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“… and you be
sure to stop by your Aunt Ellen’s. She wants fix you dinner. Don’t
disappoint her,” my mother nagged as I stuffed the last of my
belongings in the trunk of my car.

“Yes, Mother, I will give her a call when I
get to Gainesville,” I dutifully promised. That would be a wasted
night, I figured. I hadn’t seen Aunt Ellen since she’d divorced
Uncle George. And that had been almost a year ago. At least she was
a good cook as evidenced by the occasional Thanksgiving and
Christmas we’d spent at their house when I was growing up. Yeah,
she laid out a good spread.

“I’m going to call her and check up on you…”
Mother warned me.

“I’ll call her, Mom,” I told her, slamming
the trunk shut.

“My little baby going off to college,” Mother
blubbered, grabbing hold of me, hugging me, giving me a big
tear-stained kiss on the cheek. “Give me a kiss…”

“Mom—” I complained, hugging her back, giving
her a peck on the cheek.

“Leave him be, Phyllis. You’re going to
squeeze the stuffing right out of him,” I heard my Dad tell her.
“Give us a call when you get to Gainesville,” he told me as Mom
finally let go and stepped back away wiping the tears off her
cheeks with the backs of her fingers.

“I will…as soon as I get settled into my
room.

 


 


 


After I introduced myself to my new roommate
and got my stuff sort of situated away, I called my parents and
told them that I arrived safe and sound. When I finally got off the
phone with my blubbering mother, I decided to go ahead and call
Aunt Ellen and get that over with…

 


“Hello…”

“Aunt Ellen?”

“Jimmy, is that really you?”

“Yeah, just got into town today, so I
thought I’d give you a call.”

I had to give you a call or I would catch
hell from my mother.

“Well, it’s nice to hear from you. Did
your mother tell you that I wanted to have you over for
dinner?”

Yeah, about a million times.

“Yeah, she did mention something about
it.”

“So when are you free?

It was Thursday night. I hadn’t had time to
meet any girls so I had tomorrow night open and I wanted to get
this thing out of the way.

“Uh, I’m not doing anything tomorrow
evening…if that would be good for you…”

“Oh, that would be perfect…”

I heard her softly laugh into the phone.

“You can help me celebrate…”

“Celebrate?”

“My anniversary.”

“Uh, anniversary?”

Anniversary? What anniversary? Don’t you
usually do that with your husband? But then, of course she wasn’t
married, so that didn’t seem plausible.

“Yes, my anniversary. It’s been one year.
One year since my divorce. And since Lanny isn’t around to
celebrate it with me, you can fill in for him.”

Now I was really confused. Maybe this was
really more than I wanted to know. Who the fuck was Lanny?

“Uh, Lanny?”

“Oh, that’s right, you don’t know Lanny.
He’s a new friend of mine. But he and his pal, Henry are down in
the Bahamas fishing for marlin. So, if you’re willing to help me
celebrate it, I’ll have the champagne on ice…”

She was taking the divorce pretty well, it
seemed. Willing to celebrate it with champagne? And she’d
apparently already found a new friend to take old Uncle George’s
place in her life.

“Yeah, sure, I’ll celebrate with
you.”

Free champagne? A free dinner? I guess it
couldn’t all be bad. And it would probably be over in a couple of
hours anyway…

“What time?

“Seven? You have my address?”

“Yeah, if you’re still living in the same
place as before...”

“Yes, I am. I got the house in the
settlement. So, I guess I’ll see you at seven then?”

“I’ll be there...”

“Bye…”

The line went dead.
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I really didn’t know what to expect. Like I
said, I hadn’t seen Aunt Ellen in over a year. Not since the
divorce. Was she still the plain, puritanical Aunt Ellen I’d always
known? As I recall, she always wore her blond hair up in a rather
nondescript, non-revealing knot on back of her head. I didn’t even
know how long her hair was. She usually went sparingly on the
makeup. A little pink lip stick was all I’d ever seen her wear and
that was only once. She usually wore plain white blouses, no
frills, usually buttoned up to the collar or maybe the top button
unbuttoned. But like I say, all this is from my memory and to be
honest, I hadn’t paid much attention to her in the past. Pastel
dresses or skirts stuck out in my mind. The kind that struck her
about mid-calf. I don’t think I’d ever even seen her knees. And
shoes. Usually black, usually plain, one-inch heels or no heels at
all. In other words, in my mind’s eye, my Aunt Ellen was your
typical plain Jane.

She lived in a nice neighborhood. All
sprawling California ranch style houses looking like they’d been
cut out with the same cookie cutter, just painted different colors.
She and Uncle George had lived there as long back as I could
remember. I don’t think that Aunt Ellen had ever worked before the
divorce but I’d heard something about her getting a job over at the
college after the divorce. Something in administration I think it
was.

As I pulled up I saw that there was a brand
new, bright red convertible sitting on the driveway outside her
garage. It looked it had just pulled off the dealership floor. The
four rings on the back trunk lid proclaimed that it was an Audi. I
had always imagined that Audis were a little out of my price range
so I hadn’t bothered to find out anything about them. But a bright
red convertible? Didn’t sound like something my Aunt Ellen would
drive. Maybe she’d invited someone else over? She hadn’t said
anything about it. Or maybe Lanny had come back unexpectedly?

Pulling my Honda up beside the convertible, I
set the parking brake and got out. It was comfortably warm, but
some of the trees were just starting to turn. It gave the whole
panorama an almost Indian summer feel to it. Being the dutiful
nephew, I’d stopped by the local florist on the way over and bought
the cheapest bouquet I could find. I didn’t have money running out
my ears.

