home out of the blue, to pick up an outfit or something she’d forgotten, then I would be completely screwed. There was nowhere to hide, and there was no way of slipping out from the bedroom before she would have noticed. And how would I explain it to her? How could I possibly explain why I was wearing her clothes and putting on her makeup. Surely I wouldn’t tell her the truth, that I was going down to the gas station to suck men off through the glory hole in the bathroom. 
 
    Luckily, Lindy didn’t come home and I didn’t have to awkwardly explain my way out of an unexplainable situation.  
 
    Doing my makeup was hard, even though I was going for a minimal look. If anything, I think that made it harder, trying to be conservative with every flick of eyeliner, every brush of eye-shadow. Being a minimalist was especially hard given the fact that I wanted to try out everything in Lindy’s makeup kit. The lipstick I ended up using was hardly a shade darker than my natural lip colour, and I didn’t use any blush (though I was tempted). 
 
    The end result of my transformation was impressive. I really looked like a woman, as long as I didn’t look straight up to reveal my Adam’s apple. I did a few poses in front of the mirror, admiring my surprisingly feminine physique. I was speechless, shocked that I was able to pull it off. I knew I would be able to whip up something convincing enough for the gas station clerk, but I had no idea I would be able to whip something up that would make me think I would have been better off born a woman. I ran my hands up from my tummy and over my tits. 
 
    I tried delivering a few lines in a feminine voice. It sounded okay to me, though that didn’t mean it would sound okay to someone else. They say your voice sounds different to yourself than it does to others. 
 
    My panties started to get tighter and then my cock ended up slipping out. I was giving myself an erection, staring at myself in the mirror. Was I just aroused by the woman in the reflection, or was I getting off on the excitement of dressing like a woman? I expected a cold shiver to run down my spine, but it didn’t come. Even the smirk on my face didn’t want to go away. 
 
    I slipped my cock back into my panties, I grabbed a little purse to complete the outfit, and then I made my way downstairs, destined for the gas station bathroom: my glory hole destiny.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    As I left my apartment building, that adrenaline rush became even stronger. My hands were visibly trembling, and there was a cold sweat on the back of my neck. The reality of what I was doing hit me like a train carrying a full load of lead: I was out in public, dressed like a woman, about to try and seduce men in a gas station bathroom. Had my heart been beating any faster, it might have exploded right there. 
 
    I was glad that I decided not to wear a pair of heels, now that my legs were shaking. I probably would have fallen over. With every single step I took towards that gas station, I questioned what I was doing, and I considered turning back. I was letting my craving for taboo excitement get the better of me, and what started out as a naughty little quirk was quickly turning into a full-blown sexual obsession. To think, this all started with a harmless curiosity, hoping to get a blowjob through a hole in the wall. Now, I was the one giving out the blowjobs, not just trying to convince a man through a wall that I was a woman, but everyone I came in contact with as I made my way to my bathroom stall. 
 
    I entered the gas station, and the familiar clerk looked up at me. He smiled, uncharacteristically, and then asked, “Hi there. How can I help you today?” Even his voice was different than I was used to, as if he put on a completely different act for girls that came into the gas station. I noticed his eyes carefully looking down to check out the bust of my chest before snapping back up to my eyes, as if I wouldn’t notice. 
 
    I took a deep breath, straining the muscles in my throat in preparation for the feminine voice I hadn’t used in public yet. “I was wondering if I could use the bathroom,” I said. 
 
    He looked at me for a moment as a silence filled the room. He recognized me, I thought. After all, he saw me multiple times a day, including earlier that very day. A sly grin grew on his face and he carefully reached under his little counter. He pulled up the key, attached to its wooden spoon, and he slid it forward. “It’s just down the hall and on your left,” he said. 
 
    There was a lot in that grin of his, but I had no idea what it meant. My paranoia was screaming at me to leave; ‘He knows! Get the hell out of there!’ But how could he know? I hardly recognized myself, and he’d hardly ever looked at my face before when I’d come in, only ever throwing a quick glance my way. There was no way he knew… it was impossible. Right? 
 
