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Chapter 1: Secret Cravings
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I’d been married to Nicki for fifteen years, and at thirty-eight she was still the sexiest woman I’d ever laid eyes on. Her body had filled out in all the right places—full, heavy 36D tits that swayed when she walked, a round, lovely ass that jiggled perfectly when she rode me, and a tight, greedy little pussy that could stay dripping wet for hours once she got going. Her nipples were pierced, and those silver bars made them constantly sensitive. Even the slightest brush of fabric turned them into hard, aching points that begged to be sucked and tugged.

I loved her more than anything, but lately our sex life had become a challenge for me. I was average at best—just five inches long, though nicely thick. It used to be enough. Now, in my early forties, I couldn’t keep up with her insatiable appetite the way I once could. She still came hard when I fucked her, but I could see the hunger in her eyes for something more—something deeper, thicker, more filling. And the truth was, that thought turned me on more than it should have.

What Nicki didn’t fully know was how deep my secret fantasies ran. For years I’d jerked off to bi porn and hot wife videos late at night while she slept. I imagined watching her get stretched wide open by a much bigger cock, her pussy lips gripping a thick shaft as she moaned like a slut. Sometimes I pictured myself in the corner, stroking my own dick while another man used her. Other times the fantasies went further—I imagined touching him, wrapping my hand around his heavy cock, guiding it into her soaked cunt, even dropping to my knees to taste her juices mixed with his pre-cum. The thought of another man’s thick cock sliding against mine, or sliding into my own ass while Nicki watched, made me cum harder than anything else. I’d never told her how bi-curious I really was. Until last weekend, I’d kept it locked away.

Nicki had mentioned her ex, Ryan, a few times over the years. She’d told me casually that he was “hung,” but she never went into detail. I’d met him twice before—tall, broad-shouldered, confident, with an easy smile and the kind of presence that filled a room. He still lived a few hours away, but he was passing through town for work and texted her asking if he could stop by. When Nicki showed me the message, something twisted hot in my gut. Jealousy, sure—but mostly a dark, throbbing excitement.

“Sure, tell him to come over Saturday night,” I said, trying to sound casual. My cock twitched in my shorts just saying the words.

Saturday evening arrived, and the doorbell rang right on time. Ryan stepped inside looking just as I remembered—tall, fit, wearing a tight t-shirt that showed off his chest and gym arms, and a pair of loose athletic shorts that already hinted at something substantial underneath. We shook hands, cracked open cold beers, and settled into the living room. We talked about sports, old times, his recent divorce, and how life had treated us all. The conversation flowed easily, but the whole time my eyes kept drifting to the noticeable bulge resting along his left thigh. Even soft, it looked obscene.

Nicki sat beside me on the couch, wearing one of my old white t-shirts and nothing else. The thin cotton clung to her full breasts, and her pierced nipples were already stiff, poking prominently against the fabric like they had a mind of their own. She laughed at Ryan’s jokes, her cheeks flushed from the beer and something more. Every time she shifted; the hem of the shirt rode higher on her smooth thighs.

When Ryan excused himself to use the bathroom, Nicki immediately leaned into me, her breath warm against my ear. Her hand slid onto my thigh, dangerously close to my already half-hard cock.

“Did you see the bulge in his shorts?” she whispered, voice husky with excitement. “It looks even bigger than I remembered.”

My heart slammed in my chest. “How could I not?” I admitted, my voice thick. “Jesus, Nicki... it’s huge even soft.”

She bit her lip, eyes sparkling with that naughty gleam I loved. “I used to get that thing almost every night back in the day. God, it stretched me so good. I’ve missed how full it made me feel.”

Her words sent a jolt straight to my dick. I was fully hard now, pressing uncomfortably against my zipper. This was exactly the kind of dirty talk that fueled my secret jerk-off sessions—my hot little wife confessing how much she craved a bigger cock than mine.

Ryan came back from the bathroom, and the bulge had grown noticeably. The head of his cock was now clearly outlined, thick and heavy, pushing the fabric of his shorts outward. He caught us both staring and smirked.

Nicki didn’t miss a beat. She leaned forward, letting her tits press against the thin shirt. 

“Did I do that?” she asked playfully, pointing right at the growing tent between his legs.

Ryan chuckled, low and rough. 

“You always make me hard, Nicki. Some things never change.”