Pushing the door bell, I took a deep breath
and waited. Hopefully, I could eat and be back in my dorm room by
at least nine o’clock.

Then the door opened and I was greeted by a
woman I’d never laid my eyes on before.

“Jimmy—” I heard her say as she reached out
and wrapped her arms around me. Then she was hugging me?

“Uh, Aunt Ellen?” I asked, returning her hug,
feeling the woman’s soft, full breasts pressed against my
chest.

“Yes…” she laughed, letting go and stepping
back.

I didn’t recognize her. The transformation
had been miraculous.

“Uh, Wow…” I mumbled, trying to re-gather my
wits. I hadn’t been expecting this.

“You look surprised,” Aunt Ellen smiled,
stepping back, “Come in, come in.”

“Yeah,” I grinned, stepping around her into
the comfortable coolness of the house.

While she was closing the door, I looked
around and saw and ice bucket with the neck of a champagne bottle
sticking out of it sitting on the coffee table in front of the
couch.

“Is pizza okay? I make a mean olive supreme,”
she told me gliding into the living room. “If that’s okay, I’ll put
it in the oven.”

I still couldn’t believe that this was my old
plain Jane Aunt Ellen.

“Sure, yeah, that’s fine…” I told her.

“Good…I’ll be right back.”

I watched the little short skirt she was
wearing switch from side to side as she went clopping across the
tile floor on her four-inch heels. Heels? Short skirt? And her hair
was hanging down brushing her shoulders, not in a knot on top of
her head. She had really let her hair down—figuratively and
literally.

She was wearing a soft, satin blouse that
shimmered and gleamed in the soft lights as she disappeared into
the kitchen. I don’t think I would have recognized her as my Aunt
Ellen if we’d met on the street. The makeover was that total and
complete. Even her demeanor had changed. Before, with Uncle George,
she seemed quiet and subdued always playing second fiddle to him.
However now she seemed to be the Concertmaster.

“Why don’t you pour us a glass of bubbly…” I
heard her call out from the kitchen.

“Sure, but I can only have one…I have to
drive back to the dorm,” I hollered back, lifting the bottle out of
the bucket and popping the cork.

“Really?” she asked, standing in the doorway,
leaning against the frame looking at me. “You’re going to make me
drink alone? Not fair…”

“What would Mom say if I got a DUI driving
back from her sister’s house?”

“Good point…” she laughed and I saw her
breasts jiggle softly under the pale, gold satin. And I swear, I
could see her nipples tenting the clinging material, not to mention
that she had the top two buttons unbuttoned. The way her breasts
were moving under the shimmering gold, it seemed kind of obvious to
me. She wasn’t wearing a brassiere. For some reason, that shocked
me. I had always pictured Aunt Ellen as wearing one of those
nose-cone bras with the pointy cone-shaped cups that the women wore
in vintage shots. And satin panties with lace edging and maybe an
embroidered rose or two or just plain cotton, either of which could
still be the case as I couldn’t see up under her skirt.

“So, why don’t you spend the night,” she
smiled, pushing off the door and slowly stepping toward me, rolling
her hips provocatively as she did.

“Spend the night?” I mumbled, watching her
big, blue eyes softly sparkle in the glow of the lights.

“You can stay in the guest room…and then you
can have as much champagne as you want,” she laughed, stopping
right in front of me, hands on her hips as she smiled down at me.
“I think I even have a pair of Lanny’s pajamas that might come
close to fitting you.”

That was an awful lot to grasp all at the
same time. Spend the night? Alone with her? Drink all I want? Wear
some other guy’s pajamas? Help her celebrate her divorce from Uncle
George? Accept the fact that Lanny apparently was spending nights
with her?

“Tomorrow’s Saturday so you don’t have any
classes you have to be at first thing in the morning,” she told me,
crossing her arms under her breasts, shaking her head up and down,
grinning.

“I’ll even cook you breakfast in the
morning,” she promised, reaching down and tousling my short, blond
hair. Up this close now, there was no doubting it now. I could see
that it was her nipples tenting the shimmering gold cloth. She
wasn’t wearing a brassiere! This certainly wasn’t my Uncle George’s
Aunt Ellen—

“Uh, well, when you put it that way,” I
smiled, noticing that she was wearing a string of pearls and a tiny
gold necklace above it. That somehow made her seem even more
feminine and captivating. “Okay, I guess.”

“Great,” she said. “Why don’t you pour us a
glass of champagne?” she laughed and I realized that I was still
holding the uncorked bottle in my hands. What a klutz. I’d been so
mesmerized watching her and trying to take it all in, I hadn’t
poured the champagne.

“Yeah, sure,” I mumbled, lifting the bottle
over the two glasses that sat by the bucket and carefully filling
them.

“Thank you,” Aunt Ellen chuckled, leaning
down and retrieving one of the flutes. As she did, I watched the
front of her blouse spill open and caught a glimpse of pale, white
skin, but nothing else. The gold of her blouse made her pale skin
seem paler, whiter.

Then Aunt Ellen spun on the toe of her sexy,
spike high heels and went clacking back out to the kitchen sipping
out of the glass as she went. I’d never noticed how long and
strikingly shapely her legs were before. But then how could I? The
old Aunt Ellen had always worn skirts and dresses almost down to
her ankles. That, plus the fact she was wearing high heels now and
they did amazing things to her curvaceous legs as the light
shimmered off the sheer, flesh-colored nylons she was wearing.

“I’ll be out in a minute,” she told me as she
paused at the door, turned and smiled before disappearing into the
kitchen again.

Sipping on the bubbly, l looked around and
saw a row of pictures sitting on the mantle above the fireplace.
Strolling over, I stopped to study them. Most of the pictures were
of a rather distinguished older man about Aunt Ellen’s age. It
wasn’t Uncle George.

