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The Glory Hole Devil

Part 1: Diapered Daddy


[image: ]




Five years of torture will lead a man to the darkest places in the world—years of bullying, humiliation, and punishment. Austin couldn’t understand why he thought an urban legend would make his life any better than standing up to his stepfather. Still, Austin thought he would have better luck believing in supernatural force than growing a backbone—as pathetic as that sounded. 

The abandoned rest stop was off Interstate 64, on an irreparable offramp. Nature overtook the concrete building. Vines and plants stretched along its sides. Overgrown grass grew through the cracked pavement and over the sidewalks. Electricity still powered the few unshattered lights on the grounds, forgotten by the city. The gate that once blocked entry was broken, beckoning him forward like a witch’s finger. Daring him to make a choice he would possibly regret.  

The insides were worse than the outside. Wildlife hid the ugliness of the building while the inside displayed it fully. The smell hit him first—a combination of waste, piss, and mold. The tiles were cracked. The mirrors were shattered. The fixtures broken or entirely removed by vandals. Graffiti covered all the walls in many colors, words, and symbols. Two urinals hung on the wall closest to the entrance, and three stalls next to those. As the Redditt post instructed, Austin went to the middle stall, the only stall with a door. His fingers brushed the latch, feeling the grim transfer to his fingertips. He regretted not bringing gloves or sanitizing wipes. Using his foot, Austin nudged the door open. The inside was just as the blogger wrote: wall-to-wall graffiti, a toilet overflowing with piss, and a glory hole large enough to fit a Coke bottle. 

Austin sighed. He felt like a fool. A cursed glory hole that could make any wish come true if he was willing to pay the price. That’s what the blogger wrote. Why would he ever believe such a thing to be true? But his disbelief didn’t stop him from walking forward into the stall. The door swung behind him and hit the latch with a loud clang.  

“Jesus Christ,” He said, feeling his heart race beneath his shirt. “I can’t believe I am doing this.” Austin pulled his marker out and read the names scrawled all around the glory hole—the layers of various names, colors, and handwriting. At least a hundred names encircled the hole, flowing away from it like ripples of water. Could this many people have come here and wished for revenge? Could this many people have been tricked by a post written by some deranged blogger? 

“Write the name on the wall. Make a wish for revenge. And if your pain is great enough, your wish will be granted if you pay the price.” 
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