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“Huh? Why are we going here?” I asked Clarissa, my best friend, as she turned her car into the parking lot of an adult store in one of the sketchier areas of our city. When she had suggested that we should have a ‘fun Friday evening,’ I thought we’d go to the spa, or something like that. I never expected we’d end up as a store like this, of all places.

“Just trust me, Lillian,” my thirty-five-year-old friend elusively said as she parked, although I wasn’t sure that I should.

“No, really, why are we here?” I asked again, this time sounding surprisingly nervous. This was all very unusual.

“You don’t need to worry,” she reassured me as she undid her seat belt and began to get out of her car. “It’ll be fun.”

I let out a sigh, and although I still wasn’t sure what was going on, I didn’t want to doubt my longtime friend. A few moments later, I was standing outside the car, too.

Glancing around while Clarissa locked her vehicle, I was somewhat surprised to see a pickup truck that seemed familiar parked on the opposite side of the lot. It looked just like the truck that my mid-forties electrician boss would drive to his shop, where I worked as a bookkeeper.

My friend and I made our way to the entrance of the store. The front windows were covered with opaque signs mentioning adult toys, books, and videos. Once at the door, Clarissa tugged it open, and I followed her inside.

I had never been inside a store like this ever before, and I really wasn’t sure what to expect.

The lighting inside was dimmer than in most other stores, although my eyes soon adjusted. As I looked around, I was shocked to see bookshelf after bookshelf filled with erotic books and dirty movies, along with lingerie, whips, handcuffs, and numerous other naughty items hanging on the walls.

“Oh my goodness,” I whispered, as my best friend led us to the front counter. This was all very new and strange to me.

“Hi, Kelly. We’re here seeking glory,” Clarissa cryptically said to the woman at the counter.

“Of course. Men, like usual?” the woman asked my friend, who had apparently been here before.

“Yep,” replied Clarissa, following it up with a couple of nods of her head.

“Sure thing. Take the ‘Storage Room 5’ door,” the shopkeeper mentioned. “You know how it all works.”

“Thanks,” my friend said.

She turned and gave me a wink, before motioning for me to follow her. We made our way toward the back of the store.

As we passed more and more adult products while making our way through the shop, I found myself becoming quite anxious. I really didn’t know what would await us.

Soon enough, we reached a curtain-covered doorway at the back corner of the store. Pushing aside the curtain, we stepped into a straight hallway. As we passed by a few closed doors, I was certain I could hear what sounded kind of like moaning, although it was rather faint.

“Ah, here it is,” Clarissa said, with us apparently having arrived at our destination. We stepped through the opened doorway into a dimly-lit, six-foot-by-six-foot square room, with its walls painted a dull gray color. Aside from the fluorescent tube lamp affixed to the ceiling, the only items in the room were a couple of old wooden kitchen chairs.

“What’s going on?” I suspiciously asked my friend, as she closed the door behind us. “What is this place?”

She simply giggled, and turned to point toward a hole in the wall, about six inches in diameter, and roughly waist-high. “Now we wait.”

“Wait for what?” I whispered to her. My heart was now beating quite rapidly.

“You’ll see,” she said, following it up with a smirk and a wink of her eye. I was now even more confused than when we’d first arrived.

After putting our purses down onto one of the chairs, we stood there in silence, both gazing at the strange hole in the wall. After maybe two or three minutes, we heard some quiet commotion coming from the other side.

I glanced over at Clarissa briefly. She smirked again, before moistening her lips. I returned my attention to the hole. A few moments later, there was some motion visible through it.

“Oh my god!” I exclaimed. “That’s a… a penis!”

My friend held her extended index finger up in front of her lips, hushing me.

“Of course it is,” she quietly muttered. “This is a glory hole, after all.”

“A what?” I whispered back.

“A glory hole. You do know what that is, right?” she quizzed me.

I simply shook my head, while frowning.

Clarissa giggled lightly. “Well, you’re going to find out!”

Without wasting any time, she stepped toward the wall, and knelt down in front of it. She brought her hand up, and grasped the semi-erect cock that was protruding through the hole.

“Mmm, yeah,” a male voice moaned from the other side of the wall, as Clarissa began to run her right hand up and down the length of this stiffening shaft.

Suddenly finding myself frozen in place, all I could do was stare in total disbelief as my best friend pleasured this anonymous man’s semi-erect dick.

My first instinct was one of disgust. Clarissa didn’t know whose manhood it was. She didn’t know how clean it was, or where it had been.

Yet, as much as I didn’t want to admit it, I also felt a rather delightful tingling sensation start deep within my body. I gave my head a shake, trying my best to suppress and ignore it.

While feeling this strange mix of revulsion and curious arousal, I continued to watch as the cock in my friend’s hand seemed to get harder and harder the more she played with it.

The man on the other side of the wall must have stepped forward, because his scrotum was soon visible through the hole, too. As soon as Clarissa noticed it, she brought her left hand up and cupped it.

“Yeah, mmm, yeah,” the guy groaned, with my best friend giggling lightly as she squeezed his nuts.

I couldn’t believe what I was watching. While Clarissa had always been more adventurous than me, I never in a million years would’ve ever guessed that we’d end up at a place like this, and she’d be doing something like that. She was being so filthy, and I knew I shouldn’t be watching her, especially with me being a married thirty-five-year-old woman.

A sudden pang of guilt spread throughout me, and I managed to look away. If my husband Greg knew where I was and what my friend and I were doing, he would have been horrified, and probably quite upset, too.

Yet, even though I tried to keep my gaze averted, it was no use. I soon found myself watching as Clarissa continued to fondle the stranger’s dick that was poking through the hole in the wall.

