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“But Mike,” Alicia whined from bed. “I don’t want you to go.” 

“It’s only for one night,” Mike said, “I’ll be back tomorrow night.” 

“Yes, but why did they have to schedule this on your birthday?” she pouted. “It’s not going to be the same celebrating later this week.” 

Mike knew what her idea of a celebration would be: they’d get dressed up, go to a restaurant that she’d choose, then for two hours she’d need reassurance that she was prettier than all the other women there, so the night would be focused on her. 

Happy Birthday! 

“It’ll be fine,” Mike said. “I don’t get to pick when this conference is. Besides, this is important, I’m presenting, and if it goes well I could be project lead. That’s a promotion.” He paused when her facial expression didn’t change. “If I get this, I will earn more. We can go to nicer places.” 

He knew he had to make it about her or nothing would sink in. She was the center of the galaxy and everything nearby not only needed to orbit her, but it all needed to face her the whole time.  

“But you’re not even staying at the same hotel as anyone,” she said. “Why can’t you leave tomorrow?” 

“Because I’d have to leave in the middle of the night. Do you not know where Harrisburg is?” She didn’t answer, but that only confirmed it: no, she had no idea where it was. 

He wanted to end the conversation, but couldn’t tell her that because she wouldn’t listen, so he went to the bathroom.

Once inside, he had to pretend he was doing something so he purposefully knocked some things around on the counter. This was classic Alicia: ignore what he says until the last minute, not understand basic geography, and whine until she gets what she wants. And since she wasn’t going to get what she wanted, that meant she wouldn’t stop whining until he left. 

This was how she ended up moving in with him so suddenly, too, despite Mike’s townhouse being farther from her office than her apartment was. They met at Liz’s engagement party, went out on a few dates, and Mike was struck by the confidence and sassiness of this girl who took an interest in what he said and did. 

Well, it had looked like interest. At first, the relationship functioned. Mike’s last girlfriend Emily dodged every decision she could, so Alicia’s bossiness looked like strength, independence, and confidence. But soon it wasn’t so much that Alicia knew what she liked as much as it was clear she couldn’t have it any other way but hers. Coming right after Emily, the relationship with Alicia felt like a welcome compromise; Mike didn’t have to do everything. But then one day he noticed that Alicia wasn’t saying “no” sometimes; she was saying “no” all the time. Once Mike realized his job was to execute her idea of a relationship, it was too late: movers were carrying her stuff up the stairs and most of Mike’s life was in boxes down in the garage. She was an only child; of course her father scheduled it and paid for it without verifying with Mike that it was OK.  

“But what am I supposed to do?” she said through the bathroom door. 

“You have loads of options” Mike said, running the sink faucet for no reason. “Get some food, watch something you like, read something you like, go somewhere new. Check out the new tapas place next to the Armory.”

“By myself?” she said. “I can’t go someplace by myself. Only losers do that.” In one unbroken line he opened the bathroom door, grabbed his suitcase, and wheeled it right out the bedroom door. She swung herself out of bed to follow him. 

“You lived by yourself for a long time.” He nodded towards a wine bottle out on the counter as he rolled past it. “You can open the bottle of wine Aunt Lynn sent and let me know how it is.” 

She followed him out. He shut the trunk, and climbed into the car, psyching himself up for the drive, which would be several hours. Since they overslept, he’d probably end up skipping lunch so he could get to Harrisburg before dinner. He backed out of the driveway and honked twice at Alicia, who stood on the stoop feeling sad for herself. 

Mike had been looking forward to this trip for a few reasons. For one, it was important to his career; this was a big presentation and everyone from the regional office in Baltimore would be there. But more than that, Alicia moving in with him had made it very difficult for him to pursue his interests, one of which was locked in his suitcase. Tonight he’d get to the hotel, check in, and then dress up in one of the girly outfits he had pulled from a locked trunk in the basement storage area. 

Mike had started crossdressing years earlier. For a long time it was just Mike and his father, two awkward guys and their frozen pizzas. But then Mike’s Dad met Vivian, and before long Vivian and her daughter Claire moved in. Suddenly the house was clean, the shower was full of shampoo and lotions, and the laundry managed to overflow with clothing that was significantly smaller than what Mike and his father would wear. The house went from a dark cave to a well-lit house of elegance, with clean counters, vacuumed carpets, and designer clothes. 

Despite being all smiles, Vivian wasn’t friendly. She was tall, thin, angular, and spoke precisely. Claire, on the other hand, was softer, more approachable. Vivian was confident and mean; Claire was fearless and brave. Mike watched how she’d navigate boyfriends and girl drama with a shoulder shrug. She’d flip her skirt when she’d leave the room. She’d swish around the house. Her nipples would be hard in Vivian’s permanently air conditioned house. Her high ponytail would bounce around. She was a girl who wouldn’t always close her legs when sitting on the couch. 

