
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Bi Secrets

By Chaz Alexander

Copyright 2026

February 1, 2026

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this ebook with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you're reading this ebook and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Author's Note: All characters in this story are at least 18 years of age or older.

Copyright © 2026 C. Alexander. All rights reserved.

This publication is protected by copyright law. No part of this work may be reproduced, distributed, transmitted, stored in a retrieval system, or used in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the copyright owner, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue: Long ago...
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The humid summer air of Florida clung to Alex like a second skin that August afternoon in 2008, the kind of Florida stickiness that made every movement feel labored and electric. He was nineteen, a sophomore architecture major at the University of Florida, living in a cramped off-campus apartment with three roommates who spent more time shotgunning beers than studying. The building was a relic from the '70s, peeling wallpaper, a shared bathroom that reeked of mildew and cheap body spray. But it was freedom. Away from his conservative parents in Orlando, who still called every Sunday to remind him about church and "staying on the straight path."

Alex had known he liked girls since middle school, stolen kisses behind the bleachers, awkward fumbles in backseats during high school. But boys? That had crept in quieter, like a shadow lengthening at dusk. It started with glances in the locker room after soccer practice, the way a teammate's sweat-slicked abs caught the light, or the casual brush of thighs in a crowded car. He pushed it down then, labeled it curiosity, nothing more.

College changed that. His first real encounter happened at a frat party his freshman year, the kind where red Solo cups littered every surface and the bass from the speakers vibrated through your chest. He'd had too many Jell-O shots, the world tilting pleasantly. A guy named Tyler, junior, lacrosse player, broad shoulders and a cocky grin, cornered him in the upstairs bathroom. 

"You keep staring," Tyler said, voice low over the muffled thump of music. 

Alex's denial died on his lips when Tyler leaned in, stubble scraping his jaw, mouth hot and insistent.

They didn't go far that night, just frantic making out against the sink, hands roaming under shirts, Alex's palm pressing against the hard bulge in Tyler's jeans. He felt it throb, thick and insistent, and something unlocked inside him. They stumbled to Tyler's room later, door locked, clothes shed in a heap. Tyler pushed Alex onto the bed, knelt between his legs, and took him in his mouth, slow at first, tongue swirling the head, then deeper, throat relaxing around him. Alex's fingers tangled in Tyler's hair, hips bucking involuntarily. 

"Fuck, yeah, like that," he gasped. 

When he came, hot spurts down Tyler's throat, he saw stars, the release sharper than anything he'd felt with girls.

They hooked up a few more times that semester. Tyler taught him things: how to suck cock without gagging too much, the trick of relaxing your throat, the salty taste of pre-cum. One night, after a few beers, Tyler flipped Alex onto his stomach, spread his cheeks, and rimmed him, tongue probing, wet and insistent, circling the tight ring before pushing inside. Alex moaned into the pillow, ass arching back, cock leaking onto the sheets. 

"You want more?" Tyler whispered. 

Alex nodded frantically. Tyler slicked a finger with spit, worked it in slow, burning stretch turning to pleasure as he curled it against that spot inside. Alex came untouched, body shaking, a low whine escaping his throat.

By spring, they'd progressed. Tyler fucked him for the first time in the back of his Jeep after a late-night study session, windows fogged, radio humming low. Alex on all fours in the cramped space, Tyler behind him, lube dripping cold down his crack. The head pressed against his hole, pressure building until it popped past the ring. 

"Breathe," Tyler murmured, inching deeper. 

Full. So full. Alex's cock dangled heavy between his legs, dripping steadily. Tyler started slow, then built, hips snapping, balls slapping Alex's with each thrust. 

"Take it, yeah, fuck, your ass is tight." 

Alex pushed back, meeting every stroke, hand flying to his own cock. He came first, ropes painting the seat beneath him, his ass clenching rhythmically around Tyler, who groaned and filled his partner deep inside.

It wasn't just Tyler. There was a guy in his design class, Ethan, slender, artistic, with pierced nipples and a tattoo curling down his hip. They met in the library stacks one rainy afternoon, whispers turning to touches behind the dusty shelves. Ethan dropped to his knees right there, unzipped Alex, and sucked him off, expert, no teeth, hollowing his cheeks until Alex had to bite his fist to stay quiet. Later, in Ethan's dorm, they sixty-nined on the narrow bed, Alex's mouth stretched around Ethan's slim cock, tasting musk and salt while Ethan deep-throated him. They came almost simultaneously, hot floods down each other's throats, swallowing greedily.