Despite my husband still being on my mind, I suddenly felt my clit twinge in a very inappropriate way as my arousal continued to build. Biting down on my lower lip, I battled with my conscience as I watched my friend do things I’d never seen her do before.

Clarissa ran her right hand back and forth along this unknown man’s hard shaft, while squeezing and even twisting his nutsack with her other hand. His groans of pleasure, although somewhat blocked by the wall between us and him, made it clear that he was enjoying what she was doing to him. As I continued to watch, all of my thoughts about how my husband would react to this situation eventually dissipated. The tinging deep within me kept on getting more and more intense.

“Want a turn?” Clarissa suddenly said to me.

“Oh, gosh, no,” I managed to answer right away, despite being shocked by her suggestion. Although the idea of me joining in certainly seemed so wrong, I couldn’t ignore that my clit did lustfully twinge twice in a row after her offer.

“Suit yourself,” my friend said, as she let go of the dick.

A few seconds later, I saw her open her mouth. She then bent forward, bringing her lips right up to the head of the erect cock she’d just been jerking off. As soon as it began to enter her mouth, I let out a gasp.

I really couldn’t believe that Clarissa was doing that to this random man’s penis. As she took one inch after another of the shaft between her lips, I found myself getting more and more disgusted. But at the same time, it was also so damn hot to hear that man on the other side of the wall groan even louder than he already had been.

After taking as much of his length into her mouth as she apparently could, my best friend began to bob her head up and down, pleasuring the cock with her lips and tongue.

While I would do this to Greg every now and then, and he certainly liked it, it was something I’d never watched another woman do. It made me feel dirty to watch Clarissa doing it, but it was definitely sexy, too. It didn’t take long for me to begin imagining that I was in my friend’s place, and doing what she was doing, even though I knew it was something I could never actually bring myself to do in reality.

Again and again, Clarissa drove her mouth down onto the boner, while stopping every now and then to catch her breath. After licking the knob a few times, she’d then take it into her mouth yet again, resuming the blowjob she was giving. My clit continued to twinge maybe once or twice a minute.

Without even realizing that I was doing it, I brought my right hand down toward the front of my skirt. My fingers soon found their way between my legs, and I pressed upward against my womanhood. It felt quite good as I indirectly rubbed myself, with the fabric of my panties and skirt in between. It really was sexy watching Clarissa do something so intimate with this guy that she knew almost nothing about.

“Oh!” I suddenly gasped, right when I realized what my hand was doing. Although I wasn’t even sure how long I’d been doing it, I instantly pulled my hand away, right as an intense wave of shame washed over me.

It was bad enough that I was secretly enjoying what I was witnessing, even though it was so unacceptable in so many ways.

As I watched my friend continue to suck on the anonymous dick, now with her eyes closed, I could hear that the man’s moans were getting faster and faster.

My clit began to twinge again, and I just couldn’t help it. My right hand was soon moving downward again, directly to where it’d just been. I moaned lightly to myself as I once again started pressing against my needy pussy.

All of a sudden, the guy on the other side of the wall let out a deep groan. Clarissa’s eyes suddenly shot wide open. With his erection still in her mouth, she coughed a couple of times. I knew at that very instant that the man must have been blowing his load directly into my friend’s throat.

“Yesh, oh, yesh,” she awkwardly muttered with her mouth full of dick and jism, clearly enjoying what was going on.

The tingling deep inside me strengthened even more as I continued to watch as he finished inside of Clarissa’s mouth.

She suddenly pulled her mouth off of the hard penis, and gasped as she took in a very deep breath, before coughing once again. As she was doing that, a rope of cum fired out of the man’s dick as it bobbed in midair, and it splattered right across my friend’s face. Before she could react, a couple more bursts of spunk ended up on her lips and cheek.

While giggling at what had just happened to her, Clarissa reached out with her right hand again and grasped the man’s shaft. She rapidly jerked him off, but this time being careful to let his jism shoot past her face, rather than onto it.

It wasn’t long before the man let out a loud sigh, and although my friend continued to stroke her hand along his shaft, he wasn’t making any more cum, and I could tell that he was going soft.

Eventually, my friend released her grasp of the cock.

“Thanks,” said the man on the other side of the wall, as he pulled his now-soft dick through the glory hole. “That was great.”

“It was,” Clarissa agreed. She stood up, with her face covered with semen.

Noticing my friend’s predicament, I grabbed my purse from the chair and began to dig through it for some tissues.

While I searched for the small plastic-wrapped packet, Clarissa wiped her right index finger across her face to collect the cum that the guy had inadvertently deposited here. She licked her finger clean, before pushing some more of his remaining jism from her cheek into her mouth. She wasted no time devouring it all.

Finally finding the tissues in my purse, I pulled out a couple, and handed them to my friend.

“Thanks, Lillian,” she said appreciatively, as she used them to wipe the residual cum off of her fingers, and then off of her face. “Did I get it all?”

“Yeah, I think so,” said, as I gave her a quick inspection.

Although the tingling deep within me had calmed somewhat, my heart was still beating quite fast, and I couldn’t believe that I’d just watched my best friend give a blowjob to some random guy.

As I stood there with my back to the door, Clarissa fetched her own purse from the chair she’d dropped it on earlier. She took out a small portable mirror and some lipstick, and began to apply it. Once done, she put the items back in her purse.

“I guess we’ll be going now?” she asked me.

I didn’t reply. All I could do was stare past her, toward the hole in the wall.

“Hello?” my friend asked, now waving her outstretched hand in front of my face, but still I didn’t reply.

All of my attention was completely focused on the large, semi-erect penis that was now jutting through the glory hole. This definitely wasn’t the same dick that my friend had just pleasured.

It took
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