She was a girl whose lockbox combination was 658 and had a dildo and a vibrator in it. She was walking sex appeal, and Mike knew some of her secrets. 

Then Mike started making secrets of his own. 

All it took was for him to be left home alone one day with instructions to do a few loads of laundry. At first it was him wearing one of Claire’s sweaters, followed by guilt. A few weeks later, he went back to a sweater and squeezed into a pair of tights. But the first time he pulled a pair of her panties out of the hamper and put them on, he had never felt anything like it. His erection immediately tried to poke out of the panties, and while he would have loved to wear more clothing and prance around the house in privacy, the truth was had awakened something by wearing that underwear. 

He never made it out of the bathroom where the washer and dryer were, as he had to immediately pull them aside to jerk off, cumming right on the bathroom floor. 

Those panties never made it back to Claire. 

He was only an inch or two taller than his stepsister, so he secretly wore her clothes until he moved out for college. For four long years he would stay in on Friday and Saturday nights, wearing that one pair of his stepsister’s underwear under his clothes, looking at clothes online, playing with himself and wishing for his own apartment. By the time he was a senior, he had cum in those panties, cum on them, used them to jerk himself off, worn them to class, and slept in them. Those white cotton panties with purple unicorns and yellow stars printed on them fell apart weeks before graduation. 

He shook hands with his roommate right after the ceremony, having kept his secret for a final year, then it was off to his father’s house for the summer. Vivian left by then and took Claire with her, so there were no more clothes for him to wear there, and no privacy either since Mike’s Dad worked from home. And by the time Mike found a one-bedroom apartment of his own and a call center job to afford it, more than four years of pent-up shopping desires exploded in a single Saturday where he maxed out his first credit card. 

But he had moved on from white cotton unicorn panties, and went straight for fishnet stockings, corsets, knee-high boots, eyeliner, plaid schoolgirl skirts, and purple nail polish. 

And it was all in the trunk, waiting for him to get to his hotel room.
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Another billboard announced yet another adult store, 15 miles ahead. This was the fourth or fifth one on the highway. Mike looked at the clock and saw it was 4:30. He made great time, and wasn’t all that far from the hotel. He could spare a few minutes, couldn’t he? He’d never been to an adult store, preferring to shop online for everything he needed since it was safer. But here he was, hours from home, and no one knew him. Surely this was safe? His heart started pounding and he hadn’t even decided whether to go or not. He had had an erection for nearly the whole drive, he could almost feel himself in the outfits he brought with him, and that seemed to be making the decision for him. 

15 minutes later, his heart had calmed down and there it was, on the left. He put his blinker on and pulled into the gravel parking lot. The parking lot was huge, and made the lone red hatchback parked there look tiny and lonely. 

“Sorry, there ain’t no one back there yet,” came a voice from somewhere in the store when he walked in the front door.

Was Mike supposed to answer? 

“Uh, hello?” he asked to the empty room. 

At the sound of his voice a head shot up from behind the counter. She could have been anywhere from 30 to 50, depending on how long she’d been smoking. But she had big glasses on, frizzy red-brown hair, and was wearing a baggy blue sweater. 

“Oh, sorry,” she rasped. “I saw you pull in and thought you were someone else. Same car,” she said. 

“Oh,” Mike said. “No problem.” 

“Can I help you find anything?” the woman asked. She had a box of vaping pens in her hand that she must have been putting behind the glass case below the counter. 

“No, just looking,” Mike said. “Thanks. I’ve driven by before and just wanted to check it out.” 

“In that case,” she said, “toys on the right, outfits behind me, DVDs and magazines to the left, video booths in the back. I got batteries here if you want to check and see if something works.”

He walked over to the right and checked out the toys. Dildos everywhere: an entire aisle of them. Dildos as long as his arm, ones shaped like fists, and even a giant one that looked like a road pylon. Realistic ones, pink ones, ones that looked like dog dicks, ones that looked like horse dicks, ones that looked like alien tentacles. No matter the animal, real or imagined, someone out there wanted it to fuck them. 

It was in the realistic section that he saw it: the exact mold that Claire had in her lockbox and that he had discovered years earlier. He already found it last year while online shopping and bought two of them; they were in his suitcase too. He picked up the package from the shelf and looked at it. It was unassuming, small compared to the massive toys around it, but it was probably the most realistic one there since it was the size of real dicks. Maybe not his own; his was a little smaller. But seeing it in the package brought back the memory of his years-long search for it online. And he’d never forget how it started, on the day when he finally, randomly, slid the combination tumblers into place, heard that click and felt the tension on the lid release, and then discovered the treasure that lay inside.

