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I step into the gas station restroom, the harsh fluorescent lights flickering overhead, casting an eerie glow on the grimy tiles. The air is thick with the scent of stale urine and cheap disinfectant, a futile attempt to mask years of neglect. I’ve been driving for hours, my bladder screaming for relief, and the coffee I chugged earlier is demanding an exit. The stall doors are all closed, but I don’t think much of it. I just need to piss and get back on the road.

As I unzip my jeans, something catches my attention. A small, circular hole in the partition between the stalls. A glory hole. I’ve heard about these things, seen them in porn, but never in real life. My heart skips a beat. It’s absurd, really. Who would do this in a gas station bathroom? But there it is, plain as day, a dark, inviting circle in the worn wood.

I finish up, the sound of my urine hitting the water echoing in the small space. I wash my hands, the cold water doing little to calm the sudden rush of adrenaline. As I’m drying off, I hear it. A faint sound, coming from the stall with the hole. A muffled moan. My pulse quickens. I pause, hand on the door handle. Curiosity gets the better of me. I turn back, leaning against the wall next to the stall.

The moans are clearer now, mixed with the sound of skin on skin. Someone’s jacking off in there. Begging for something. My stomach twists. I’m not gay. I’ve never even thought about this stuff. But there’s something primal about the sounds, the desperation in the guy’s voice. It’s raw, unfiltered. And it’s turning me on.

I glance around. The restroom is empty. No one’s coming in. My hand drifts down to my crotch, and I realize I’m hard. Hard as a rock. I’ve never been this turned on by something so... anonymous. So forbidden. The air feels electric, charged with possibility.

Before I can think twice, I’m standing in front of the stall. My fingers brush the edge of the hole. It’s warm, like someone’s been using it. I hear a whimper from the other side, a plea for a cock. My breath hitches. This is insane. But my dick is throbbing, and I can’t ignore it.

I unbuckle my belt, my hands shaking slightly. My jeans slide down my legs, pooling at my feet. My boxers follow, leaving me completely exposed. My eleven inches stand at attention, the tip glistening with pre-cum. I’ve always been proud of my size, but this feels different. It’s not about pride. It’s about need.

I kneel down, positioning myself in front of the hole. My heart’s pounding in my ears. I take a deep breath, then push my cock through the opening. It’s tight, the edges brushing against my sensitive skin. And then—

A mouth closes around me.

It’s instant. No hesitation, no preamble. Just a hot, wet mouth engulfing my shaft. I let out a groan, my head falling back against the stall door. This is unreal. The guy’s lips are soft, his tongue swirling around the head of my dick. He’s not just sucking—he’s worshipping it.

I grip the edges of the hole, my fingers digging into the wood. The guy’s mouth is tight, his throat working as he takes me deeper. I can feel his nose pressing into my stomach, his breath hot against my skin. It’s filthy, and I’ve never wanted anything more.

My free hand drifts down to my balls, cupping them gently. They’re heavy, aching to be touched. I roll them in my palm, teasing myself as the stranger works his magic on my cock. My other hand moves to my nipple, pinching it hard. A jolt of pleasure shoots through me, and I moan louder, not caring who might hear.

The guy behind the wall hums around my dick, the vibrations sending shivers down my spine. His tongue flicks the underside, tracing the vein that runs along my shaft. I’ve had blowjobs before, but nothing like this. My girlfriend’s good, but this... this is something else. It’s like he’s devouring me, hungry for every inch.

I start to thrust, gently at first, then harder. The stall shakes with each movement, the wood creaking under the force. I don’t care if someone comes in. I don’t care about anything except this moment, this connection with a stranger. My moans fill the room, mingling with the wet sounds of his mouth on my cock.

My hand moves to my taint, rubbing small circles. It’s a spot I’ve never paid much attention to, but now it’s electric, sending sparks of pleasure up my spine. I’m losing control, my moans turning into full-on groans. The guy’s mouth is relentless, his lips sliding up and down my shaft with precision.

I can feel it building, the pressure in my balls intensifying. My thighs are trembling, my body tense. I’m close, so close. I grip the hole tighter, my knuckles white. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” I whisper, my voice hoarse.

The guy doesn’t stop. If anything, he sucks harder, his tongue flicking the tip of my cock. I can’t hold back anymore. My hips snap forward, and I let go, my cum shooting into his mouth in hot, thick streams.

It’s the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had. My body shakes, my toes curl. I’m shouting now, my voice echoing off the tiles. I don’t care who hears. I don’t care about anything except the pleasure ripping through me.

The guy swallows every drop, his mouth milking me dry. Even when I’m spent, he keeps sucking, drawing out every last bit of pleasure. My legs feel like jelly, my arms weak. I collapse against the stall, my forehead resting on the wood.

Slowly, I pull my cock out of the hole. It’s slick with saliva, throbbing slightly from the attention. I take a shaky breath, my heart still racing. The guy on the other side is quiet now, but I can hear him breathing, heavy and satisfied.

I stand up, pulling my boxers and jeans back on. My hands are still trembling as I buckle my belt. I glance at the hole, half-expecting to see something, but it’s just a dark circle in the wall.

I leave the stall, my legs unsteady. As I wash my hands, I catch my reflection in the mirror. My face is flushed, my eyes glazed. I look like I’ve just been fucked senseless, and in a way, I have.

The restroom is still empty when I leave, the city noise rushing back in as I step outside. I take a deep breath, trying to process what just happened. It was insane, filthy, and completely unforgettable.

But as I walk toward my car, my mind starts racing. What if someone had walked in? What if someone had seen me? The thrill of the risk hits me all over again, and I feel a strange mix of excitement and shame. I’m not supposed to be into this. I’m a straight guy. But the way that stranger
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