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  The Friend's Relief


Eight hours of mind-numbing spreadsheets, the constant hum of recycled air, and the endless stream of passive-aggressive emails had left Robert raw and desperate for escape. All he wanted was a cold beer, something greasy and hot from the microwave, and the mindless comfort of his own couch. But when he walked in, Tom was already there, slumped on the cushions, his face twisted in that pathetic, needy look Robert had come to hate. Cindy was next to him, her dress so short it barely covered her ass, the red fabric clinging to her curves, her thighs on full display. Robert’s keys hit the table, the sound lost under Tom’s endless whining about Jessica, about being alone, about how badly he needed something—anything—to take the edge off. 
“It’s been three weeks, Rob,” Tom said, his voice carrying that whine Robert had come to despise. “Three weeks and I can’t get a fucking moment’s peace. Every morning, I wake up hard as a rock. Every night, the same thing. I can’t think straight at work. I’m losing my goddamn mind.”
Cindy let out a soft, fake-sounding noise, her hand sliding onto Tom’s knee like it belonged there. That red dress—Robert knew it, the one that hugged every inch of her body, the one she wore when she wanted attention—was riding up her thighs, the black lace of her panties peeking out, impossible to miss. From where Robert stood, he could see everything, and Tom, sitting so close, had a perfect, shameless view straight up his wife’s skirt. Robert’s jaw clenched, a hot, ugly feeling twisting in his gut.
“You poor thing,” Cindy cooed, her fingers tracing idle patterns on Tom’s jeans. “That must be so uncomfortable for you.”
Robert loosened his tie and moved into the living room, forcing a casual tone that didn’t quite mask his irritation. “Hey, Tom. Didn’t know you were stopping by.”
Tom barely glanced at him. “Yeah, sorry, man. Cindy said I could come over. I just needed to talk to someone who gets it, you know?”
Robert watched Tom’s eyes, the way they kept dropping to Cindy’s bare thighs, his breathing getting heavier, almost ragged. Tom shifted, his hand moving to adjust the thick bulge in his jeans, the outline of his cock straining against the denim, impossible to ignore. Robert felt jealousy, sharp and bitter, but underneath it was something worse, something that made his own cock twitch, shameful and hungry, even as he tried to pretend he didn’t notice.
Cindy leaned forward, her tits almost falling out of that low-cut dress as she reached for her wine glass, her finger tracing a slow, teasing line along her collarbone. Tom’s eyes were glued to her, helpless, and when she looked at Robert, her smile was wicked, not even pretending to be innocent. She knew exactly what she was doing.
“Tom’s been telling me all about his problem,” she said, her voice dropping to that husky register Robert recognized from their bedroom. “It sounds absolutely agonizing.”
“Right,” Robert said, trying to inject some reason into this increasingly absurd situation. “Maybe you should see a doctor, Tom. Could be a hormone thing. Stress can do weird stuff to your body.”
Tom’s hand went to his crotch again, palming himself through his jeans with barely concealed desperation. “I’ve jerked off four times today already. Four times, and I’m still fucking hard. I don’t need a doctor. I need—”
“I can help with that,” Cindy interrupted, her words cutting through the room like a blade.
Robert’s heart hammered against his ribs. “Cindy, what are you—”
But she was already moving, sliding off the couch with fluid grace and kneeling between Tom’s spread legs. Her hands went to Tom’s belt, fingers working the buckle with practiced ease. Tom’s eyes went wide, darting between Cindy and Robert, his mouth opening as if to protest, but all that came out was a strangled groan.
“Cindy, stop,” Robert said, but the command came out weak, uncertain. His cock was hardening in his slacks, betraying him, and he hated himself for it.
Cindy glanced back at him, her auburn hair cascading over one shoulder. “Don’t worry, honey. I’m just being helpful. Tom needs relief, and we’re his friends, aren’t we?”
Cindy’s fingers went to Tom’s zipper, dragging it down so slowly it felt like torture. Tom’s hips lifted, desperate, helping her shove his jeans and boxers down. His cock sprang out, thick and flushed, the head already wet and shining with precum. It stood up, hard and heavy, bigger than Robert’s, and the sight of it made Robert’s stomach twist with humiliation and something darker, something that made his own cock throb in his pants.
Tom’s hands gripped the couch cushions, his knuckles white. “Fuck, Cindy, you don’t have to—”
“Shh,” she whispered, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. “Let me suck that ache away, you poor thing.”
Robert stood frozen, his feet rooted to the floor as his wife’s tongue darted out and licked a slow stripe up the underside of Tom’s cock. She moaned, soft and appreciative, as if she were tasting something delicious. Tom’s head fell back, his groan filling the room, and Cindy’s lips parted to take the swollen head into her mouth.
“Jesus Christ,” Tom gasped, his hand flying to Cindy’s hair, tangling in the auburn strands.
Robert knew he should stop this, should drag Cindy away, throw Tom out, do anything but stand there with his cock swelling, hard and aching, in his slacks. But he couldn’t move. He couldn’t look away. Cindy’s head moved up and down, her lips stretched wide around Tom’s cock, taking him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him. The wet, filthy sounds of her mouth filled the room, making Robert’s heart pound and his cock throb with need.
“Fuck, your mouth,” Tom groaned, his hips bucking upward. “So fucking good, Cindy.”
She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “You like that, baby? You like having my mouth wrapped around this big, needy cock?”
“Yes, fuck, yes,” Tom panted, his grip on her hair tightening.
Cindy shot Robert another look, her eyes gleaming with wicked delight. “Honey, doesn’t Tom’s cock look so swollen? He really does need help, doesn’t he?”