At first all he did was sniff it. He couldn’t help it. How did she get it? Had she used it? He had to know. Claire was sensual, and was either careless or calculating about her sexuality. But after she lived with him for just a few months, he already knew quite a few of her sexual secrets, and wanted more, especially since he had no secrets of his own. 

Except then he did. She could have discovered her missing panties. She could have known that the things under her bed weren’t exactly as she’d left them. She could have known that her stockings were slightly stretched out, or that some of her clothing was worn again before it was washed. And one day, weeks after Mike had found the locked box containing the dildo, she could have somehow discovered his newest, most shameful sexual secret: he again sniffed the dildo in an attempt to detect any trace of her still on it, and, when he thought he found it, he had put the head of it into his mouth to taste her. 

At the time, he was wearing a pair of her pink cotton panties and one of her sundresses, a navy blue one with two narrow straps that bared his slender shoulders. He worked the dildo into his mouth, tentatively, searching for any evidence that she had used it on herself recently. What was it supposed to taste like? What was he looking for? 

Two or three thrusts into his own mouth, and several licks later, each one more aggressive than the last, and he’d realized what he’d done. This was a violation of trust and privacy that shocked him out of his sexual delirium, and he instantly took her clothes off, washed the dildo in the bathroom sink, and put it back where he’d found it, never to go back into the lock box again. 

As he gargled with mouthwash to rid himself of the guilt he felt, he pretended not to notice that his own cock had twitched each time he moved the dildo in and out of his mouth. He knew it did; he had felt it, several times. Later in bed that night, after his second orgasm, he tried telling himself that it was more from the possibility of tasting real sex, of having one more mystery removed from the relationship with Claire. It certainly couldn’t have been the dildo. He had looked at his own softening dick in his hands, and there didn’t seem anything remarkable about it. He couldn’t like dicks, could he? 

But standing in the store, holding the package in his hands, the memory of that night came back with a clarity that only the guilty know. He still felt ashamed of it, but it was more distant since he had not kept in touch with Claire at all since she and Vivian moved out. 

He thought it might be a good idea to get out of the dildo aisle so that the cashier didn’t get any ideas about him. On his way out of the aisle he wondered who still bought magazines until he saw the “Trucker Discount” sign posted next to the rack, and suddenly the giant parking lot made sense. 

The outfits in the back looked a little cheap to him, and while an outside observer would probably think he was examining them to decide what to buy, his mind was actually elsewhere, deciding on which of his own outfits he was going to wear first when he got to his room; there was certainly nothing here he wanted to add to his collection, he may not have been as classy as Vivian when dressed up, but he wasn’t as trashy as this.  

“You want to try something on, I'll have to unlock the door for you, sweetie,” the employee called from somewhere in the store. 

“No, I’m good,” Mike answered. “Just checking out the back.” 

Behind the outfits there was a doorway that led into a dark hallway. On the right was a door that looked like it led directly to the parking lot. Down to the left there were a few doors all in a row, and Mike poked his head in one. 

It was a small, square room, maybe 5 feet per side, with a fake leather chair opposite the door. It looked like it could swivel. Each wall had a small square right in the middle of the wall about three feet off the floor.   

“You just passing through?” the woman said, suddenly right behind him.

“Oh God,” he jumped. 

“Sorry,” she said, and he turned to see a big box in her arms. 

“Yeah,” Mike said. “I’ve never stopped here and just wanted to check it out.”

“The screen’s on the back of the door,” she said. “Remote’s attached to the chair.” 

Mike looked at the little window. 

“It slides to the side and locks with that little clasp,” she said before she paused, waiting for Mike to get it. “It’s for access. Do the math.” 

It took a second for Mike to realize it was a glory hole. He had never seen one in person before and assumed it would look like an actual hole. But this was like a drive-through window or a sliding window at the doctor’s office, except waist-high. 

“Ahhhhh,” he said. “It’s not round.” 

“No,” the woman said, walking down the hall into the darkness with her box. “But if you have fifty bucks and one of the local girls comes by tonight, she’ll make sure you remember your trip forever.”
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Mike excitedly locked the hotel room door behind him, engaged the deadbolt, and dragged his suitcase to the bed. He entered the code–of course it was 658–and popped the lock off, unzipping the suitcase in one long motion. 

He quickly grabbed the dress pants, shirt, and jacket that he had laid on top, and set them aside. He was after what was hidden underneath anyway. 

A makeup bag, a brown wig, a black skirt, a plaid skirt, a corset, black lace panties, white cotton panties, leopard print panties with no back, fishnet stockings, black opaque stockings, and white knee-high stockings. And beneath it all, in a small drawstring bag, were the two dildos he’d bought online, along with a bottle of lube. 

