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Corporate Bisexual Fantasies: An Executive’s Double Life

A Bi Husband’s MMMF Awakening 

God, the sheer weight of my history crashes over me every time I wrap my hand around my cock, the dim light of my office casting shadows that feel like ghosts of my past. It’s not just the stroke, the way my shaft throbs in my grip, precum leaking like a promise—it’s the memories that drag me back to the very beginning, to that stifling small town where my bisexuality first took hold. I was born into a world of rigid expectations, my father a hard-nosed factory worker who believed in old-school masculinity, his sermons about “being a real man” echoing through our home. He’d talk about family honor and straight paths, ignoring the way his own drinking binges turned our house into a battleground. 

My mother was quieter, withdrawn, her eyes avoiding the bruises on my arm when I came home late, not asking questions. But even as a kid, I felt it—the pull toward something unnamed. At 12, I’d sneak peeks at my older brother’s porn magazines, not just the women with their spread legs and wet cunts, but the men in the background, their hard cocks making my stomach flip. I’d touch myself under the covers, imagining their hands on me, the thought of being filled by one while stroking another sending shocks through my young body.

By 18, that curiosity exploded into action. The town was a prison of conformity, but the woods behind the school were my escape, a shadowy haven where secrets thrived. That’s where Tyler found me, the local bad boy with a reputation for violence and sex. 

He was 20, tattooed, and reeked of rebellion, his jeans always hanging low enough to tease the bulge underneath. We’d shared classes, and his stares had grown bolder, undressing me in his mind. One evening, after soccer practice, he cornered me near the bleachers. 

“You think you’re better than us? Think you can hide what you are?” His words were a challenge, his breath hot on my face as he pushed me into the forest. I didn’t fight it; I was curious, terrified, and horny. Under the cover of trees, he stripped me down, his hands rough on my skin, tracing my chest before gripping my cock. 

“Look at you, already hard,” he snarled, stroking me slowly as I gasped. He dropped to his knees first, surprising me, his mouth enveloping my dick in a warm, wet embrace. I’d never felt anything like it, his tongue swirling around my head, taking me deeper until I was moaning like a whore. But he flipped the script quickly, shoving me down and pulling out his own massive, uncut cock. 

“Your turn, bitch.” 

I obeyed, sucking him hard, my throat stretching as he face-fucked me, his balls slapping my chin. The pain was intoxicating, mixed with the thrill of submission, and when he came, his hot cum flooding my mouth, I swallowed it all, my own release hitting the ground in ropes. That was the catalyst, the moment I knew I couldn’t deny it anymore. High school became a series of stolen moments—behind the bleachers with the quarterback, whose thick cock I’d take in my mouth after games, or in the backseats of cars with girls, my fingers plunging into their cunts while I fantasized about being double-penetrated.

The secrecy took its toll. My family’s disapproval loomed large; my father’s rants about “fags” and “whores” made me hide deeper, jerking off in solitude to the flashbacks, the shame twisting into desire. 

College was my breakout, where I embraced those circles—orgies in dorm rooms, where I’d be spit-roasted by two guys, their cocks alternating as I moaned for more. It shaped my relationships, especially with Clara. She walked in on me once, sucking off a dorm mate, and instead of walking away, she joined in, her mouth on his cock while I watched... 

That led to our marriage, a partnership where my bisexuality was celebrated, not shamed. One night, it went further than fantasy. The local bad boy, Tyler, had been my gateway drug to this world. He was everything my father hated—tattooed, rebellious, and openly sexual. We met behind the school after hours, the air cool and the stars overhead, when he cornered me and pressed his body against mine. 

“You’ve been staring at me for weeks,” he accused, his breath hot on my neck. 

I tried to deny it, but his hand was already down my pants, gripping my cock firmly. 

“Don’t lie to me, you little slut.” He forced me to my knees right there, the gravel digging into my skin as he pulled out his uncut dick, stroking it slowly in front of my face. I opened my mouth willingly, taking him in, his cock filling me up as I gagged and sucked, my hands roaming to my own erection. It was my first real blowjob, and the taste of him—salty, raw, and dominating—ignited something unquenchable. He came hard, flooding my mouth with his load, and I swallowed every drop, my own orgasm hitting as I fingered my ass in the dirt. That was the spark, but it grew into a flame, leading to more illicit encounters in high school. Behind the bleachers after games, I’d suck off the quarterback, his muscular body pinning me as he fucked my face, his cum dripping from my lips. He’d call me his “dirty secret,” and I’d crave the duality—his rough touch one night, a girl’s soft pussy the next.

Those years were a whirlwind of secrecy and satisfaction. My family remained oblivious, my father’s rigid rules pushing me deeper into the shadows. 

I do remember one summer, though, sneaking out to a rundown motel with a couple I met online, where I became the center of their play. The man, older and experienced, bent me over while his partner watched, her fingers deep inside her own cunt as he pounded my ass raw. 

“You’re a natural born slut,” he grunted, his cock stretching me wide. 

