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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.
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