If anyone were to ask Mike how many times he snuck off to the basement to play with those dildos over the last year, he’d guess four or five. The real answer was nine, though. Eight times were the same: Alicia would disappear into the shower, and he’d rush off to the basement. For a few minutes he’d hold it in his hand, turning it over, feeling the fleshy weight of it. Six times he’d brought it to his mouth and relived that night with Claire’s dildo, no longer feeling like he was violating anyone, even himself. Twice he simply stroked it, one time placing it near his own crotch and making it seem he was jerking off a bigger version of himself. 

But the ninth time was different. He had convinced Alicia to go to the grocery store by herself, since she only needed a few things. She hadn’t wanted to go, but he said he was waiting for a work call and she’d be fine; he’d cook whatever she bought and he’d have a cocktail ready for her when she got back. As soon as her car slowly backed out of the driveway and inched out of sight, he had gone downstairs, shoved a trunk against the door of the storage room, and lubed up one of the dildos. 

He had squatted on the floor, sadly dressed as himself, and ran the lubed head of the dildo over his asshole for a few minutes. He had never felt anything like it before, dragging a bulbous head over his own tightness, aware he had never gone this far before in his life. 

Then he went further, and snuck the tip inside of him, stopping before it went all the way in. He gasped as the dildo’s head stretched him open and kept it that way, feeling a pressure that he squeezed around while unsure of what to do next, unsure of how to keep it going. He knew he wanted another hour to figure it out, and twisted the head in a circle so he could feel the ridges all around his anus. 

At that moment, the alarm he’d set on his phone went off. He had left the head inside of him as he walked to turn off the alarm, feeling that partial fullness and pressure those few divine steps to the other side of the small room. He washed off the dildo in the laundry room sink, ran upstairs to take the quickest shower he’d ever taken, and by the time Alicia pulled in the driveway with dinner, he was shaking the second martini and he had added another secret to his life. 

He couldn’t wait to add another. There in the hotel room, he stripped down to nothing, slid into a pair of black lace panties with no back, and admired his little frustrated bulge in the full-length mirror. 

With each new article of clothing, he stopped to take himself in, seeing his transformation in deliciously slow motion. First the panties, then the crotchless fishnet stockings, then black leather boots, then a black corset, then a long wig, then a black skirt. Makeup was last, but he had snuck so many views of makeup tutorials on his phone over the last year that it all came easily enough and when he was done, staring at himself in the bathroom mirror this time, he was shocked at how different he looked. 

Still, he recognized himself. He knew it was him, but he glowed. His eyes had an allure that he never had as a guy, an allure that he always felt when Claire did her makeup. Alicia did her makeup too, but makeup softened Claire; it sharpened Alicia the way it sharpened his stepmom. 

Mike looked soft, though, the type of young woman he had grown up with and who had formed his idea of sexuality. While his face was friendly and welcoming, the outfit was pure sex. Claire had never worn anything like this, but the only way for Mike to get an hourglass figure was to wear the clothing that could create it: a corset did the trick, and the top of it even made it seem as if his pecs were cleavage. 

He felt feminine. He felt sexual, powerful, sensual. He felt like he could command a room. For the moment, he forgot that tomorrow morning, he was expected to command a room in a different way, dressed in a very different outfit that he was ignoring. 

For several minutes, he walked back and forth across the hotel room, swishing his skirt, rubbing his thighs, stealing glances at himself as he walked past the full-length mirror on the wall. He felt relaxed, comfortable. After a few laps around the room, he began to feel penned in; the panties allowed air to hit his ass, but in front they were preventing him from getting erect. With each lap by the mirror, he’d feel his thighs rub his cock bulge and be aware that he was getting more and more turned on.

This is why he brought both dildos. He had one in his mouth once before, and he had the tip of one inside him once before, but he knew he had to take things further. He wanted both at the same time. This wasn’t slutty, was it? Based on the size and shape of the toys he saw at the store, this was almost sensible. At least these dildos were the size of cocks you’d see in the real world. Claire’s first experience was either with a dildo just like this, or else was with someone’s cock at school that was similar. This was what most people had as their first experience. Why not him? He’d already had partial experiences like this. 

He squatted down in front of the mirror, placed the suction cup dildo against the mirror at mouth level, and squeezed a few drops of lube onto the other, sticking it to the floor. 

With his hands bracing himself against the mirror, he slowly lowered himself down onto the dildo, feeling it press against his asshole, exposed in his backless panties. He felt it hit him, and he ground his hips a little, feeling it tease the outside of his hole. Then he felt it gain entrance, and he slid in the head, feeling the same full feeling he had felt that night in the storage room. 

Then he was onto something new, as he lowered himself even more, feeling the large, ridged head rub its way deeper inside of him as he took the full length, and he felt his ass hit the balls of the dildo against the floor. It was as deep as it would go. 