“Are these pictures of Lanny?” I called out
to her, hearing the clatter plates in the kitchen.

“Yes…” I heard her call back. Then I saw her
standing in the doorway again. “He’s a doctor,” she chuckled, her
breasts softly bobbling again. Aunt Ellen’s breasts weren’t overly
large, but more than adequate. Softball-sized as they jutted out
against the pale gold blouse. I guess that I’d never taken the time
to notice them before…but for some strange reason, I was noticing
them now. “A gynecologist to be exact,” she smiled. “That’s how I
met him. An appointment.”

I felt oddly self-conscious about that
knowledge. Aunt Ellen? A gynecologist? An appointment? Bizarrely, a
picture of Aunt Ellen lying on a doctor’s table, her legs stretched
out, her heels resting in stirrups while Lanny sat on a stool
between her legs studying her pussy popped into my head. I
blushed.

“Oh,” I gulped, turning back to the pictures.
Then I spied a picture of Aunt Ellen and Lanny on a boat. Aunt
Ellen was wearing a bikini that left little to the imagination.
Aunt Ellen in a bikini? And wow, what a bod. That was the final
straw in the transformation as I studied the picture raptly.

“That one was taken on his boat, The
Naughty Lady,” I heard her say as she came strolling over to
where I stood looking at the picture.

I don’t know why I did it, but I just blurted
it out.

“Did he name it after you?”

I wished I hadn’t said it before the words
were even out of my mouth. Fool. Why did you ask her that?

“No,” Aunt Ellen smirked, seemingly amused by
my little faux pas. “After his ex-wife so he says.”

“Nice boat,” I remarked, looking back at the
picture. Why had she kept a body like that hidden all these years?
She had it all. The boobs, narrow waist, the hips, the long,
shapely legs, tiny feet.

“I work out at the gym,” I heard her remark
when she saw that I was still looking at the picture.

“Uh, it shows…” I blundered on. Was I trying
to make a fool of myself or just being stupid. I couldn’t
decide.

“Thanks,” she laughed, turning and departing
for the kitchen again. “We’ll eat in the kitchen…if that’s okay
with you.”

“Sure. Wherever you want,” I told her
watching the sway of her hips under her skirt and trying to imagine
what kind of panties she was wearing. Satin panties? Plain cotton?
Silk? Or maybe none at all? Now I was just being silly. I suddenly
expected her to whirl around, look me in the eye, smile and say,
“Silk, of course…”, but she didn’t. She just slipped back into the
kitchen. Turning back to the picture, I studied it some more. Yes,
definitely silk, I told myself. Yeah, Aunt Ellen looked like a silk
panty woman. I think the champagne was going to my head, I smiled,
stepping back over to the coffee table and recharging my flute. On
an empty stomach, too.

“Pizza’s ready,” I heard Aunt Ellen call out.
“Bring the champagne and we’ll eat.”

My stomach was growling and the aroma of
pizza wafting from the kitchen made me realize just how hungry I
was as I picked up the bucket and made for the kitchen…

Aunt Ellen had been right. She did make a
mean olive supreme pizza. I don’t know if it was the fact I was so
hungry or what, but I think it was the best pizza I’d ever eaten
and I’ve eaten my fair share of pizza. Before I knew it, there was
only one slice left on the plate.

“Go ahead and take it,” Aunt Ellen laughed,
pushing the plate in front of me. “I’m trying to maintain my
girlish figure.”

“It’s working,” I mumbled with my mouth
full.

“Didn’t Phyllis teach you not to talk with
your mouth full,” Ellen chuckled, dabbing at her lips with a
napkin.

“Yeah, but this is really good,” I garbled,
sliding the last piece onto my plate. Then taking a drink of
champagne to wash my last mouthful down, I wiped my lips.

“You could open a pizzeria with pizzas like
this,” I told her when my mouth was finally empty.

“And what would I call this pizzeria?” she
grinned, sitting, watching me.

“Auntie Ellen’s Pizzeria…” I laughed, taking
a bite off the last piece.

“Has a ring to it doesn’t it,” she chuckled,
taking another sip of champagne.

We were both working on our third glass and
there was only about an inch left in the bottle.

“Good thing I bought two bottles, isn’t
it?”

“Yeah…” I mumbled, mouth full, watching as
she stood up and walked over to the fridge. I already had a little
buzz and I was going to have to watch myself. I didn’t want to make
a fool of myself in front of Aunt Ellen. It might get back to my
mother if I did. But all this was so strange and new to me. I’d
never socialized on a personal level with an older woman one on
one. But she was my aunt. Did that really make a difference? She
was older than I was. And she was a woman. The picture of her on
the mantle in a bikini on the boat certainly proved that. Maybe I’d
better slow down on the champagne.

“So, how do you like Gainesville so far,” she
asked me, lifting the almost-empty bottle out of the bucket,
tipping it over my glass and emptying it. As she did, her blouse
spread and I got another glimpse of pale, white skin. Stop trying
to ogle her tits, fool?

“Uh, it’s good…so far,” I grinned, making a
conscious effort to look away, but failing as she popped the cork
off the new bottle. When she did, a little gush of foam bubbled out
of the mouth of the bottle and trickled down the neck onto her
fingers.

“Oops…” she giggled, setting the bottle down.
Then she lifted her hand up to her mouth, to her full, red lips.
She had never worn lipstick before. Oh, maybe once or twice. Our
eyes met as her little pink tongue snaked out and slowly,
sinuously, suggestively licked the champagne off her long, slender
fingers. I don’t know why, but there was something so sensual about
the whole thing. The pop. The fizzle. The fizzle on Aunt Ellen’s
fingers. Aunt Ellen licking it off her fingers. It all sent an
aberrant sizzle through my firming manhood. Watch it there,
dude—she’s your aunt! But it looked like she was…no, don’t even go
there. She was just licking the champagne off her fingers. That’s
all?

