

The Time Traveler's Ultimate Glory Hole Taboo 

Chapter 1:

I was 18 when I received my first blowjob. It was one of the greatest moments in my entire life and something that I'll never forget. And here's how it happened...

During the summer of 1985 I had just graduated high school and was getting ready to attend my first year of college. While I was excited, there were a few things that concerned me. Namely, the fact that I still hadn't lost my virginity.

I wasn't a bad looking guy or anything. I just always seemed to fumble whenever I was with a girl. My lack of experience showed and it was a huge turn off. Because of this, I figured that I'd be doomed to perpetual virginity. 

However, everything changed late one Saturday night when I was working with my friend Jeff.

“Still bummed about the whole V-card thing, huh?” Jeff asked. We'd been best pals for years and were talking about our futures. I'd told him that I was a little uncertain about school and was worried that I'd never get better with women.

“Yeah,” I said. “You're a virgin too, so why aren't you scared?”

As soon as I spoke his face lit up with the biggest shit eating grin that I'd ever seen. “Was,” he replied. “But not any more.”

“No way! What was her name?”

He just shrugged. “Haven't a clue. She just sucked me off at the glory hole in back of Club Lazer.”

“The what?”

“A glory hole. There these things in bathroom stalls. Little holes that you can stick your dick into. Chick's sit at the other side and then suck you off.”

“Really? Do you have to pay them or something?”

“Of course not! They just like doing it or something. I don't know. The girl who blew me had big hair, these slick leg warmers, and bright blue lipstick. It was awesome.”

Hearing Jeff retell his experience was actually turning me on. My cock was getting hard just thinking about how easy it would be for me to get blown by some random hottie. It sounded almost too good to be true. I had to know more. 

“And this glory hole thing, it's there all the time? Like girl's just hang out around it?”

“Hell yeah. Tell you what, I'll close up here and you run down to Club Lazer. Go to the third stall, someone will be waiting there.”

I raced out the door like a bat out of hell. This was my moment. I'd finally shed the stigma of being some dopey virgin. Tonight, I would become a man!

Club Lazer was packed. "The Reflex" blared from the clubs booming sound system and dozens of men and women crowded the dance floor. I had to fight through the masses to reach my destination, the men's bathroom. 

Inside I saw a tall blonde with supple breasts and big hair. She was wearing neon green leg warmers and had a gigantic hairdo.

“Hey,” she said, licking her lips. They were bright blue, this was the exact same girl that Jeff had been talking about. He wasn't lying after all.

“Uh, hi.” I stammered.

She smiled at me and then spoke. “Why don't you get in that bathroom stall and I'll take you around the world with my tongue.”

“Really?” I wanted to play it cool, but this was too good to be true. I couldn't believe that something like this was actually about to happen.

She just smiled and pointed to the stall door. Third one down, just like Jeff had said. I gulped and walked inside.

The space was just like any other bathroom. Except for one small feature. There was a large hole cut into one of the walls. Above it was a sign reading: “Insert cock for a good time.”

Nervously, I obeyed the instructions. Unzipping my pants, I walked up and stuck my manhood through the gap. Despite being turned on, I wasn't fully erect. The excitement and filthy nature of this situation was just too much for me. It was getting in the way of my hard-on.

Suddenly, I felt hot breath caressing my flaccid member. It was the woman with blue lipstick! My cock sprung to attention, swelling to its full size almost as soon as the steamy air made contact. I was ready to go.

Her fingers glided across my shaft, causing tiny waves of pleasure to course through my body. I then felt her mouth draw near and her lips part. Another gust of warm breath connected with me, feeling just as intense and primal as the first.

What followed was almost indescribable. Her tongue darted out and tickled the underside of my cock head. Then she engulfed the whole thing. Her warm, damp mouth felt amazing as my hardness pushed past her soft lips and penetrated deep inside of her.

As I pressed on, her tongue wrapped around my thick manhood, teasing it mercilessly. At the same time she shoved her head forward, engulfing my whole cock. Her lips pressing against my base and her nose gently blowing hot air against my bare flesh. 

I couldn't take it any more and was already about to bust. 

“Oh god! I'm cumming!”

