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During the first six years of my marriage to
Jeff, I had never once seriously considered being unfaithful,
though I had had plenty of opportunities to do so. With my blonde
hair, blue eyes, and fit yet curvy 5'2 figure, I got hit on by guys
all the time. I always coolly rebuffed the men in question, having
no interest in anyone but my husband.

Everything changed when I stumbled across a
cache of downloaded porn on Jeff's computer one day while he was at
work. (And yes, he had given me permission to get on his computer;
I needed to make a copy of a video he took of my sister's wedding.
Unfortunately--or fortunately, depending on your point of view--I
clicked on the wrong folder by accident.) I have to admit, I was
surprised and a little hurt to discover he watched porn, especially
in such volume: There were at least fifty videos in the folder!

I was even more surprised when I saw what
kind of porn it was. If I had stopped to think about it, I would
have assumed Jeff's taste in porn was fairly bland and traditional:
Swedish airline stewardesses, or something along those lines. So
you can imagine my shock when I saw that nearly every single video
in the folder involved white girls getting fucked by incredibly
well-hung black guys. It was with a weird, fluttery feeling in my
stomach that I sampled a few of the videos.

I'm no prude, but I did have kind of a
sheltered upbringing in a white-bread suburb. I had never dated
black guys (heck, I had never even gotten to know any black people
until I went to college), and I had watched very little porn over
the years. In other words, Jeff's videos were quite a revelation. I
was floored by the size of the black guys' cocks. I had never
imagined a human penis could get that big. The sight of those jumbo
dicks plunging in and out of those tight white pussies--and the
clearly unfaked orgasms the girls were having--aroused me in a way
I had never known before. Before I knew what I was doing, I had one
hand stuffed down my pants and my fingers on my clit. I kept
watching more videos and replaying my favorite bits over and over
while I masturbated. I hadn't been this bitch-in-heat horny since I
was a hormone-addled teenager.

It was only when my fingers started to cramp
that I realized I had better stop. Jeff was due home in an hour and
I still had to find and copy my sister's wedding footage.

I had always enjoyed making love with Jeff in
the past, but as he fucked me that night I couldn't help thinking
about how tiny his penis was in comparison with the ones I had seen
in the movies. While Jeff grunted away on top of me, I closed my
eyes and imagined I was getting banged by one of those super-sized
black cocks.

During the next few weeks, I watched Jeff's
movies every chance I could. I masturbated so often I had to stop
for a couple of days every now and then to give my aching clit a
rest. Nothing had ever aroused me this much before. I grew more and
more obsessed with the idea of getting fucking by a big black
cock.

I know that some couples have open
relationships, and Jeff's porn stash suggested that he probably
fantasized about me getting fucked by black guys. But I knew my
husband well enough to know that while he may fantasize about such
things, he would never, ever let it happen in real life. He tended
to flip out if I even so much as smiled too hard at another man.
There was no way he would consent to my having sex with anyone but
him.

I would have to do it without his consent,
then. Though I had been a dutiful wife for six years, things were
different now. I knew I would never rest easy without knowing what
it felt like to have one of those humongous black cocks inside
me.

I wasn't sure of the best way to make that
happen, though. Should I join an online dating site? Post an ad on
Craigslist? I had no idea. But as it turned out, I didn't have to
look too far from home.

I worked out every other day at a small,
locally owned 24-hour gym named MegaFitness. It was a simple,
bare-bones kind of place, with an area for free weights, two dozen
weight machines, and a few rows of cardio machines. In the back was
a locker room, with his and hers showers.

Several black guys worked out there, and in
the weeks following my big porn discovery, I found myself looking
at them in a whole new way, my eyes surreptitiously assessing their
crotches when they weren't looking.  Soon I spotted what I had
been looking for.

Anthony was a handsome black man, nearly 6'5,
with a large, muscular body he spent long hours sculpting. He was
one of the guys I mentioned earlier who had hit on me only to be
coolly rebuffed. He had tried more than once, actually. I guess I
can't blame him; I don't wear my wedding ring while I work out, so
he had no idea I was married.

On the day my horny dreams finally came true,
I was working out on the elliptical machine. The only other people
in the gym were Anthony, who was doing bench presses in the free
weight area directly in front of me, and a balding, middle-aged
white guy who was puffing away at the leg press machine off to my
right. I was pretending to watch the digital display on the
elliptical machine, but in reality I was trying to get an idea of
what Anthony sported between his legs.

It wasn't easy. Anthony always wore extremely
baggy sweatpants that turned his entire lower half into a shapeless
mass of gray fabric. I had always figured it was some kind of
black-guy fashion thing, but on this day I discovered that there
was a very practical element to his choice of clothing.

His noticed that his shoelace had come
untied, so when he was done with his current set, he racked the
barbell, sat up, and placed his foot onto the bench in front of him
to tie it. As he did so, I saw a long, heavy object sag against the
inside of his sweats along his inner thigh. My eyes widened. It
looked like he had a flashlight stuffed down his pants! It was
heavy enough to pull the fabric taut against the top of his
leg!

I suddenly realized his fingers had stopped
moving in the middle of tying his shoe. Puzzled, I glanced at
Anthony's face and found that he was smiling at me.

My first instinct was to look away, to lower
my flushing face to the elliptical machine's display panel and
pretend the whole thing had been an accident. But that wouldn't get
me what I wanted, so I forced myself to meet his sexy dark-brown
eyes and gave him a sultry smile in return. I felt so brazen, so
slutty. I liked it.

His smile widened. Then he looked down to
finish tying his shoe.

We kept stealing smiling glances at each
other while we exercised. He deliberately started positioning
himself in ways that made the contours of his cock visible to me. I
couldn't keep my eyes off that hefty bulge. My pussy got warmer and
wetter. I wanted to jump off the elliptical machine, rip off his
clothes, and impale myself on his massive tool. And from the looks
he was giving me, I could tell he wanted exactly the same thing.
But we couldn't do anything. Not yet.

After another twenty minutes the middle-aged
guy finished his workout. He hopped off the chest-press machine
with a weary sigh, patted the sweat from his face with a balled-up
towel, and headed out. That left me alone with Anthony and his
super-sized black cock.

Finally.

Anthony immediately racked the barbell he had
been doing shoulder presses with, and sauntered over to me as I
climbed off the elliptical machine.

"Hey, there," he said in his deep, midnight
voice. "Jennifer, right?"

"Call me Jenny," I said. "I'm surprised you
remember." And I was. We had talked only a handful of times many
months earlier.

"Oh, I always remember the important stuff,"
he told me.

I smiled, flattered. "So do I,
Anthony."


He grinned. Then he flapped his sweat-stained
shirt up and down, revealing tantalizing flashes of a set of
rock-hard abs. "Whew. I feel grimy. I need a long, hot shower."

"I know what you mean," I said. "I'm feeling
pretty grimy myself."

He raised an eyebrow. "Is that right?" He
reached out and lightly ran the back of his hand down my bare upper
arm. It was only a brief, glancing touch, but I was already so
keyed up with anticipation that it sent a warm jolt straight
through my pussy. "You know, there's plenty of room in those
showers for two."

"Hmm. I'm all for conserving water."

As it turned out, we never even made it to
the shower. The moment we entered the locker room, Anthony pulled
me to him and kissed me hard, his tongue thrusting deep into my
mouth. He ground his hips against me. His huge cock pressed into my
belly. Finally I was about to get what I hungered for, what my
tiny-dicked husband could never give me.

I drew away from Anthony a little and slid
one trembling hand down the front of his sweatpants and into his
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