Then she looked away. Was she blushing? I
couldn’t tell through the faint blush of rouge on her cheeks. Cool
your jets…

“Maybe I should have made two pizzas,” she
laughed, lifting the bottle again and filling her flute. “Next time
I’ll know.”

Next time? That hinted that there would be a
next time. Apparently I wasn’t making a complete fool out of myself
if she was considering inviting me back over. Oddly, that gave me
courage.

I was full. I hope that she didn’t think I
made a pig out of myself, but like she said, she cooked a mean
pizza.

“I think that’s the best pizza I’ve ever
eaten,” I told her. And I wasn’t lying.

“Now you’re just being silly,” she chuckled.
“Finished?” she asked me, reaching for my plate. As she did, her
blouse fluttered open and giving me another flash of the pale,
white flesh underneath. But this time there was more! I saw darker
flesh. I saw nipple! A round, puffy, dark pink nipple jutting out
of the dark circle. My heart rate suddenly jumped twenty beats a
minute. My mouth went dry. I blinked. Then it was gone as she stood
back up with the plates in her hands.

“Are you a dessert kind of guy?” she asked me
as she clopped over to the sink with the dishes seemingly ignoring
my intrusive peeks at her breasts.

“Uh, no, not unless you are,” I told her
guessing she was asking me if I wanted dessert.

“Well, I’m not a guy,” she laughed, “but I
don’t usually have dessert either.”

I grinned. I liked the way she joked around.
It made me feel more comfortable…or was it the bubbly?

“Yeah, you’re certainly no guy,” I snickered,
tipsily.

“You noticed…” she smiled, batting her big,
blue eyes at me.

“Yeah, I noticed,” I said, almost under my
breath. Don’t get too smart, wise ass.

“Well, that’s a good thing…I guess,” she
softly laughed, her breasts lightly jiggling.

Was this flirting? Were we flirting back and
forth? My Aunt Ellen. Me? Who’d have thought?

“You want to watch a movie…or just talk?” she
asked me, stopping by the table, reaching out, clasping hold of my
hand and pulling.

“Uh, what do you want to do?” I lamely
mumbled, standing up, letting her pull me toward the living room.
There was something warm and intimate about the gesture. Something
strangely comforting, encouraging.

“Movie, I guess…” she said, letting go of my
hand. “I picked one up today…just in case.”

Just in case? Just in case what? Just in case
I didn’t stay? Just in case I did stay? I didn’t know.

“It’s a chick flick. I hope you don’t
mind.”

“That’s all right. I could use a little
culture,” I smirked.

“Oh…really?” she laughed, pulling a DVD out
of her purse. “I thought you were comporting yourself quite
well.”

I didn’t know what that meant, but I guessed
it meant that I hadn’t made a fool of myself…yet.

Then she walked over to the TV and slipped
the DVD into it. As she bent down to adjust the volume her skirt
stretched across her buttocks tightly and I could make out each
perfect, round cheek.

Nice ass, I started to blurt out, but caught
myself in time. Too much bubbly. Definitely—

“Would you like some popcorn?” she asked me
as she stood back up and the trailers started on the TV...

I shrugged my shoulders. “If you…”

“If you do…”Aunt Ellen chuckled, finishing my
sentence for me. “Yeah, I do. I’ll make some.”

All the trailers were about chick flics as I
sat on the couch watching them and sipping down more champagne. It
was a good thing I was staying over because I was definitely in no
shape to drive back to the dorms. Aunt Ellen had done a wise thing
inviting me to spend the night. I think…

The movie was just about to start when Aunt
Ellen came walking back into the living room with a big bowl of
popcorn in her hands.

“Orville Redenbacher’s Movie Theatre Butter,”
she told me, bending over, sliding the bowl on the coffee table in
front of me. She’d brought out the good stuff for me.

Another brief glimpse of pale breast flesh
before she stood back up. Did she know I was ogling her breasts
every chance I got? Did she mind?

She’s your aunt, you fucking fool.

Then she walked around the table and eased
down onto the couch next to me. I mean next to me. About six inches
separated our hips.

“I’m going to take my heels off if you don’t
mind,” she told me, leaning over, reaching down.

“I don’t mind,” I mumbled. But I did. Her
heels did amazing things to her lovely, long legs. But I couldn’t
let her know that’s why I wanted her to keep them on.

“They get uncomfortable after a while,” she
said, her long, slender fingers pushing the glistening black strap
of leather back through its tiny gold buckle and unwrapping it from
around her shapely ankle. Then easing her foot back out of the
high-heeled pump, she wriggled her little pink-tipped toes.

“That feels better,” she sighed, setting the
shoe under the coffee table and reaching over to her other foot.
Her blouse rustled. This time I had more than a glimpse. I could
see a whole breast through the loop in the gold cloth as it dangled
down from her chest. The smooth, pale white breast itself. The
round, dark flesh capping it. The plump, round nipple protruding
out of the darkened circle. It was all right there as I stared down
while my aunt Ellen unbuckled her other high heel and slipped it
off her foot.

Pushing the shoe under the coffee table, Aunt
Ellen sat back up and it was gone. Once again hidden under the
shimmering, gold protection of her blouse. There was an electricity
in the air. A heightened sense of excitement as Aunt Ellen leaned
back against the couch. Her breasts bobbled. She reached for the
remote and suddenly the lights in the room dimmed. Then the movie
started. I wanted to reach over and pull her up next to me. I
wanted to slip my hand down inside her blouse and fondle her
breast. I wanted to kiss those beautiful, red, kissable lips. But I
couldn’t. She was my aunt. My Aunt Ellen.