But it wasn’t just about the physical—it was the emotional rush, the way these encounters validated the parts of me I’d hidden. College amplified it all; I joined bisexual circles where orgies were the norm, my body a canvas for endless exploration. There was that dorm party where I was spit-roasted by two guys, their cocks alternating in my mouth and ass, while others watched and jerked off. The room smelled of sweat and cum, the sounds of moaning and slapping flesh echoing off the walls. I loved it, but the fear of my family finding out kept me on edge, leading to nights alone, stroking myself to the memories, whispering promises of more.

Then Clara entered my life, the woman who changed everything. We met at a college bar, her confidence drawing me in like a magnet. She was the first to accept my bisexuality without judgment, walking in on me with a guy one night and saying, “Don’t stop on my account.” 

Our relationship blossomed into something profound, built on shared secrets and open exploration. She’d dress me in leather for our private sessions, pegging my ass while I sucked off her friends, her voice coaching me through it. 

“Take it deeper, you greedy bastard,” she’d say. 

That acceptance led to our marriage, a partnership where my desires weren’t burdens but adventures. Now, in the corporate world, those urges collide with my daily grind, turning every office glance into a potential firestorm.

The office is my daily battlefield, a sleek tower of glass and steel where my bisexuality thrives in the shadows, a secret weapon that keeps me on edge. Mike, the intern, is my current obsession—24, with a jawline that could cut glass and eyes that linger a second too long on my crotch. During today’s meeting, I felt his gaze burning into me as I presented, his leg brushing mine under the table. It’s not just flirting; it’s a game, and I’m playing to win. After the meeting, I cornered him in the hallway, my hand on his arm. 

“You’ve been staring,” I accused, low enough for only him to hear. He blushed but didn’t deny it, his cock straining against his pants as I backed him into the supply closet. The door locked with a click, and I shoved him against the shelves, my mouth on his neck, biting and sucking as my hands roamed his body. 

“Strip,” I ordered, watching him fumble with his buttons, his dick springing free—thick, cut, and dripping with anticipation. I dropped to my knees, taking him in my mouth, sucking slow at first, then faster, my tongue swirling around his head as he moaned. It was a rush, reminiscent of my early days—sucking off the quarterback in the locker room, the risk of getting caught making it sweeter. Mike grabbed my hair, fucking my face just like Tyler did back then, his cum flooding my throat as I swallowed greedily.

But Mike wasn’t my only target... 

Derek, the CFO, had been my mentor in more ways than one. Our first encounter was during a late-night meeting, his hand on my thigh under the table. 

“You’re not just here for the job, are you?” he’d said, leading me to his office and bending me over his desk. 

His cock was a beast, stretching me wide as he spanked my ass, whispering, “This is how you rise in this company, boy—on your knees.” We fucked in every corner: the copy room, the elevator after hours, even the parking garage where he took me against his BMW. 

Those memories mix with the present, as I think about Clara at home, her texts fueling my fire. “Tell me about him,” she’d message. “Did he fuck your throat like I do?”

Last week, I brought Mike home, Clara waiting with a devilish grin. She watched as I pinned him to the bed, my cock in his mouth while I fingered his ass, her hands on my back, whispering encouragement. 

“You’re such a whore for it,” she said, joining in, her pussy grinding against his face as I took him. It was pure ecstasy, the three of us a tangle of limbs and dripping, hot cum.

The pressure at work only heightened my cravings, turning every interaction into a potential encounter. Mike’s presence lingered, his texts after hours a constant tease: 

“Can’t stop thinking about your cock in me.” 

One afternoon, I called him into my office for a “private discussion.” 

The door locked, and I had him on the desk, his legs spread as I ate his ass, my tongue probing deep while he stroked himself. Flashbacks to my college days flooded in—orgies where I was the star, taking multiple cocks and loving every second.

Back with Clara, our nights were a release. She’d strap on her favorite toy, pegging me as I described Mike’s mouth, her thrusts syncing with my moans. 

“You love being filled, don’t you?” she’d say, her hands on my hips.

The tension had been building for weeks, a storm of desires swirling in my gut as I navigated the minefield of my professional and personal life. The office was my battleground, where every stolen glance from Mike or summons from Derek threatened to unravel everything. I’d been riding the edge, my bisexuality a double-edged sword that cut through the monotony of corporate life and into the raw heart of my needs. 

Clara knew it all—the way I’d confessed my early cravings in that small town, the woods encounters that shaped me, and how I’d hidden my double life from my family. She’d always been the one to pull me back, her touch a reminder that this world of lust was ours to control. But tonight, at the company retreat, it all came to a head.

The retreat was at a luxury hotel, a sprawling estate with private suites that screamed discretion. Clara and I had planned it for days, deciding to bring Mike into the fold after his persistent flirting at the office. He was young, eager, and exactly my type—muscular from the gym, with a cock that bulged in his slacks during late-night work sessions. I’d already fucked him in the supply closet earlier that week, my dick pounding his ass while he moaned my name, his hands braced against the shelves as I growled, “Take it like the slut you are.” 

But this was different; Clara wanted in on the action, her own bisexuality mirroring mine in ways that made our marriage electric. She’d caught me jerking off to memories of Derek, the ex-CFO who’d bent me over his desk
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