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she lowered her pussy onto my stiff cock for a second time,
arching the top half of her body way forwards so that her head was
on the couch itself, her body so fit and lithe as I gazed longingly
at the mouth-watering sight of her ass; then she reached back and
grabbed her butt cheeks hard, pulling them apart and I was full of
a sudden overwhelming desire to eat out her asshole, as she took
the full thickness of my cock


That night as I finished off another busy day of work, I had
my first proper realisation of feeling overweight. Sure, Doctor
Henson had warned me two weeks ago that I needed a lifestyle
change: my sugar was high, my cholesterol
was high, yada-yada-yada; but up until that
moment I hadn’t changed anything one iota. Perhaps this realisation
was a direct result of my feeling in the last few weeks that my
marriage – now twelve years in the making – was not what it used to
be; or perhaps it was the fact that my excessive backlog of work
was well under control now – giving me the time to
breathe at last; but
either way, I jumped up from my seat and decided right there and
then that yes: I would finally visit the
gym. If nothing else, it would give me an
excuse to get out of the house and away from my increasingly
irritating wife.

I never thought – even just a few months ago – that I would be
telling myself this. My wife Philippa and I had been very happy for
a long while, and for the first few years at least, she had really
been my soulmate. But in the last couple of years I had begun to
feel that her zest for life had gone somehow, that the natural
enthusiasm and positivity that she’d always exuded, had
disappeared; and not only that, but she was beginning to fill out
and become less attractive to me. We had always both been ambitious
to live the best life possible, and although things hadn’t exactly
turned out that way, I still clung on to the hope that our fortunes
would still improve in time. Philippa always used to be totally
with me on this – or at least I always felt that she was – but
these days she seems to have accepted her lot, that there is no
point in holding on to these dreams anymore. She is also becoming
so damned predictable these days, saying so many mundane and pointless things that
I’ve started to wonder how I’d ever found her
interesting.

I am
also, I must admit, a very average “run-of-the-mill” father. I love
my kids of course, but now they are at that age (thirteen and
eleven) when they’re becoming more independent, I do lack a
sizeable chunk of the passion that I’d had for them in their
earlier years – and I’m really at a loss to know why. I am now
thirty-nine years old and run my own printing company from home.
The last two years had finally seen a significant rise in profits,
but bizarrely Philippa still held a largely negative attitude
towards everything. It’s as if she seems to have backed me up to a
point, but now – even with the increased profits and a wonderful
holiday in South-East Asia fourteen months ago – she had come to
the conclusion that, improved business or not, we would always live
in this same, ordinary house and never achieve our ambitions. She
didn’t say it of course, but I could see it in her demeanour every
day.

And so it was that I went upstairs to the bedroom and started
to throw a few things into my sports bag. ‘What are you doing?’
came my wife’s voice from our en-suite bathroom. I got quickly
irritated at not just her uncanny ability to detect any noise in
the house, but also that she somehow instantly knew its relevance –
whether I was heading out, or looking for something or whatever. It
only strengthened my resolve to get out of the house as soon as
possible. ‘I’m just going to see about joining the gym!’ I called;
‘you know what the doctor said.’

‘Oooooh,
I see!’ she replied with an air of mystery. I had no idea what she
meant by it, but I ignored it and stuck my head around the bathroom
door, where I found her half-naked and towelling her hair. Not so
long ago, just a brief glimpse of her clean, naked skin would’ve
been enough to completely turn me on – but not anymore. I gave her
a quick peck on the lips and left the house.
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