As we watched the movie, Aunt Ellen reached
out, dug her hand into the bowl of popcorn and pulled out a
handful. Then holding it in one hand, she daintily picked at it
with the fingers of her other hand while she watched the movie.
Then a kernel of corn slipped out of her buttery fingers and
dropped down into the opening of her blouse. Instinctively, she
reached for it, but as she did, another button on her blouse popped
open and I found myself once again staring down at a perfect,
round, pale, white breast. This was getting to be too much. I
didn’t know how much longer I could hold myself back if she didn’t
stop flashing her breasts at me. The champagne was making me think
crazy. She wasn’t flashing her tits at me. I was the one ogling
them.

“Oops…” she tipsily giggled, digging the
piece of popcorn out then folding her blouse back over itself. She
didn’t re-button the button which had popped open. “Sorry about
that.”

I blushed. She knew I’d seen it. How could I
not. It had been right out in the open. I wasn’t blind. And I was
growing increasingly agitated. As was my cock.

There was a lot kissing and hugging going on
in the movie as we sat watching. That wasn’t helping. I didn’t know
what to do. So I did nothing. I just sat there like a bump on a log
watching the movie.

She was my aunt! I couldn’t do anything. I
wasn’t supposed to do anything. Aunt Ellen wiped her hands on a
napkin. I thought I felt her move closer. Was it my imagination?
Then she reached over and laid her hand on my thigh. What the fuck?
Her little pinkie finger was only about an inch or so from my
freaking cock. If she moved her finger…or if I got any harder, she
would be touching it.

My heart was racing. My mouth was dry again.
I was starting to sweat a little. Her shoulder brushed against
mine. My ears were ringing. Her head pressed against my shoulder.
She was resting her head on my shoulder! I was having difficulty
breathing. I had to do something. What? What the fuck did she want
me to do? I didn’t know what to do. If I did anything would she
think I was hitting on her? If I didn’t do anything and she wanted
me to, she would think I was a fucking moron.

We sat like this for several long, pregnant
moments before I decided to do something. It was now or never. You
only live once. Take life by the balls. All those crazy sayings
were circling around inside my head as I coughed and lifted my arm
all at the same time. I settled my arm around behind Aunt Ellen’s
head, resting it on her shoulder, my hand dangling down beside her
arm. What would she do? Slap me? Make me leave? Tell me to never
come back?

She snuggled closer. I couldn’t believe
it.

I could smell the clean, fresh smell of
shampoo on her long, blond hair. I got a faint whiff of her
perfume. My heart was pounding. I was having more difficulty
breathing. My cock was getting harder, swelling, inching closer to
her finger. Turning my head slightly, I felt my cheek brush against
her forehead. She didn’t move. Then I thought I felt her squeeze my
leg, her little pinkie brushing against the head of my
achingly-stiff penis. She had touched me. Or at least it felt like
she had touched me. My head was spinning faster. Then her little
finger touched me again. As I stared down at it in dazed shock, I
saw it slowly flicking up and down, brushing against the head of my
cock through my pants as it did. And that was just making it harder
and harder. I felt like my head was going to explode—

Was this really happening? Aunt Ellen? Aunt
Ellen touching me? My sweet, darling Aunt Ellen touching my
cock?

Growing bolder by the moment, I turned my
head more. Pursing my lips, I kissed her forehead. As I did, Aunt
Ellen’s fingers slowly crawled across my trapped cock, closing down
around it and giving it a gentle squeeze through my pants.

There was no doubting it now. We were two
leaves caught in a swirling whirlpool, spinning closer and closer
to the center of the maelstrom. Being sucked into it.
Willingly.

I felt her head turning, my lips drifting
down her brow, onto the bridge of her nose, slowly down her nose,
off onto her upper lip, all the while she was softly fondling my
brick-hard prick through my pants. Our lips touched. I thought I
was going to pass out. Every drop of my blood in my body seemed to
be pooled down in my throbbing, aching cock. I was kissing my Aunt
Ellen! I was kissing my Aunt Ellen and my Aunt Ellen was kissing me
back.

Her hand lifted off my cock, crossed over my
lap. I couldn't breathe. I couldn’t think as her hand gently
clasped hold of my wrist and lifted my hand. Pulling my hand across
her lap, I felt the silky satin of her blouse brush down the back
of my fingers as Aunt Ellen pushed my hand inside her blouse. Then
the tips of my fingers brushed up against soft, warm flesh.

Her breast. I was touching her breast. It was
so soft. So warm. I felt like I was having a heart attack as the
band around my chest constricted tighter and tighter. Tenderly
cupping the fragile flesh, I gently squeezed. Aunt Ellen turned
ever so slightly. Her breast settled into my cupped hand.

Her fingers were squeezing me harder. Her
tongue softly probed between my lips. Parting my lips, I felt her
probing, slippery tongue invade my mouth, find my tongue and twist
around it. My heart was doing flip-flops down inside my chest. My
fingertips grazed firm, rubbery flesh. Her nipple. Squeezing my
finger and thumb down around the springy nub, I softly pinched and
twisted it, feeling it growing harder under my fingers.

Aunt Ellen’s thigh was pressing against mine.
Her tongue uncurled itself from around mine, slowly retreating back
out of my mouth. Her lips moved off mine, tracing a wet trail down
my chin and onto my neck.

What was she doing now? I felt her lips purse
on my neck. Suction. Hickey?
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Her leg was pressing against mine harder. Was
she spreading her legs? Did she want me to touch her there?

