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  Chapter one
Reunion


Kyle liked to pretend that Bill was just a bad memory, a ghost from the days when every girl he dated ended up getting fucked by his so-called best friend. He’d married Linda, got a job, moved far away from the town where Bill had turned him into a joke. But now, driving Linda through those same streets, heading to the fancy restaurant for his high school reunion, Kyle’s stomach was in knots, the same sick dread from his teenage years crawling back up his throat. 
It started sophomore year, the so-called 'trust tests' that were really just Bill fucking every girl Kyle brought around. Bill was supposed to be his best friend, his wingman, but every time Kyle introduced a girlfriend, it was only a matter of days before she was on her knees for Bill or bent over for him. Sarah, who said she loved Kyle, had her lips wrapped around Bill’s cock in the back of his Camaro. Jessica, the shy bookworm, let Bill fuck her ass right there in Kyle’s dorm room. It happened so often that Kyle stopped being shocked and started getting hard from it, some twisted part of him getting off on the humiliation, even if he’d never admit it out loud.
Linda didn’t know any of this. She knew Bill was an old friend, but Kyle had made sure she never heard about the part where Bill turned him into a cuckold over and over. As they walked into the restaurant, all exposed brick and fake fancy lighting, Kyle let himself hope for once. Maybe this time would be different. Linda was his wife, not just another girlfriend for Bill to fuck. She was supposed to be his, loyal, the one woman who wouldn’t end up on her knees for Bill.
The hostess took them to a corner booth, the kind of spot where you could watch everyone else. Linda looked fucking incredible in her tight cream blouse, her tits practically spilling out, her long black hair making her look like every guy’s wet dream. Kyle ordered wine, squeezed her hand, and tried to convince himself that everything was fine. Bill probably wouldn’t even show up tonight. Maybe he was finally safe.
“Kyle! Fucking hell, man, is that you?”
The sound of Bill’s voice was like getting kicked in the balls. Kyle turned and there he was, sliding right in next to Linda like he owned the place, like he owned her. Bill looked older, but still had that smug, cocky grin, broad shoulders filling out his shirt, the kind of guy who never heard the word 'no.'
“Bill,” Kyle managed, his voice tight. “I didn’t know you were—”
“Couldn’t miss reunion week, bro. This must be the famous Linda.” Bill extended his hand to her, and Kyle watched, his knuckles whitening around his water glass, as Linda’s face lit up with that gorgeous smile she reserved for people she genuinely liked.
“It’s so nice to finally meet you!” Linda said, her voice bright and bubbly. “Kyle’s mentioned you before.”
“All good things, I hope,” Bill said, and his eyes flicked to Kyle for just a fraction of a second—long enough for Kyle to see the knowing smirk hiding behind the charm. “Kyle and I go way back. We were inseparable in high school.”
Kyle’s body betrayed him. His stomach twisted, his heart pounded, and under the table his cock started to get hard. He couldn’t stop the images: Linda in that black lace lingerie, her tits spilling out, on her back with her legs spread wide, Bill’s fat cock slamming into her while she screamed his name. The thought made Kyle’s cock throb, even as it made him want to crawl under the table and die.
“Kyle? You okay, babe?” Linda’s voice cut through the fantasy, and Kyle realized he’d been staring blankly at the menu.
“Yeah, I’m… fine. Just deciding what to order.”
Bill took over the whole dinner, making crude jokes and complimenting Linda’s tits, her smile, the way she laughed. He kept touching her arm, leaning in so close Kyle felt like he wasn’t even there. Linda ate it up, laughing at everything Bill said, leaning forward so her blouse slipped down and gave Bill a perfect view of her tits. Kyle just sat there, invisible, his cock aching under the table.
Kyle tried to talk about anything else—his job, their vacation, anything to pull Linda away from Bill’s gravity—but it was pointless. Bill was a fucking black hole, and Linda was already circling him, ready to fall in.
“So what have you been up to, man?” Bill asked eventually, turning to Kyle with casual interest. “Still the same old Kyle?”
The question hit like a slap. Still the same old Kyle—the loser who couldn’t keep a girlfriend, the pathetic cuck, the guy everyone laughed at behind his back.
“I’m… we’re good,” Kyle stammered. “Married life is great.”
“That’s awesome, man. Really happy for you.” Bill’s tone was sincere, but his eyes told a different story. They said: We both know how this ends.
Kyle couldn’t stop the images. Linda on her knees, Bill’s fat cock stretching her lips, her eyes watering as he shoved it down her throat. Bill grabbing her hair, calling her a filthy slut, using her mouth like she was nothing. Linda gagging, drooling, loving every second while Kyle watched, hard and humiliated.
His own cock throbbed painfully in his pants.
After dinner, Bill stood to leave, clapping Kyle on the shoulder. “We should hang out this week, catch up properly. It’s been too long, bro.”
“Yeah, definitely,” Kyle lied.
Bill took Linda’s hand and kissed it, like he was some kind of fucking prince, then walked out, leaving Kyle sitting there, his cock still hard, feeling like a complete joke.
Back at the hotel, Kyle couldn’t get the images out of his head. Bill’s hands all over Linda, Bill’s cock inside her. Even as Linda stripped off her heels and stretched, looking like a fucking goddess, all Kyle could see was her getting used by Bill, her moans echoing in his ears.
“That was fun,” Linda said, pulling him toward the bed. “Your friend is really charming.”
Kyle couldn’t even speak as Linda undid his belt, her hands quick and hungry. She pulled out his cock—already hard from hours of filthy thoughts about her and Bill—and took him in her mouth, sucking him like she’d done it a thousand times. Her tongue worked his tip, her hand squeezed his balls, and Kyle should have been in heaven, but all he could think about was Bill’s cock in her mouth instead.