My load blasted forth at the speed of light. I could feel it draining my balls. All that masculine essence pouring out of my body and down her throat. The woman never flinched. Instead she took the entire load, swallowing every last drop. 

I even felt her tongue licking up any of the droplets she might have missed, making sure that she got everything. My body was electrified by pleasure and desire. Knees shaking, and feeling spent, all I could do was smile. This woman was incredible! Her blowjob skills were unlike anything I'd ever imagined. It was better than any boy could have hoped for.

When she was done I pulled myself back into my pants and opened up the stall door. Exiting into the main bathroom area. The blue lipped woman was already standing out there, her body facing the mirrored wall above a row of sinks.

“That was incredible!” I exclaimed. “Who are you?”

The woman turned around and a wicked grin lit up her face. “It's a secret now, but you'll find out soon enough.” She laughed and walked out the bathroom.

I ran after, but she was already gone. Lost in the throng of patrons. It was like she'd completely vanished.

Chapter 2:

I never saw the woman with blue lips again. Although I thought about her quite a bit. But eventually the time came to move on. I went to college, met a nice girl, got married, and spent the rest of my adult life in misery. A typical American story I guess.

My wife was a nice person, but we were sexually incompatible. She was a bit of a prude and never wanted to fool around. If I got laid once a month I'd be surprised. It was frustrating and disappointing to say the least.

After several decades of marriage, I became fed up with our nonexistent sex life. Pumping away at my wife for 20 minutes while she just laid there was no way to live. 

I wanted excitement, adventure, a sense of being alive again. I wanted an incredible glory hole experience like I'd had back in 1985.

But that was no longer possible. Online dating and a whole slew of free hook up apps had made glory holes into a thing of the past. The kids of today were getting random sex off the Internet. It was a whole new world.

Everything had changed and I didn't like it. The fun and optimism of the 1980's had been replaced. We'd gone from big hair, big budgets, and big dreams, to a world where everyone was isolated and paranoid. Bars were empty, modern music was shit, and the news was all doom and gloom.

I didn't belong here. A stranger in and even stranger land. One where fun and joy had given way to pessimism and fear. It was a ride I wanted to get off of. But how?

              One afternoon I was eating lunch at work, when two strange men approached me. Both of them were dressed in black suits and had thick black sunglasses that concealed their faces. These guys looked like the secret agents you'd see in some bad science fiction film.


“Sir,” one of them said. You're going to have to come with us?”

Was I being kidnapped? What was happening? Having no clue as to why these men wanted me, I panicked.

“No way!”

“Sir,” the agent remained calm. “The fate of your world depends on this. We're agents from the Ministry of Time Preservation. We need your help.”

Okay, this guy and his friend had to be nuts. There was no such group. I started to bolt.

“Stay put,” the man grabbed my arm. Suddenly everything around us became bright blue. Then the entire environment disappeared in a flash.

Before I had time to think about what was going on, I found myself standing in some kind of laboratory. The two men were on either side, and there was a scientist wearing a white lab coat in front of us.

“Sorry to alarm you,” the scientist said. He had a vague British accent. “My name is Nigeal T. Quaternary and I need you to travel back in time. 1985 to be exact.”

“Wh-”

“No time for explanations. You must go back and set things right. The fate of the world depends on it.”

With that there was another bright flash. The agents and scientist were gone. Instead I found myself surrounded by darkness. Wherever this was, it certainly wasn't 1985. Maybe there had been a mistake?

“BEEEEEEEEP!!! BEEEEEEEEP!!! BEEEEEEEEP!!!”

Something sounded like an alarm clock. It was incredibly annoying. As the sound continued, the darkness began to evaporate. I soon found myself laying in a bed. The sheets were pink. All the walls were adorned with pictures of hunky men. Tom Selleck, Patrick Swayze, Fabio, and David Bowie were just a few of the figures I could recognize.

The beeping sound was still present, looking over I noticed that it was coming from an actual alarm clock. I reached over and shut it off. Then I went to stand up.

Rising out of bed felt weird. My chest was abnormally heavy. Like two big bags of jelly were strapped to it. Looking down, I found the culprit, breasts! Someone must have altered the time line. In this universe I was a woman!