I was breathing hard and fast. Slowly easing
my hand out from under her breast, I trailed it down until it
snagged on her buttoned blouse. Pulling my hand out of her blouse,
I laid it on her tummy. As I did, her lips trailed back up my neck
and we were kissing again. Open mouths, nose-breathing, tongues
probing, we kissed.

Crawling my fingers down her tummy, I felt
the pressure against my thigh increase as she spread her legs wider
apart. Then my fingers crept down over the bottom of her skirt onto
the slippery smoothness of nylon. Pushing my fingers up under her
skirt, more pressure, her legs spreading wider again. Pushing
higher and higher, my fingers inched off nylon and onto velvet-soft
skin. Now I was only a breath away from the hidden treasure that
awaited me at the tip of her tummy. I was going to touch her there.
I was going to touch my Aunt Ellen there in that place. That secret
place in had no right to intrude upon.

Legs parting wider. Fingers crawling higher.
Suddenly the tips of my fingers brushed against wet, slippery
flesh.

A jolt of electricity shot up my arm. Now my
head was really going to explode.

MY AUNT ELLEN WASN’T WEARING PANTIES!

I couldn’t believe it. No panties? All this
time she had been walking around commando? I don’t know why but
that fact resonated through my brain. She hadn’t been wearing
panties the whole time. When she’d greeted me at the door, while
we’d been eating pizza, while we’d been fooling around afterwards,
no panties. She had been planning this all along. This was no
chance coincidence. I had been seduced. Seduced by my sweet,
innocent Aunt Ellen—

This knowledge did crazy things to my head as
I gently probed the moist, giving flesh between her legs. I wanted
more. I broke the kiss. Turning, twisting on the couch, I kissed
down her long, graceful neck onto the satin blouse. Pushing it
aside with my fingers, I kissed down the silky smoothness of her
breast and onto the jut of a nipple. Pursing my lips around it, I
softly sucked while I probed, searching between her legs. Then my
fingers slid inside her warm, clutching pussy. She was so wet and
hot inside. I pushed in deeper.

“Yesssss—” Aunt Ellen softly hissed, her hips
curling, lifting, pressing back against my thrusting fingers.

Letting her stiff, swollen nipple slip out
from between my lips, I pulled my fingers out of her. Then I
twisted and rolled off the couch onto my knees. I was on my knees
in front of her. Slipping my hands between her legs, I pushed them
apart. When I did, the hem of her skirt rode higher, draped across
her naked pussy. Hooking my thumbs under the skirt, I pushed it
higher, up off her pussy. I felt the muscles in her legs tighten,
her butt lifting off the couch, freeing her skirt, letting me push
it out from under her butt. Now the skirt lay in a rumpled band
across her belly.

Reaching out, I tenderly brushed my fingers
across the smooth, shaven mound above the jut of her thick, gorged
cunt-lips. The lips were glistening wetly in the glow of the soft
lights. She was so wet. So fleshy. So pink.

Leaning down, I breathed in. she smelled so
hot. I loved the smell of her.

With my hands on her inner thighs, I pushed,
opening her wider. Flicking out my tongue, I leaned down and
slowly, deliberately licked up from the oozing slit at the bottom,
up over her lips to the bulging, pink pearl peeking out of the
fleshy sheath at the top of her pussy.

I loved the taste of pussy. And I especially
loved the taste of my Aunt Ellen’s hot, wet cunt. Pausing, I
flicked my tongue back forth across her jutting clit and felt her
flinch. Moving away, I licked back down onto her fleshy lips.
Stiffening my tongue, I probed the slippery flesh searching for the
slippery opening of her pussy. Then I slipped into the clinging
warmth and felt her pussy nip at my tongue. Thrusting in and out of
the tight, little slit, I fucked her with my tongue until I heard
her murmur.

“My clit—” she hissed, her fingers digging
down into my hair, pulling me back up her pussy. Her clit felt so
hard and swollen as I lovingly flicked my tongue back and forth
across it. Her pussy was so wet and sticky as it pressed against my
chin while I worried her clit with my tongue. Pursing my lips
around the slippery little protrusion, I pushed the fleshy hood
back away from it and fluttered my tongue over it as fast as I
could.

I felt a soft, “Mmmmmmmmmm…” vibrate through
the tensed muscles in my aunt’s tummy. Her hips rolled, pressing
her hot, sticky pussy against me.

My cock was so hard, it thought it was going
to snap in two the way it was caught down inside my pants.

The dimmed lights slowly brightened. Looking
up over her rumpled skirt, I could see Aunt Ellen smiling down at
me. Her big, blue eyes were bright and sparkly, almost teary. Her
legs tightening against my shoulders, clamping, squeezing. Her lips
puckered as she blew a kiss down at me.

Shoving my hands down, I quickly unsnapped my
pants and dug my hand down inside my shorts. Grabbing my trapped
penis, I jerked it up to free it. Oh, God, that felt good—

I was in never never land. I still couldn’t
believe it was happening. Aunt Ellen? If my mom only knew, she’d
pee her panties.

Lifting my hands back up, I pushed them down
under the backs of Aunt Ellen’s thighs, between them and the
cushion and crawled them up her sides to the bottom of her satiny
blouse. Blindly I pawed at it, trying to find the last two buttons
still holding it together. Suddenly, the blouse parted under my
fingers. Aunt Ellen had already unbuttoned it for me.