    I slipped the key into the lock, turned it, and found myself inside of the quiet little bathroom. 
 
    I sat down on the closed toilet seat and took a deep breath, trying to give my heart rate a moment to calm down. It eventually did a little bit. I took another big, deep breath, and then I was finally able to hear the slight humming of the overhead fan over my pounding heart. I listened to hear if there was anyone in the other bathroom. It didn’t sound like it. 
 
    I knew I didn’t have long, maybe fifteen or twenty minutes (at the very most) before the clerk started wondering what was taking me so long. Though I suppose lots of women drift off in the bathroom as they do their makeup and adjust their hair, so maybe I had longer than that. I had no idea how long I’d already been in there. It could have been just thirty seconds, or it could have been five minutes. It’s funny how you can completely lose all sense of time when your mind is spinning with anxiety. I still couldn’t quite figure out what the hell I was doing in that little bathroom, what had possessed me to end up where I was.  
 
    Someone entered the men’s bathroom. The squealing of the door’s hinges was particularly loud, and their footsteps were particularly heavy. I sucked in a deep breath of air and found myself holding it in my lungs, as if to remain completely silent and not let the stranger know I was there, which was completely counter-intuitive to the whole reason I was there, the whole reason I’d gotten dolled up and wandered down to the gas station.  
 
    I looked down at the glory hole and I tried to will myself to tap the wall. Even though I’d done it before, I found it harder than ever to go through with it. But why? What was I doing that I hadn’t done before? Why should I suddenly be so afraid when I’d already gone through with it? Again, I was like a kid opening a new pack of trading cards. There was no guarantee that I was going to get what I wanted, but there was that small, exciting chance that I was going to get more than I wanted.  
 
    I bit my tongue and I tapped the wall with a consistent little beat, varying it up just slightly every few taps so it wouldn’t sound mechanical. Once again, I had no idea if the man on the other end could hear me, or if he would take the bait. How could he not? How could any man pass up the opportunity to get their cock stroked and sucked by a stranger? Sure, there could be anyone on the other side of that wall, but it didn’t matter who it was: man, woman, whatever. At the end of the day, as long as you didn’t peek through that little hole, it was all up to your imagination.  
 
    I kept tapping. There was a good chance the man on the other end couldn’t hear me. By the sound of it, he had his tap running. Some people keep the tap running when they go about their business. Maybe he thought the tapping was just the water clunking its way through the old pipes. Maybe he was old and his earing was terrible, and he couldn’t hear the tapping. Or maybe I was about to see a big long cock slide through that hole. I kept on tapping… 
 
    I heard a flush, the splashing of hand washing, and then the room became completely silent, save for my tapping. I didn’t hear the door open, but I wasn’t entirely sure the man was still in the bathroom, as it was still totally quiet. If there was a man there and he couldn’t hear the tapping, surely he could hear the pounding of my heart into my ribcage.  
 
    I stared down at the hole, which remained perfectly still and lifeless as holes in walls do. It felt like I’d been waiting for hours for something to happen. 
 
    Then suddenly, and I shouldn’t have been surprised, a cock slid through the glory hole. It wasn’t quite as long as the cock from a few days before, but it was thicker, more rigid, and veiny. I could see the veins pulsing on it, as the man on the other side of the wall put all of his trust into a cock-sucking stranger in a gas station bathroom. 
 
    Strangely, I found myself hesitating, afraid to take the cock and stroke it—the whole reason I came down to that gas station bathroom in the first place. I sunk down to my knees quietly and I stared at the thing, which was now just a couple of inches from my face.  
 
    I took a deep breath, something I was getting very used to doing, and then I took the cock in my hand and I started to pump it.  
 
    I was a different person, as if over night. I’m not sure what snapped in my brain, whether something snapped at all, or when it happened. I loved the feeling of that cock in my hand, but I had no idea why. Did I love stroking my first cock this much? Was this something that had been deep inside of me all along, just waiting for its opportunity to come out?  
 