I got up and walked to the bathroom and took a good, long look at myself in the full length mirror. 

Mama mia! 

I was a hottie. The T-shirt and booty shorts I had fallen asleep in clung to my hourglass physique. 

Perky C cups with their hardened nipples poking up, making the outline clearly visible through my shirt's thin, gossamer like, fabric. Wide hips, a tiny waist, and strong, toned legs. I was getting wet just looking at my own reflection.

As I felt myself growing aroused, a dirty thought entered my mind. “What if I took a few moments and tried masturbating as a girl. Just to see what it's like,” I thought. Fingering my little pink pussy wouldn't be gay or anything. And I was curious about how girls felt when they came. I'd always heard that it was an entirely different sensation. And now was my chance to find out whether or not that was true.

I decided to lay on the floor, facing the mirror, so that I could get a good look at myself as I masturbated. It was like having access to the ultimate porno. One where you're both the voyeur and the main star. 

Slowly I began to trace my fingers over the fabric of my shirt, teasing my hard,tender nipples. As my touch connected with them I let out a gasp. It was like stimulating the most sensitive spot on your cock head. However, I was soon distracted my the throbbing beacon of desire that pulsed between my smooth, hairless legs.

I ran my hands down towards my hungry pussy, tugging the booty shorts down and exposing my shaved mound. Seeing it in the mirror was quite the sight. It was pink and juicy. I couldn't wait to dig in. 

When my fingers first grazed my pussy lips I was shocked by the wetness. I was far more moist than any of the girls I'd ever been with. Curious, I decided to draw my finger back and bring it to my mouth, tasting my own juices. 

It had the same flavor as water. Not bad at all. I'd had worse in the past. 

Now that I knew what my juices were like, I decided to get back to the main course, fingering myself.

My slit was so soaked that I could just slide two fingers right inside it. I was buried up to the knuckles, while using my thumb to stimulate my hard little clit. A combination of field experience and reading had taught me what women wanted when getting fingered. You couldn't just jam it in there are expect them to cum.

If I wanted to get off, I'd need to hit all the right places.

Instead of thrusting blindly like a neanderthal, I massaged the insides of my pussy, hunting for that elusive G-spot. “Ahh,” I moaned, finding my target. Once I was locked on, I continued to stimulate the area. 

My movement picked up in intensity as I rubbed my G-spot. I could hear my pussy getting wetter by the moment, letting out a sloshing sound as I worked it with my hand. Suddenly I lost all control as an explosion of pleasure erupted from deep inside my vagina. It was like the best male orgasm ever, times one thousand. My mind blanked as it hit. All I could do was scream in ecstasy, my pussy convulsing and spurting its hot love juices all over the floor. 

I was a squirter!

After what seemed like forever, I regained my composure and hiked up my booty shorts. That was enough fun for one day. Now I needed to figure out why someone had sent me back in time, as a woman none the less!

Leaving the bathroom I discovered a note. It read: “Club Lazer, 9:30. Dress up.”

A clue! I needed to hit the club and do something there. Whatever it was, I figured that it was somehow related to my own youth. Club Lazer was in my hometown and I had some fond memories of the place. Especially the incident where I lost my virginity to some rando-

A thought crossed my mind. It was dirty. Filthy even. “What if I was the-,” I interrupted myself. “No. It couldn't be. Whatever I was hear for was much more important than that. This was government business. I was probably here to save the world or something.”

At that moment, I heard the doorbell ring. “Oh shit,” I thought, racing to find some clothes. I didn't know who it could be and I wanted to look at least somewhat decent. “Just a minute,” I shouted.

“Alright,” came the response. It was a familiar voice, one that I had heard often.

“Jeff?” I asked.

“Um, uh... Yeah? You invited me hear to, uh, talk to you and stuff.”

Jeff and I had always been good friends, especially during 1985, but I'd never remembered him mentioning the fact that he had a girlfriend. Or even a girl he liked at this time. I knew he didn't have a sister, so the only explanation was that I'd been turned into some chick he had a crush on.

“Screw it,” I thought. I'll answer the door like this. It won't hurt anything.