Softly pawing, groping I crabbed my hands up
searching for her pendant breasts. As I persisted my flogging
assault on my aunt’s clit, my fingers brushed against the rounded
bottoms of her sagging breasts. Groping higher as I busily
fluttered my tongue around Aunt Ellen’s slippery, evasive clit, I
found the jut of her stiff, springy nipples. They seemed even
harder, stiffer than before, more aroused as I plucked at them,
twisting them, pinching them. The muscles in Aunt Ellen’s thighs
were starting to quiver, strain as she kept them tightly clamped
against my shoulders.

Was she going to finish? It had only been a
few minutes…

I felt her long, slender fingers curling down
in my hair, clasping it, pulling as her stretched-out arms were
pressed against her breasts, compressing them together along with
my groping hands and fingers. Now the muscles in her tummy were
beginning to tremble against my brow, her breath coming in soft
shuddering gasps as she climbed higher. Now her head was shoved
against the back of the couch, her eyes clenched shut, a straining
frown etched deep into her sweat-flecked brow.

Slowly, her whole body began to stiffen,
quivering as her back arched up off the couch, her hips curling.
Then I felt a bubble of warm juice seep out and the muscles
encircling her pussy began contract and dilate against my chin.

She was finishing. My Aunt Ellen was coming.
I had made my Aunt Ellen come!

It was a crazy good feeling.

Yeah, maybe I should have felt guilty about
breaking some “thou shalt not—” commandments, or some silly law
about incest or something. But I didn’t. I felt good. I felt happy
that I could make my aunt come!

I kept my lips locked around her clit feeling
it contracting too, just not as much. Then her muscles began to
relax. A soft, gratified moan floated down to my ears. Her back
sank back down on the couch, her thighs softening, slowly splaying
out to the side away from my shoulders. I could feel her fingers
uncurling out of my hair, her arms dropping away from her
compressed breasts letting them flatten back down on her chest
while I continued to worry and tease her softening nipples.

I felt Aunt Ellen’s hips wriggle.

“Sensitive…” she complained, her hand weakly
pushing at mine.

Lifting my head, I moved my juice-slathered
lips away from hers and stared down at her slowly contracting pussy
and clit. The contractions were weakening, growing farther and
farther apart as a little trickle of her juice slowly dribbled down
out of the fleshy, pink slit. I couldn’t resist the temptation to
lick it away. As I did, I felt her flinch against my tongue.

“Oh, Jimmy,” I heard Aunt Ellen sigh. “Where
did it go wrong? I didn’t intend for it to go this far,” she
murmured, reaching down tousling my hair with her fingers.

She hadn’t? The champagne? The movie? Sitting
so close to me? No panties? Was she just saying that to absolve her
conscience? It had seemed planned to me.

“But I…” I started to say, but stopped. What
difference did it make? What good would it do to contradict her?
Instead, I leaned down and placed soft, gentle kiss on her belly
button.

“You can’t ever tell anyone about this…” she
whispered, pushing up onto her elbows. Her eyes were still bright
and teary, but there were no tears on her cheeks.

“Never…” I promised, leaning backwards. As I
did, I saw her glance down. The head of my dick and a couple inches
of the stiff shaft were now sticking up out from under the
waistband of my shorts. Luckily, I had worn clean ones, I crazily
thought.

“Let me see,” she smiled, stretching her arm
out, brushing the tips of her fingers across the big, purple head.
It twitched. She chuckled.

Digging my thumbs under the waistband, I
shoved my short down off my stiff, jutting cock. I was sort of
surprised to learn, when doing research on the internet, that my
seven-and-a-half-inch penis was larger than some ninety-seven
percent of white American males.

Would that matter to Aunt Ellen? How big was
Lanny?

“It’s grown,” she laughed, brushing her
fingers down it. “I remember when it was no bigger than my little
pinkie finger,” she told me, sticking out her little finger and
wriggling it.

“Uh, you do?”

“Yes. I used to baby sit you when you were a
little guy. You don’t remember?”

“No…I guess not.” I didn’t remember it. I
must have been really young.

“I never, in my wildest dreams ever imagined
it would grow this big,” she told me. “Nor did I imagine that we
would be doing this, either,” she smiled, curling her long, slender
fingers around it, giving it a gentle squeeze.

“Me, either,” I laughed, reaching down,
trailing my fingers up the silky softness of the inside of her
thigh. “You’ve changed.”

“Oh, I have, have I?” she smiled, sitting up,
shrugging her shoulders and letting her little satin blouse slip
off her shoulders and fall to the couch behind her. “And do you
like the “new Aunt Ellen” more than the “old Aunt Ellen?”

“Yeah. The new Aunt Ellen is fun…” I
grinned.

She squeezed my cock again.

“And the old Aunt Ellen wasn’t?” she
laughed.

“Not so much,” I told her, reaching out,
cupping a breast in my hand, squeezing it gently.

“Maybe you just didn’t know the old Aunt
Ellen,” she laughed, putting her hands on my shoulders and pushing
me back.

“I never had a chance. Old Uncle George was
always around.”

“Not anymore,” she said, her voice taking a
harsher tone as she slowly stood up in front of me.

As she stood, her black skirt sort of
unfolded, partially dropping down her legs, covering her pussy
again.

“Yeah,” I grinned, watching her reach down
and unbutton the button on the waistband of the skirt. Her fingers
worked quickly and moments later the skirt went rustling down her
long legs. She was wearing thigh highs. Nothing else as she held
onto my shoulders and stepped out of the skirt.

“Yeah,” she softly laughed making her perfect
round breasts jiggle and dance as she leaned down and swept up her
skirt.

 

“Why don’t we go to my bedroom,” she
suggested, leaning down over the coffee table, picking up the
bottle of champagne, topping off our flutes. “It’ll be more
comfortable for what I have in mind,” she smiled.