The air in the room suddenly felt electric, thick with raw sexual tension. My pulse raced. This was it—the moment my long-suppressed bi fantasies and hot wife desires started bleeding into reality. I shifted on the couch, trying to hide how painfully hard I was.

Nicki turned to me, her pierced nipples now rock-hard and impossible to ignore. Her cheeks were flushed pink, and her thighs pressed together like she was already getting wet. She looked me dead in the eyes, voice soft but dripping with lust.

“Baby... you want to see what I used to get? What used to stretch my pussy so deep I could barely walk the next day?”

My mouth went dry. Years of secret stroking to exactly this scenario flashed through my mind—watching her take a massive cock, maybe even helping, tasting, touching. My own average five-inch dick throbbed in my pants.

I swallowed hard, voice hoarse with need. 

“Yeah... I do. Show me.”

Ryan didn’t need to be asked twice. He stood up right there in our living room, hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts, and shoved them down in one smooth motion.

His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, already swelling to full hardness. It was enormous—close to nine thick inches of veined, meaty perfection, with a fat, flared mushroom head and a pair of heavy, low-hanging balls. It curved slightly upward, pulsing with his heartbeat. Pre-cum already glistened at the wide slit. It dwarfed my own cock in every way—length, girth, sheer presence.

Nicki let out a soft, hungry moan, her eyes locked on it like she was starving. 

“Fuck... I missed this monster so much.”

She glanced back at me, one hand already drifting between her own thighs under the t-shirt. 

“What do you think, baby? Still want me to play with it?”

My hand unconsciously palmed my own throbbing dick through my pants. The bi curiosity that had lived in my head for years roared to life. I wanted to see her take it. I wanted to watch every inch disappear inside her. And deep down, I wanted to touch it too.

“Yeah,” I breathed, voice raw with lust. “Go for it.”

The night had only just begun, and already my secret cravings were coming true in the sexiest way possible.
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Chapter 2: The Reveal
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The words hung in the air like thick smoke: 

“Go for it.” 

My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my cock. I had just given my wife permission to play with her ex’s massive dick right in our living room, and the rush of it made my own five-inch thickness strain painfully against my zipper. Years of secret bi fantasies and hot wife cravings collided in that single moment. I had jerked off countless times imagining exactly this—Nicki on her knees for a bigger cock while I watched, stroking, maybe even touching. Now it was happening for real.

Nicki’s eyes lit up with pure, filthy hunger. She didn’t hesitate. She slid off the couch and dropped gracefully to her knees in front of Ryan, her pierced nipples poking obscenely against the thin white t-shirt. The hem rode up her thighs, giving me a clear view of her smooth, shaved pussy lips already glistening with arousal. She was soaked, and we’d barely started.

Ryan stood tall, his nine-inch monster jutting out proudly, thick veins pulsing along the shaft, the fat mushroom head dark and shiny with a fat bead of pre-cum already forming at the slit. His heavy balls hung low and full, swaying slightly as he shifted his weight. It was obscene—longer, thicker, and far more imposing than my average cock had ever been.

“Damn, I missed this cock,” Nicki breathed, her voice husky and dripping with need. 

She wrapped both small hands around the base, and even then, her fingers didn’t quite meet. She stroked him slowly from root to tip, twisting her wrists, milking that thick vein underneath. Ryan groaned low in his throat, his hips twitching forward.

“Look at it, baby,” she said, turning her head to lock eyes with me. “This is what used to stretch me open every night. So much thicker than you... so much longer. I could feel it for days afterward.”

Her dirty confession sent a hot spike of jealousy and arousal straight to my balls. I unzipped my pants and pulled my own cock out, already leaking pre-cum. It looked small next to his, but it was rock-hard and throbbing as I wrapped my hand around it and started stroking slowly, matching her rhythm on him.

Nicki leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to lap at the fat head of Ryan’s cock. She swirled it around the ridge, collecting the salty pre-cum, then moaned like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted. 

“Mmm... still tastes so good.” 

She opened her mouth wider and took the head between her lips, sucking gently while her hands continued to stroke the thick shaft.

She could deep-throat my entire five inches without effort, but Ryan’s girth was a different story. She pushed forward, taking maybe four thick inches before her throat tightened and she gagged softly. Spit immediately spilled from the corners of her mouth, dripping down her chin and onto
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