The dildo stuck to the mirror beckoned, dropping a little under its own weight, and as he repositioned his knees so he could kneel on the floor over his new ride, he took the head of the dildo into his mouth, feeling the head slide across his tongue on its way to the back of his throat. Unlike the dildo in his ass, he couldn’t get the whole thing in his mouth without starting to gag, but it didn’t matter: he was full at both ends, and he started to ride up and down. 

Something inside of him was being rubbed by the head of the dildo, something that loved to be touched. He had no idea there was something inside of him that responded like that, like a pleasure zone that was secret even from him all this time. He kept the heft of the dildo in his mouth, not moving, just holding it in place while he rode. 

In front of the mirror, he could take full view of himself. While he knew it was him, he was also a voyeur, watching a hot girl give a blowjob and ride a hard cock. But this girl at one point let her secret out: he pulled aside his panties, and his erection, unable to stand at attention earlier, could finally get fully hard. 

He slowly rode the dildo, taking as much as he could. He got up on his heels, spread his legs, and watched himself bounce on the dildo, his hard cock pointing straight out, bobbing up and down. There was a tension building inside him, right where he felt the most pleasure, and he tried focusing on it, trying to send all of his attention to that one spot and make it sing. It wanted to sing, and he wanted to cry out, and he felt a pressure build more and more, until he was bouncing much more rapidly and a sheen of sweat broke out on his forehead. He was getting close. 

At that moment, his phone rang. 

The goddamn phone rang. The moment was ruined. While he knew that no one was in the room with him, the phone was a reminder that there was a world outside, a world that was blissfully forgotten until a moment ago, and he felt the climax start to disappear. The phone kept ringing, and he knew he had to get up. At the very least, he could turn the ringer off and try to get back to where he was. 

There on his home screen was: 1 Missed Call: Alicia. Of all the unsexy reasons to lose his focus on his own pleasure, this was the most brutal. Standing in front of the dresser, his asshole feeling frustrated and empty, his cock starting to twitch in anticipation, his phone buzzed with a text message. He wanted to ignore it, wanted to get back to what he was doing, but knew that the mood was killed. Alicia wouldn’t stop calling or texting until he got in touch with her. He unlocked the phone, checked the text from her, and froze. 

Oh, shit, he thought. 

Staring back at him on his phone was a photo from Alicia. A photo of a wallet. His wallet, sitting on his dresser back in his bedroom, hours from here. A single word accompanied the photo: uhoh. 

Fuck, Mike thought to himself, now more serious. How could he forget his wallet? When has he ever done that? 

OK, pull yourself together, he thought. Figure this out. The pleasure he was lost in just moments before was now gone. 

He couldn’t admit he had no money. Knowing Alicia, she may have even hidden the wallet so she’d have an excuse to drive down here. Can’t have that happen. 

Think, think.

Haha, yeah, he texted back. I realized this a little while ago. I always bring cash, don’t worry.   

Lol, she wrote back. 

Suddenly, he was not dressed as a girl to enjoy some sensual, sexy time. He was a girl trying to solve a problem. 

He sat on the edge of the bed, tucked his frustrated cock back into his panties, crossed his stockinged legs, and tried to clear his head. Even if he scrounged for change in his car, there's no way he’d get enough for gas and food. He knew he wasn’t so careless as to lose track of that much money.  

He was completely screwed. He was hungry, he did not have enough gas to get all the way back home, and he had no credit card. He was also, at that moment, dressed up like a slut. And as soon as he looked at himself in the mirror, watching a hot girl sit and think, he heard that woman’s voice echo from earlier:  “if you have fifty bucks and one of the local girls comes by tonight, she’ll make sure you remember your trip forever.” 

No, he thought. Getting a roadside blowjob for $50 bucks wasn’t all that appealing. He can’t give one. 

Can he? 

But what else could he do? He had no money, and needed it, fast. It was just after 6 o’clock and he needed to eat tonight. Contacting his colleagues was out: he wanted a promotion, after all, and needed to appear in control. Needing a loan doesn’t exactly broadcast confidence or aptitude. 

He knew what he needed to do, and he could take the first step right away. He’d have almost an hour to work up the courage to actually follow through on it.

***

Mike pulled into the parking lot and his stomach growled. He glanced at the clock: 7 pm. There was only one other car in the parking lot, and it wasn’t the little hatchback from earlier: someone else must be working instead of that frazzled-looking redhead. 

He left the car running and sat there for a few minutes. Was he really doing this? His stomach growled again and he realized he had to: he was hungry, and needed money for gas to get home. He killed the engine, and steadied his nerves. He had already walked outside from the hotel to the car and no one cared. This was no different, and was a dark parking lot. 