I walked to the door and flung it open. “Hey Jeff, what's up?”

              Jeff was looking at the ground and nervously shifting his weight from one foo to the other. He wasn't a bad looking guy, but he was kind of a geek. The “Alf” shirt he wore didn't give him any style points.

              “Um,” Jeff stammered. “Uh, so you...” He paused. “You weren't joking about what you said?”
    

“What?” I had no idea what he was talking about.

“You know,” he was incredibly nervous. “That thing about me telling my friend about that glory hole. If I do that you'll actually give me another blowjob?”

              Holy shit! I was right. That scientist had send me back in time to suck my own dick. It all made sense now. If I had blown myself, there would be a fault in the space time continuum unless I actually went back and saw the job through. It was like that one Robert Heinlein story where the hero was his own father and mother.

I was my own first time.

Now I was the one who was nervous. Jeff's question had caught me a bit off guard. But, a promise was a promise after all. I had to suck my own dick, even if that meant blowing a few other guys to get to it.

“Uh, yeah. How about I do it right here, right now?”

Jeff looked shocked. “O-o-okay,” he stammered. This version of Jeff, the one who was alone with a girl he liked, was far from the cool cat I grew up with. Even as a nerd he'd always had a certain aura of confidence. Now he was just a stammering mess. If I wanted to show him a good time I'd have to do all the work myself.

I quickly dropped to my knees, eye level with Jeff's bugling cock as it strained against the denim of his jeans. With my best friend's engorged member mere inches from my face, my legs began to quiver and my breath became deeper and heavier. 

I was about to suck cock for the first time in my life. It was both scary and arousing. 

My small hands worked rapidly to unzip Jeff's pants and expose his rigid shaft. In one fluid motion I had his hardness out and in the palm of my hand. Jeff's soft moan was enough to tell me I was doing a good job. It was all the feedback I needed and encouraged me to continue onwards.

Having watched a lot of porn throughout my life, I had a pretty good idea as to what I was supposed to do. 

Looking upwards, I made eye contact as I began to wrap my lips around Jeff's cock. As I did so I felt his hands glide down my frame, settling on my perky little ass. Maybe he wasn't so timid after all.

Had you ever told me that one day I'd be sucking my friend's cock, and enjoying it, I would have called you a liar. But her I was, inching Jeff's engorged member down my throat and loving every minute of it. 

My pussy was aching. And there was only one way to satisfy it. I pulled Jeff out of my mouth and uttered one simple command: “fuck me.”

Jeff's confidence was finally returning. He twisted me around and shoved my face towards the floor. I could feel him ripping my booty shorts down, exposing my helpless ass. I was vulnerable to his every desire. 

His hands dove down, pinning my arms to the floor. There was nothing I could do to resist him now. I was helpless. Just another submissive little slut, ready to be used by her man.

His cock poked at my dripping pussy lips. Seconds later I experienced penetration. His rock hard cock slipped between my legs, burying itself inside of me.

With each thrust I gasped. I could feel a wave of pleasure rising in my pussy. It was a slow but intense build up. Sensing that I was about to cum, Jeff repositioned his hands. He gripped my waist, holding me steady while increasing the tempo of his thrusts. I began wiggling my own ass, grinding against him and pressing his cock deeper inside of my.

Jeff let out a long moan as he came. My insides began to warm up and I could tell that he'd unleashed a massive load. Being barebacked was too much for me and I began to climax too. Just like earlier, my pussy started to spasm and my mind went blank from the incredible orgasm. All I could do was moan in pleasure. 

As it turned out, being fucked was even more fun than doing the actual fucking. Cumming like a woman was infinity better than cumming like a man was. If only poor Jeff knew.

We both laid there for a moment before I remembered my mission.

“Be sure to tell your friend about me,” I said, pulling my shorts up and covering my cum leaking pussy.

“Uh yeah. And uh, thanks for the, um, bribe. I had fun,” Jeff quickly zipped up his pants and began heading down the hall. I briefly wondered if I should tease him about the incident when I got back to the present. 