And then the threesome. A house party, too much weed, a girl named Lisa from his psych class. She was bold, pulling both Alex and her friend Mark into a bedroom. Clothes came off fast. Lisa rode Alex's cock, wet, tight heat enveloping him, while Mark knelt behind her, fingering her ass. Then Mark switched, sliding into Alex's mouth while Lisa bounced harder. Alex sucked him eagerly, tongue under the foreskin, lips sealed tight, until Mark pulled out and fucked Lisa's ass, the three of them a tangled mess of moans and sweat. Alex came inside her, feeling Mark's cock through the thin wall, then watched as Mark unloaded in her ass. Lisa made Alex clean her, tongue delving into her cum-filled holes, tasting the mix while she ground against his face.

These experiences defined his college years, secret, thrilling, a counterpoint to the girlfriends he dated publicly. He told himself it was experimentation, phase stuff. But the desires lingered, vivid in showers where he'd stroke himself remembering Tyler's thickness stretching him, or Ethan's cum sliding down his throat.

Graduation loomed in 2012. Alex landed an internship in Miami, met Sarah at that rooftop bar, vibrant, laughing, sea-glass eyes that saw right through his polished exterior. She was everything safe and exciting: smart, ambitious, strait-laced enough to fit the life he envisioned. He buried the bisexuality deep. No more apps, no more glances. He focused on her, learning her body, the way she gasped when he licked her clit slow, or arched when he fucked her from behind.

But suppression wasn't erasure. Alone in the shower, hand slick with soap, fantasies crept in. He'd imagine a man joining them, strong hands pinning him down while Sarah watched, or a thick cock sliding into his ass as he ate her out. At work, a colleague's broad shoulders would trigger it: picturing bending over the desk, pants around ankles, getting railed hard while biting his lip to stay quiet. Gym sessions were worse, sweaty bodies, grunts, the occasional brush in the locker room. He'd rush home, fuck Sarah desperately, channeling the forbidden want into her moans.

Nights when she worked late, he'd edge himself in bed, stroking slow, imagining a threesome: Sarah riding him while a faceless man fucked his mouth, cum dripping down his chin. Or reversed: him on all fours, ass full of cock, tongue buried in Sarah's pussy, tasting her while feeling every thrust. He'd come hard, guilt following like a shadow, whispering that this was wrong, that he had to lock it away to keep her.

But desires like that don't die. They simmer, waiting for a spark. And in the quiet moments, Alex knew: one day, the lid would blow.
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Chapter 1: The Hidden Desire
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The late-afternoon sun slanted through the tall windows of the Florida-style house, painting long gold rectangles across the white oak floors. Alex stood at the kitchen island, sleeves rolled to his elbows, chopping shallots with the kind of rhythmic precision that usually calmed him. Tonight, the knife felt heavier. He could hear Sarah upstairs, the soft thump of her bare feet as she changed out of her work clothes, the faint metallic clink of hangers in the closet. Eight years of marriage had taught him the exact cadence of her homecoming routine, and he still found it comforting, except on evenings like this one, when comfort felt like a thin veneer over something restless underneath.

He glanced at his phone, screen dark on the counter. No new notifications. Good. He’d closed the app an hour ago, heart hammering, telling himself it was just curiosity. Just looking. The app, called “Connect”, catered to men who liked men, men who liked women, men who liked both. He’d created the profile six weeks earlier on a sleepless night, using a cropped photo that showed only his jawline and the collar of a navy button-down. No face. No real name. “Bi-curious, married, exploring,” the bio read. He hadn’t messaged anyone. Hadn’t even replied to the handful of likes that had trickled in. But he kept opening the app anyway, scrolling through profiles the way someone else might scroll through vacation photos, half longing, half guilt.

The shallots hit the hot pan with a hiss. Olive oil shimmered. Alex added garlic, the sharp fragrance rising like a reprimand. He should have told her years ago. Before the wedding, maybe, or right after the honeymoon when everything still felt new and invincible. But the words had never come. Bisexual wasn’t a word people threw around casually in their circle, not the architects he worked with, not the parents at the school fundraisers Sarah dragged him to, not even the friends who thought they knew everything about them. He’d convinced himself it didn’t matter. He loved Sarah. He desired Sarah. The rest was just... history. College experimentation. A phase he’d outgrown.

Except he hadn’t.

“Smells incredible already,” Sarah said from the doorway.

She leaned against the frame, hair still damp from the quick shower she took after work, wearing one of his old college T-shirts that hit her midthigh. The faded maroon fabric clung in places that made his chest tighten. She smiled, the easy, unguarded smile that had hooked him the first time they met at a rooftop bar in Miami eight years ago.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Bi Secrets

The pastisnever truly forgotten’






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