He opened the door, swung his stockinged legs out the door, and stood up. It was exhilarating being outside dressed like this, something he had never done before. He thought of his sister turning heads when she was a teenager, and he shut his car door, confidently walking towards the side entrance, his heavy boots crunching gravel in a different way than his shoes did earlier that day. Hopefully the side door would be open, and he could sneak in without being seen. 

He walked up the two steps to the stoop on the side of the building, and pulled the door open. It took a second for his eyes to adjust to the dark, but he recognized the hallway from earlier. There was loud music playing now over the whole store, and he could hear his heels on the tile floor as he walked to the video booth he looked at earlier, which was second from the door. He ducked in the booth quickly and shut the door behind him. 

The lock on the back of the door looked like one from a gas station bathroom, where it had a Green section labeled “Open,” and a red section for “Closed,” and you could see the status on either side of the door. But this lock had three settings. Green and red, yes, but there was also a pink one that read “In Service.” Mike could hear the woman from earlier saying “Do the math,” and so he locked the door by setting it to pink. 

As soon as he sat in the chair and smoothed out his wig, he realized that there were two gloryholes in this booth, one on each side, which meant there was a chance, however small, that two cocks could poke through at the same time. 

But before he could get up and move to a booth with only one opening, he heard footsteps in the hallway, and he froze.
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For an agonizing minute, he heard nothing after except the music that was a little muffled through the door. It was a song that sounded like a steady pulse of bass drum with a single woman’s voice wailing over it. 

But there was definitely someone in the next booth; was he there to watch a video? Or did he see the pink sign on the door? Was it too late to change it to red? 

Mike sat still in his leather chair, too anxious to move a muscle. He could feel the leather of the chair directly against his exposed ass cheeks, and only then noticed that his legs were crossed and his painted fingers were perched seductively on top of his knee. 

A view that could be seen from the glory hole. 

At that moment, his eyes were drawn from his own knee to the glory hole, as a white hand was guiding a mostly soft cock into the hole. 

This was it. No going back now. 

Mike never thought his own dick was terribly big, and this guy was about that same size, from the looks of it. Just a normal-sized cock, circumcised, dangling into the booth a little bit. It suddenly dawned on Mike that he was expected to get it hard, where it might grow to be as big as his dildo, and he already knew what it was like having that in his mouth. 

He spun the leather chair so that it faced the wall, putting Mike eye-level with the stranger’s semi-soft cock. He reached out with one hand, timidly, before realizing that this strange guy wasn’t here for someone’s first blowjob. He didn’t want a practice blowjob. He was here to get his dick sucked, by someone worth it. Someone worth the money. 

The money Mike needed. 

Mike tossed his head a little to get some wig hair out of his face, and got to work. 

With one hand gently cupping the stranger’s balls, he started to pet the still-not-yet-hard penis with gentle downstrokes, feeling it start to swell in his hand with each stroke. As it started to stand at attention, he shifted his hand to the underside of it, wrapping his whole hand around the shaft and working its way to the head. It only took five strokes and the stranger’s cock was rock-hard.  

While he had never sucked a real cock before, deep down, he knew what felt good because he knew what he wanted, and knew what Alicia never did. He knew what felt good because he wanted it, badly, and this guy in the next booth probably wanted the same thing. He had many times imagined Alicia surprising him with the kind of blowjob he wanted, the enthusiasm he needed to see. He knew, in great detail, the kind of blowjob he always wanted to get, and he knew that if he wanted to eat, and if he wanted gas to get home, that was the kind of blowjob he had to give. 

Slowly, he brought the tip of the cock into his mouth, and closed his lips around the head, sucking on it like a lollipop, like when he tried to taste Claire. 

This man tasted nothing like Claire. That first night with Claire’s secret dildo, he had to search for any sign of her and wasn’t sure if he’d found it. This man tasted salty and sweaty right away. He was surprised that even a small cock filled his mouth as much as it did. He slowly guided the whole thing into his mouth, and thought he heard a soft groan from the next booth. 

It was a small room, and to get close enough to the wall he needed to get off the chair, slide it out of the way, and spread his legs wide. He also needed to run his hands up where the stranger’s stomach would be if the wall weren’t there, and he started to work his head back and forth, feeling the whole cock slide against his tongue and hit the back of his throat. 

The guy was totally silent, not moving. Is he liking it? thought Mike, thinking how badly he needed that fifty bucks; he didn’t want to risk giving a sad, uninspired blowjob and seeing a five dollar bill drop into the hole when he was done. Please like it, he thought. 

He started running his tongue along where the head met the shaft, and could feel the guy in the next booth squirm a little. 

Mmmm, thought Mike. He likes it, and he kept going, wanting to please him. 

The song was a steady four-beat rhythm, and he slowly bobbed his head on the downbeat for a minute or so, then when he felt the man in the next room start to tense up a little, he bobbed his head on beats one and three.