Robert’s mouth was dry. “Cindy, this isn’t—”
“Isn’t what?” she asked, her hand stroking Tom’s shaft in slow, torturous pumps. “Isn’t it right? Or isn’t turning you on?”
She knew. Of course she did. Robert’s cock was rock hard, straining against his slacks, impossible to hide. His face burned with shame, but there was no way to deny what he felt, not with his body betraying him so completely.
Cindy turned back to Tom, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before she took him deep, her throat working as she swallowed him down. Tom’s hand guided her, pushing her head down until her nose pressed against his pelvis. She gagged slightly, then relaxed, letting him use her mouth like a fuck toy.
“Oh God, I’m gonna cum,” Tom warned, his voice strained and desperate. “Cindy, I’m—”
She didn’t stop. She sucked him harder, her hand cupping his balls, rolling them as Tom’s whole body went stiff, his back arching as he came. Robert watched, helpless, as Tom’s cock jerked in Cindy’s mouth, watched her throat work as she swallowed every drop of his cum, not missing a single spurt.
When Tom finally sagged back, spent and gasping, Cindy released him with a satisfied hum. She licked her lips, her tongue darting out to catch a stray drop of cum at the corner of her mouth. Then she rose, crossed the room to Robert, and kissed him lightly on the lips. He tasted salt and musk, the unmistakable flavor of another man’s cum on his wife’s tongue.
Cindy pulled back, her lips glistening. “See? All better.”
Tom fumbled with his pants, zipping himself up with shaking hands. His face was flushed, his expression caught between guilt and satisfaction. “Uh, thanks, Cindy. That was… yeah. Thanks.”
“Anytime,” she said brightly, as if she’d just brought him a cup of coffee instead of sucking him dry on their couch.
Tom stood, avoiding Robert’s gaze as he headed for the door. “I’ll, uh, see you guys later. Thanks again.”
The door closed, leaving Robert alone, his cock still hard and aching, Cindy’s lips still glistening with another man’s cum burned into his memory. Resentment twisted inside him, but underneath it, deeper and filthier, was the raw, undeniable thrill of watching his wife be used right in front of him.

      ***The bedroom felt suffocating, the air heavy with everything they weren’t saying. Robert stood by the door, fists clenched, while Cindy moved to the bed like nothing had happened, her movements slow and deliberate. The sheets were still messy from that morning, the pillows dented, but now the whole room smelled different—musky, tainted, like Tom’s scent had soaked into their bed, into their marriage.
“What the fuck was that, Cindy?” Robert’s voice came out harsher than he’d intended, but he didn’t care. The image of her on her knees, Tom’s cock disappearing into her mouth, played on repeat in his mind.
Cindy turned to face him, her expression unbothered, almost amused. “I told you. I was helping Tom. The poor guy was suffering.”
“Suffering?” Robert barked out a bitter laugh. “He had a hard-on, Cindy. Guys get hard-ons. It’s not a fucking emergency that requires you to suck his dick in our living room.”
She reached behind her back, finding the zipper of her red dress. The sound of it sliding down seemed impossibly loud in the charged silence. “You’re being dramatic, honey. Tom needed relief, and I provided it. That’s what friends do.”
“Friends don’t—” Robert started, but the words vanished as Cindy let the dress fall from her shoulders, pooling at her feet. She stood there in just her black lace panties and bra, her body on display, nipples hard and pressing against the thin fabric. Robert’s cock twitched, hardening again, and he hated how fast his body betrayed him.
“Friends don’t what?” she asked, reaching behind her to unclasp her bra. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, her nipples peaked in the cool air of the bedroom. She cupped them, her thumbs brushing over the sensitive tips as she watched him. “Friends don’t help each other out? Friends don’t make sure their buddy isn’t in pain?”
Robert’s jaw tightened. “You sucked another man’s cock.”
“And you watched,” Cindy said, her hands sliding down her stomach, hooking into her panties. She pulled them down, slow and teasing, showing off the neat patch of auburn hair between her legs. “You stood there and watched me swallow Tom’s cum, and you didn’t do a thing to stop it. Why is that, Robert?”
“I was in shock,” he said, but the lie tasted bitter on his tongue.
Cindy stepped out of her panties, completely naked now, and closed the distance between them. Her hand went to his chest, pressing against the rapid thump of his heart. “You were hard. I saw the bulge in your pants. You’re still hard now.”
She was right. His cock was throbbing, straining against his slacks, desperate for her touch. He tried to step away, but Cindy followed, her hand sliding down to grab him through the fabric. The contact made him hiss, his hips jerking forward, helpless.
“See?” she purred, her fingers squeezing. “Your body knows the truth, even if you won’t admit it.”
“This is fucked up,” Robert said, but his voice lacked conviction.
Cindy’s hand went to his belt, unbuckling it with practiced efficiency. “What’s fucked up is you pretending you didn’t enjoy it. What’s fucked up is you lying to yourself.”
She pushed him back, making him stumble onto the bed, the mattress bouncing under his weight. Cindy climbed on top of him, straddling his hips before he could even think to protest. Her pussy was already wet, pressing against his slacks, the heat and slickness soaking through to his aching cock. She rocked her hips, grinding against him, smearing her arousal all over the fabric.
“Tell me you didn’t like it,” she challenged, her hands braced on his chest as she ground down on him. “Tell me it didn’t turn you on to see me on my knees with another man’s cock in my mouth.”
Robert’s hands gripped her hips, intending to push her off, but instead his fingers dug into her soft flesh, holding her in place. “Cindy, stop.”
“Stop what?” she said, her hand already unzipping his slacks. She pulled his cock free, wrapping her fingers around it, stroking him slow and deliberate. “Stop touching yourself? Stop letting me make you feel good? Or stop reminding you how much you loved watching me be a slut for
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