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RUN, SWEAT AND CUM
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Sweet & Sticky

––––––––
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A 10km run today.

It was hot outside.

I’m standing at the sink with an untouched towel beside me. I drink water as sweat drips from me and soaks into the running gear clinging to my body.

I know my husband is behind me—sitting at the kitchen table, pretending to work.

––––––––
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I arch my back and let out a fake sigh.

I stick my Lycra-clad ass out towards him.

This is too much to ignore.

He moves fast, gripping me from behind. His already-hard cock grinds against me as he licks and sucks my neck. 

“My God... you taste so good.”

––––––––
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My damp top and sports bra hit the floor.

His hands find my breasts - rubbing in the sweat, pinching my nipples hard before he drops to his knees. 

He yanks down my running tights in one violent move and buries his face in my sweat-soaked cunt and ass. He eats me alive, drinking in the salt and my sweetness. 

My legs tremble. I hold onto the counter and push back against his face. The heart rate monitor on my wrist bleeps as I hit my ‘exercise’ zone.

––––––––
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He gets up and clears the kitchen table. Tights around my ankles and trainers still on, I hobble over and lie on my back as he frees his cock.

His face is as flushed as mine when he enters me.

My husband holds my toned legs high, fucking me as he clumsily removes each trainer and sock. He sucks my toes and licks my hot feet as his cock slides in and out—sending us both crazy.

He finally peels off the running tights, takes a deep primal sniff, then flings them across the room.

––––––––
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His strokes are harder now. Legs on his shoulders, he pummels me, licking and sucking my feet and ankles between thrusts. I grip the edges of the table holding on for dear life. His hands roam, seeking sweaty skin. His touch burns in the best way.

––––––––
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When he’s close, he takes preventative measures. I stay on the table as he drops to his knees again, replacing cock with tongue. He drinks me in. His tongue finds my clit and expertly brings me to orgasm like I have trained him to after all these years of marriage. My back arches on the wood. I come in his mouth, gasping, until my writhing cunt wriggles free.

––––––––
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He stands again - his cock wet and ready.  It slides back in with ease and my pussy makes wet, happy sounds as he fucks fast, racing towards his finish line. Sweat pours from him like it did from me. He pulls out just in time, spraying a week’s worth of pent up cum across my stomach and tits, cursing my name as he does so. 

––––––––
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In the afterglow he rubs his cum into my skin like some filthy sports massage. I’m a mess, and I smile as he helps me up. Only now do I reach for the towel. I scoop up my damp gear and head to the shower.

The kitchen resets.

Until my next 10km run.
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THE GIRL IN THE SEX SHOP
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My pussy’s Fairy Godmother

––––––––
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Sex toys. 

My friends talked about them constantly. All my magazines had at least one feature on them. They even began appearing on daytime TV. 

Pressured and desperate to fit in, I went shopping.

I didn’t want anything arriving through the post for my family to discover, so I took a train to the city after researching a fashionable sex shop online. The place wasn’t difficult to find—this was the easy part.

The hard part was walking in.

It took me over ten minutes to build up the courage—circling the entrance like some embarrassed teenager buying their first condoms. Finally, when there were no customers inside and a minimum number of passers-by, I darted in.

I didn’t see her as I walked through the shop towards the back. I kept my head down through the lingerie and wigs. Made zero eye contact with the staff past the massage oil and whips. I only looked up when I reached my goal: the back wall and the sex toys it displayed.

Problem - there were so many, and in those brief seconds, I started to panic. This was a bad idea. Feeling out of place and suddenly needing a drink, I turned to leave.

And then, out of nowhere, there she was—my pussy’s Fairy Godmother. Short, head to toe in black, confidently dyed red hair. Her young smile wore slick lipstick and the rest of her makeup was Vogue perfect.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