But all he saw was Bill. Bill’s cock stretching Linda’s lips, Bill’s hands forcing her head down, Bill calling her a filthy cumslut while she choked and drooled, and Kyle’s cock just got harder, burning with shame and sick excitement.
Kyle barely lasted a minute before he shot his load into Linda’s mouth, gasping like a loser. She swallowed, looking up at him, confused and a little disappointed, and Kyle just wanted to disappear.
“I’m… a little tired,” Kyle mumbled, rolling onto his side. “Sorry.”
Linda went to the bathroom to clean up, and when she came back, she just got into bed without saying anything. Kyle lay there, his pathetic performance and tiny load hanging in the air between them, crushing him until he could barely breathe.
He dreamed of Bill fucking his wife.

      ***The reunion was in the same hotel ballroom where Kyle had gone to prom, only now everyone looked older and more tired. Linda came out of the bathroom in a black dress so tight it looked painted on, her tits practically spilling out, the hem barely covering her ass. She looked like a porn star, every guy’s fantasy, and as they walked in, Kyle felt proud for a second—then the dread hit him like a punch to the gut.
Every guy in the room stared at Linda, their eyes glued to her tits and ass. Tom Fletcher, who used to be a jock but now looked like he ate footballs for breakfast, slapped Kyle on the back and said, 'Jesus, Kyle, how’d you land that?' Kyle faked a laugh, watching Linda’s hips sway as she walked to the bar, her skin glowing, her hair perfect, and all he could feel was a mix of pride and the sick fear that it was only a matter of time before someone else had her.
The night dragged on. Kyle played the good husband, introducing Linda to old classmates, pretending not to notice every guy in the room undressing her with their eyes. Linda loved the attention, laughing, flirting, her tits bouncing as she talked. Kyle just stood there, sipping his beer, lying to himself that nothing was going to happen.
Then the whispers started.
The first one came from Jake Morrison, a guy Kyle had barely known in high school. Jake sidled up beside him at the bar, ordered a whiskey, and said casually, “So… did Bill fuck her yet?”
Kyle’s stomach dropped. “What?”
“Come on, man. We all know how it goes with you and Bill.” Jake grinned, not unkindly, as though he were discussing sports scores rather than Kyle’s humiliation. “She’s fucking gorgeous, by the way. Bill’s gonna have a field day.”
Kyle’s face went red, his cock getting hard in his pants like the pathetic cuck he was. 'He hasn’t—we’re married. It’s not like that,' he lied, knowing nobody believed him.
Jake shrugged, unconvinced, and walked away. But the question lingered, spreading through the room like wildfire. Kyle caught snippets of conversation, former classmates murmuring to each other with knowing glances in his direction.
“Think Bill’s made his move yet?”
“Give it time. He always does.”
“Poor Kyle. Some things never change.”
Every time someone whispered about Bill fucking his wife, Kyle’s cock throbbed harder. He shifted, trying to hide it, but the humiliation just made him hornier. Everyone knew. Everyone expected Linda to end up in Bill’s bed, and the public shame made Kyle’s cock ache in a way he hated and craved at the same time.
Kyle kept his eyes down, face burning, hands shaking as he chugged his beer and ordered another, desperate to drown out the shame and the hard-on straining in his pants.
Linda found him near the end of the night, her cheeks flushed from dancing and her eyes bright with excitement. She leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear, and said, “That old friend of yours invited us over after the party. Bill? He said he’s having a few people over for drinks.”
Kyle’s heart seized. “I’m… a little tired. How about another night?”
Linda pouted, but nodded, and went to relay his excuse to Bill. Kyle watched from across the room as she spoke to him, Bill’s expression shifting from surprise to irritation. Then Bill’s eyes locked onto Kyle, and he strode across the ballroom with purposeful intent.
“What’s this about you being tired, man?” Bill’s voice was low, edged with frustration. “Seriously? Hell, the night’s just begun!”
Kyle stammered, his voice weak. “I’m… it was a long drive. I’m just not feeling it.”
Bill leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a harsh whisper that only Kyle could hear. “Bro, why are you trying to cock block me?”
Kyle’s mouth went dry. “I’m not… I just…”
“Don’t bullshit me, Kyle. I know what you’re doing.” Bill’s eyes bored into him, unrelenting. “You’ve been pulling this avoidance shit since we got here. But you can’t avoid this forever. You know how it works. You know how it always works.”
Kyle’s cock was rock hard, straining against his pants, his face burning with shame. His body was betraying him, just like always, getting off on the thought of Bill fucking his wife.
Bill’s expression softened slightly, his voice taking on a coaxing tone. “Look, I get it. You’ll feel better once it’s over. I promise. I know you have like, a thing for this one, so I’ll tell you what. Just bring her by after the party and I’ll let you watch, okay?”
The words hit Kyle like a sledgehammer. Watch. Bill was offering to let him watch as he fucked Linda. The twisted, masochistic part of Kyle that had been festering since high school roared to life, drowning out every rational thought.
“Yeah. Okay,” Kyle heard himself say, his voice hollow.
Bill clapped him on the shoulder, grinning. “That’s what I’m talking about. I’ll text you the address.”
Kyle stood rooted to the spot as Bill walked back to Linda, leaning in to murmur something in her ear. Linda’s face lit up with excitement, and she nodded eagerly. She glanced across the room at Kyle, waving with a bright smile, and Kyle felt his stomach twist into knots.
They left the reunion shortly after. Linda chattered excitedly during
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