Mike had spent hours in the car ride down thinking about dressing up in slutty clothes and had worked himself into a horny frenzy. He made it worse when he actually did his makeup in the hotel room and started prancing around the room, and his time with his dildos was never resolved but got him so close to orgasm. He never had any release from that when he discovered his missing wallet. With a stranger’s dick in his mouth, he immediately returned to the state he was in when Alicia’s call broke his spell: he was instantly almost painfully horny. 

He was so horny, in fact, that he clenched his asshole in time with all four beats of the song as he bobbed his head back and forth, squeezing around an imaginary shaft. He was in need of some stimulation on his own cock, but the panties were so tight there was almost no room for it to move. He could, however, feel a bit of precum trying to squeeze out of his cock. His penis tried to get hard but had nowhere to go if it did, so it was left to flex in his panties, begging for release and not able to find it. 

With his hands pressed flat against the wall, he was now bobbing his head faster, no longer to every other beat, but to every beat, faster, and he started thrusting his hips as if air-fucking, trying to find some sort of pleasure in thrusting his crotch into nothing. The man in the next booth was moving his hips now, trying to fuck Mike’s mouth. 

The song stopped with one final downbeat and he backed his mouth off of the hard cock to give his mouth a rest until the next song started. Mike could feel something building up in his crotch as he jerked the stranger’s cock, now slick with his saliva. 

Suddenly, an “oh God!” came a man’s voice, and Mike felt a blast of warm, sticky cum hit him right under his eye. Another one hit him on the nose, and without thinking he took the whole thing right into his mouth again, feeling the last few spasms unload against the back of his throat; Mike sucked every last drop out, something Alicia never did, yet somehow he knew exactly how to do. 

As the spasms subsided, Mike backed off the cock and stared at it, one milky drop of cum at the tip, and the man started to back away. Mike could feel an intense longing in his crotch; this man may have been done, but Mike felt a stirring in his panties that he couldn’t explain. He wanted more. He didn’t want the blowjob to be over. He wasn’t done. 

As he sat with a mouthful of cum that he wasn’t sure what to do with, he ignored the electric tingling in his panties and waited for his money. He could hear rustling in the booth, knew the man was moving around, probably pulling his pants back up, and as he waited he could taste another man’s salty cum, could smell it on his own face. 

A single crumpled bill came into view, and dropped to the floor, landing in a small puddle of his drool. As he realized it was a twenty, he opened his mouth to say “what the fuck?” and when he did so, the mouthful of cum ran down his chin and hit him in his chest, where it trickled down the fake cleavage created by his corset, running down his belly and stopping at the bulge in his panties. A second twenty dropped into the hole, then he could hear the door open. 

Forty dollars wasn’t fifty dollars, but it was better than zero dollars. He quickly realized there were no tissues in the booth and he couldn’t clean himself up. He started to smooth the two twenties out, and that’s when he heard the door open again. He sat still again in the semi-dark, listening to another four-beat bass line pounding away in the store speakers. 

Suddenly, the tip of a cock emerged at the hole, and entered, already erect. It was massive, looking as big around as a can of soda, and didn’t seem to stop entering the booth. It had a huge head, a thick shaft, and was black as night.
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Mike tossed one smoothed and one crumpled bill onto the leather chair, and got to work, eager to get back to how he felt just moments earlier when he felt like he could climax purely from swinging his skirted hips into mid air. 

While he wasn't a tall or muscular guy, he was still bigger than Alicia, and he was surprised that his own hand barely fit around the massive black shaft. He got as much of it in his mouth as he could, and as it filled his mouth and tickled the back of his throat, he knew he’d need some help with it. He backed his head off the giant member and, using his hand, started to jerk the whole length, using his saliva as lube. 

“That’s it, girl,” came a deep voice from the booth. “Work that dick, go on. I see you in there, you little slut.”

Before Mike could take it back into his mouth, he pumped it harder and spit on the head, working his hand all around the giant head of the cock. 

“God, girl, fuck yeah,” came the voice again. 

Now saliva was dripping off the giant cock, and Mike could feel the precum oozing out of the tip of his own constrained cock in his panties. He took the head into his mouth again, and spread his legs as he crouched in the room. His needed to work himself over somehow. He reached to his face and chest, and got some cum from the first blowjob, then he reached between his legs and touched his own puckered little asshole. 

His cock tingled and wanted out, but he did not want to risk someone seeing it through the gloryhole. He wanted to cum, but couldn’t. 

He slipped one finger into his asshole and moved it in and out, slowly at first, timed to the rhythm of his head bobs working over the massive cock. 

After a minute he needed more and slipped a second finger in. He felt a whimper come out of his cock-stuffed mouth. Now he was feeling even more stretched out, and he felt like it wasn’t enough, like he had an empty spot in his body that needed to be filled, something his fingers couldn’t ever reach. 