Chapter 3:

The rest of my day was uneventful. I cleaned myself up, got dressed, did my hair, and prepared for my big night out. It wasn't every day that you got to travel back in time and suck yourself off, I needed to look my absolute best. 

Looking myself over in the mirror was like unwrapping the greatest Christmas gift of all time. I couldn't believe how good I looked. Big hair, neon leg warmers, all that was missing was my makeup. But I could easily change that.

Going to the cabinet I pulled out a tube of bright blue lipstick. It was just as vibrant as I remembered. Sure to leave a good impression on my 18 year old self.

I unscrewed the cap and began applying it to my lips.

Once I was done I gave myself a final look over. Everything was perfect. I was in for a real treat tonight, something I'd fantasize about for the rest of my adult life. With that in mind, I headed out the door...

Club Lazer was cheesier than I remembered. It looked like something from one of those silly 1980's nostalgia films. The ones where people from modern day try to recreate the decade as best they can.

              Duran Duran was playing when I got there. Looking around I saw a host of 80's cliches. Some dude talking on a bulky cell phone. Girls discussing the latest episode of Dallas, and 18 year old me walking through the front door in a Rubik's Cube T-shirt. Man, I was such a dork back then. It's no wonder I couldn't get any. 

Knowing what to do, I crept around to the men's bathroom. Sneaking inside before any of the bouncers could notice.

Two minutes later 1980's me walked in. 

“Hey,” I said, licking my lips.

“Uh, hi.” 1980's me stammered.

I smiled and then spoke. “Why don't you get in that bathroom stall and I'll take you around the world with my tongue.”

1980's me almost nutted his pants at my suggestion. After a few more instructions I finally got him calmed down and in the right stall. Then I went to the space adjacent and took up my post. It was time to take my own virginity!

Within a few moments I saw an all too familiar cock pop through the hole between stalls. It was still semi-soft. If I remembered this night correctly, I was a little nervous and needed some help in the getting it up department. No matter, sucking dick was actually pretty fun and I really wanted to find out what I tasted like. 

But, before I just dove in, I wanted to play around and tease this younger version of myself. I leaned in and decided to drive him wild with my hot breath. Like magic, his soldier shot up. Standing at attention as soon as the sensation hit him. I was going to give my younger self the night of his life.

Taking him in my hands,I stroked his member, tickling it and teasing him to the edge. My mouth hadn't even touched him yet and he was already on the verge of cumming. I couldn't believe it.

Before he could bust, I let my tongue dart out and play with the underside of his shaft. Right where it met the head of his cock. I could hear this younger version of me groaning and straining, trying to do everything in his power not to cum just yet.

Now I was going to really give him a show. Opening my mouth, I began to engulf his cock. I let it bump against my soft lips, padding and protecting it as he entered. At the same time, I made use of my pretty little tongue. I continued to flick it against his manhood, teasing him in all his most sensitive areas. I knew all the right places to hit. After all, I was him and he was me.

I could hear a thumping sound on the other side of the wall. My younger self must have pressed his body closer, trying to feed me more of his length. I happily obliged to his request, deep throating his hardness and taking him all the way down. My nose even pressed into the base of his crotch, allowing me to inhale my own scent. It was musty, a wild odor of youthful lust and energy. 

As I held him in the back of my throat, he began to cum. I could hear his moans on the other side of the wall. Then his hot seed began to spurt out. Coating the entire backside of my mouth. It tasted a little salty, but definitely wasn't bad. I actually kind of liked the flavor. It tasted like victory. Like taking a boy's innocence and driving him to new heights in the vast universe of pleasure. 

Suddenly, I knew what my destiny was. It wasn't to sit back in the modern day with my dead fish wife. I needed to feel alive. To go out, have fun, and teach men about the joys of sex. I needed to work the glory hole. Each and every night I promised to come back, to suck and fuck as many young guys as I could, ensuring that they had a wild time. One they'd never forget.

After I licked up the last droplet of cum, I walked out of the stall and reapplied my lipstick. Then the younger version of me walked up and began to talk. 

“That was incredible!” He exclaimed. “Who are you?”

I just turned around, a smile spreading across my face. “It's a secret now, but you'll find out soon enough.” 

The I laughed and walked out the bathroom...
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