    I began to suck the tip of his beautiful rod. 
 
    I had the stranger throbbing powerfully, almost ready to burst after just a few pumps and a few licks. I couldn’t blame him. If he was feeling half as aroused as I was, then I had a feeling he wasn’t going to last long at all. 
 
    But I didn’t want him to come right away. I wanted to get the most out of him while I had him. I wanted to see just how much I really loved being a little sissy, getting men off. I wanted to get fucked in the ass. 
 
    I stood up and yanked my panties down to my knees, leaving his cock floating there in limbo. He was probably thinking the same thing I was thinking when I had my first glory hole experience: Where did she go? Did she leave? Is that it? 
 
    I had to crouch down awkwardly to get my butt in just the right place, and then I reached back and grabbed his cock firmly, lining it up with my tight little asshole. I had a feeling it was going to hurt, but I knew it would be temporary. They say the male G-spot is somewhere in the ass, and I was excited to find it for the first time in my life. 
 
    I pushed back, his throbbing tip pressing against my tight hole. I didn’t think it was going to fit. It seemed impossible. Nothing that thick was meant to go up a hole that small. But sure enough, after a moment of pushing myself back, his cock penetrated my anus and he began to sink in deep. 
 
    Shit, it was tight. I felt like I was being stuffed by his whole forearm and not just his cock, though his cock was fairly big. I felt like it was pushing up to my throat, about to poke me in the backs of my eyes, but I could still feel some exposed length with my hand. And I was right, it did hurt quite a bit, but nothing I couldn’t handle. 
 
    I started to push back and forth, forcing him in and out of my tight tush. It felt strange, but I could hear him moaning and I loved the thought that I was getting him off, making him insane. Did he think he was in my pussy? Did he care? As far as he was concerned, he was fucking a woman. As far as I was concerned, it was no different. In that little gas station bathroom, I felt like a woman—a real, drop-dead-sexy woman. 
 
    His moaning and grunting became louder as he began to take over the thrusting. It was starting to feel pretty good. He was hitting a certain spot that made my legs tremble, sending warm jolts of electricity through my body. My cock slipped out from my tight little panties. I was getting an erection. It was the strangest feeling, as if someone was holding a vibrator up to the tip of my cock. 
 
    “I’m going to come,” the man on the other side of the wall grunted. He had a deep voice, as if he was an older, huskier man. I thought it was strange that he would reveal his voice, but he probably couldn’t help it in his state of euphoria. I was close to coming myself, and I felt like I couldn’t help it—though I did my best, biting my tongue, gripping the edge of the sink as I pushed my bum back, consuming as much of his cock as I physically could. 
 
    We both came. As his hot load filled up my ass, cum began to shoot out from my cock. Fuck, did it feel good. That intense pleasure lingered long after the act was finished, still buzzing inside of me when I returned to my apartment. 
 
    The man slipped a fifty through the hole. I guess he liked what he got, which put a big smile on my face.  
 
    The glory hole was fun, and it taught me a lot about myself, but the novelty wore off after a while. I still went down from time to time, to relive the incredible experiences I’d had in that gas station bathroom, but it was never quite the same. I even started whispering little innuendos through that glorious hole—people seemed to like that. I was able to make my rent with gas station bathroom tips alone the next month.  
 
    But I did end up finding a new little endeavour that didn’t get old—at least, it hasn’t gotten old yet: going out to bars in my new feminine persona, convincing real people, face-to-face, to take me home and fuck me. Hiding my cock was always a challenge, but it was a fun challenge to pass the time while I waited for my surgery date, where I would officially become the woman I was always meant to be.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    KEEPING UP WITH 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST! 
 
    Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue for free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it. 
 
    I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 
 
    CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 
 
    Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser: 
 
    http://eepurl.com/O3CKz 
 
    Want to get in touch with me? It’s really easy! 
 
    Email:  
 
    nikkicrescent@gmail.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance. 
 
    Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over. 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
3

GLORY HOLE