And at that moment, he heard a sound behind him and he turned slightly to see a second hard cock enter his booth from the other side. The second man’s belt buckle rattled against the metal frame of the other gloryhole, announcing that he too needed to be serviced. 

This new cock belonged to a white guy, and while it was not as big as the black one in Mike’s mouth, it was still bigger than Mike’s helpless little dick, now straining even harder against his tight little panties. With a new cock in the room and fifty more dollars to be earned, Mike pulled the dripping black cock out of his mouth and continued to jerk it, slowly, moving the slippery saliva all over its head and shaft. He stood up, clicking his heels a little as he repositioned himself in the room, hearing the heavy breathing of its owner in the next booth. 

He didn’t want to keep the new cock waiting long since he needed the money and didn’t want to lose a customer, and so he bent down, pushing the giant slippery head against his own lubed up, now hungry asshole, and backed up against it.

“Fuck, girl, take that dick,” said the black man’s voice, low and commanding. And with one “pop” that made his legs go weak, a wave of pleasure took over his whole body, the whole head moved past his anus and was filling him up in ways he could only have imagined. This was nothing like his time in the hotel room earlier. This was hitting that magic spot inside him in a way that smaller dildo couldn’t. He bent forward and now took the new cock in his hand, and he took its head in his mouth as he started riding against the giant shaft. 

Like a piston, he went back and forth from one wall to the other, taking the black cock deep inside him, then taking the other cock all the way into his mouth. Back and forth, back and forth, now hearing two low voices groaning in approval. 

The massive cock inside him was stretching him to the brink, and putting pressure on something deep within him that wanted more, that wanted to always be full. With each thrust, Mike could feel his hidden, useless little dick begging to be jerked. He reached back with both hands and spread his ass cheeks apart more, eager to take even more of the gigantic cock inside him, to be even more full. 

He was aware now that he was whimpering with almost every thrust, that he was loudly smacking his own ass against the wall, trying to take the whole cock as deep as it would go, then even deeper. With each thrust he could feel the pressure building inside of him, and he felt it start to move, like the pressure was overflowing into other areas of his body. 

It was traveling toward his own soft, little cock, trapped in tight panties with no release. He somehow knew he needed to help, needed to help the pressure out, and he squeezed his ass with all his strength, squeezing the giant cock as hard as he could, and the man let out a deep moan in approval. 

Faster now, in perfect beat with the music, and he was thinking of his own pleasure now, chasing his own climax which was just there, within reach. It got away from him in the hotel, and got away from him with the first man he sucked off, but not now. The second cock was moving in and out as well, and the man in front of him was trying to throat-fuck him. 

Mike felt the pressure within him get closer to his front, and he squeezed as hard as he could, until finally, his little cock seemed to flutter, and he was spurting a load of cum into his panties, squirt after squirt building up in his crotch with nowhere to go.

At that moment, he felt the cock in his mouth start to spasm, and the voice behind him boomed “don’t stop girl,” and suddenly both men were cumming in him from either end, and he could feel his ass clenching around the giant black cock while he sucked every last bit from the man in front of him. 

The beat of the song kept up, but Mike slowed down, with both cocks no longer pulsing. His own crotch still tingled with energy, though, and he let the now softening cock drop from between his lips. He didn’t even think about it, and this time swallowed the load in his mouth, giving the white cock in front of him one last sucking kiss, right on the head, something he always wanted Alicia to do, and that she felt was gross. If Mike thought his own penis wanted more and deserved more, surely this guy did too. 

He was suddenly aware of the pervasive smell of cum. It was everywhere: in his mouth, still on his face from the first man, on his chest, dripping down his stomach and, as soon as the black man behind him pulled out, it was dripping out of his ass too. The whole room was sweat and cum, undeniably male. 

He collapsed onto the floor, feeling a tingling sensation between his legs; he had never cum without an erection before. And as if both men planned it, a bill dropped into his booth from each hole, at the same time. Both fifties. 

He blew some of his wig hair out of his face and felt the air of his breath pass against two men’s cum, wet against his cheek. He could also feel his own cum trapped in his panties, a sticky mess that his soft little cock could not get away from. And as he knelt there recovering, he could feel the black man’s cum start to drip down his inner thigh. 

One hundred and forty dollars for an hour’s work. He had more than enough to get home, could even eat now, and wondered how much more he could earn before the store closed, how much more he could take before feeling spent. Unlike the men whose cocks got soft as soon as they came, the tingling in his panties was not going away. He was not done.  

How many more secrets am I going to add on this trip? he thought, as he heard more footsteps out in the hallway.


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally, including her story Girl for a Week, available here.
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And don’t miss her story Trying to Score, available here.
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Her newest story, Girl in the Woods, is available here.
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