“Sure,” I grinned, pushing up off my knees,
shoving my pants and shorts down my legs as I did. When I did, I
saw that Aunt Ellen was watching me, her eyes locked on my jutting,
twitching cock as it stiffly stuck out in front of me.

All of a sudden, I felt strangely
self-conscious standing in front of my aunt, naked from the waist
down except for my socks. I imagine I looked kind of funny. Socks
and shirt, no pants or shorts.

I heard Aunt Ellen chuckle. Then she set down
the bottle, reaching out to me, dug her fingers under the hem of my
tee shirt and shucked it off over my head in one swift move.

“There, now we’re dressed the same,” she
laughed, tossing my shirt on the couch, picking up the bottle again
along with one of the flutes. “Come…”

Following her with my eyes, I grabbed my
glass and started after her. She had the cutest, little ass. So
tight and firm, it rippled and shook with every step.

“You have a cute booty…” I told her walking
along behind her admiring it.

“Thanks,” she laughed, stopping, shaking it
for me and then continuing on. I suppose some would consider her
slender, but she had all the curves in the right place, I smiled as
she casually led me down into her bedroom. I still couldn’t get
over her transformation timid, meek Aunt Ellen to the suave,
self-confident Aunt Ellen. Then again, I hadn’t know the old Aunt
Ellen all that well, but I was beginning to really, really like the
new Aunt Ellen.

Stopping by her bed, she set the champagne
down on the nightstand and reached out to pull the comforter back
off the bed. As she did, it suddenly struck me that I wanted to
kiss her ass. Stepping quickly, I slid my glass on the nightstand
by her as she leaned over fiddling with the sheets. Then I dropped
to my knees behind her.

“What are you doing?” I heard Aunt Ellen
chuckle as I reached up and grasped hold of a firm handful of ass
cheek in each hand. Then I dug my fingers in and slowly spread them
apart to expose the little circle of fluted, darker flesh between
them.

“Jimmy—” I heard Aunt Ellen complain,
wriggling her butt.

Before she could escape, I leaned in and gave
her tight, little bung hole a soft kiss.

“Jimmy—” she fussed again, but didn’t try to
move this time.

Sticking my tongue out, I began to softly
lick, fluttering my tongue all around the clenched pucker of Aunt
Ellen’s anus.

“Jimmy—” she fussed again, but I thought I
felt her push back against my fluttering tongue. “Stop that—” she
told me.

Pursing my lips, I gave her butt hole another
kiss.

“Why? Don’t you like it?”

“No…” she mumbled, “well, maybe…a little…”
she started.

“I like doing it,” I told her, flicking my
tongue across it again.

“You do? It feels funny,” she complained,
leaning down over the bed, stretching out on her belly, spreading
her legs apart.

Taking my cue, I began licking and kissing it
in earnest.

“You are a strange little boy, Jimmy,” she
softly said.

“Why? Because I like making you feel good?” I
mumbled out onto her asshole.

“You have a strange way of showing it …” she
laughed.

“Doesn’t Lanny do it for you?”

“No, not there…and neither did your Uncle
George.”

“Doesn’t it feel good?”

“Yeah, I guess, but it’s kind of
embarrassing, pardon the pun,” she complained.

“You want me to stop?”

“Yes…for now anyway,” she told me, leaving
the door open for later.

“Okay, if you say so,” I told her, letting go
of her ass cheeks, then planting a big, wet kiss on each of them
before I pushed up onto my feet behind her.

“One might get the idea that you like having
that done to you?” she smiled, pushing up off the bed, standing up
beside it.

“I don’t know…no one has ever done it to me,”
I told her. I hadn’t done it to elicit the same from her. It had
just seemed like the thing to do at the moment. “I didn’t do it to
get you do it to me,” I mumbled.

“Then you don’t know how it feels?” she
laughed, reaching down, grabbing a handful of my ass cheek.

“Uh, no.”

Suddenly she was behind me, her hands on my
shoulders pushing me down over the bed. Losing my balance, I fell
down on the bed, on my stomach. The next thing I knew, I felt Aunt
Ellen’s fingers digging into my ass, spreading my cheeks apart and
exposing my clenched asshole. Then the tip of her hot little tongue
was probing my anus. It felt really weird. I instinctively
flinched, clenching my asshole tighter as Aunt Ellen’s tongue
probed it.

“So how does it feel?” she asked me then went
back to probing it.

“Weird…” I mumbled, at a loss what to do. It
did feel weird. Kind of good, but kind of embarrassing, too. I
guess I could learn to like it, but right now, I knew that she was
doing it just because I had done it to her. I didn’t want to force
it on her.

“You don’t have to do that,” I complained,
scrunching my asshole tighter.

“What if I want to?”

“Later?” I fussed, wriggling my hips, trying
to pull away from her insistent, probing tongue.

“Why?”

“Why don’t we make love?” I mumbled, trying
to turn over.

“Oh, now you want to fuck me,” she laughed,
letting go of the cheeks of my ass, standing up behind me.

“Well, yeah, if you want to put it that
way.”

Maybe I’d screwed up. Before it had been
different. Gentle, kind, soft, but now it had taken on a different
tone.

“Okay—” Aunt Ellen told me crawling up on the
bed and rolling over onto her back. Spreading her arms and legs out
spread-eagled, she looked up at me and snorted. “Take me—”

I didn’t want it to be this way. I wanted it
to be the way it had been before. I wanted it to be mutual. Loving.
Caring. Not cold and distant like this. Yeah, I’d fucked up. Maybe,
if I warmed her up again, I thought. Reaching down, I picked up her
leg, lifting her foot up in front of my face, I licked my tongue up
the length of her sole.

“That tickles,” she laughed, scrunching up
her toes, trying to pull her foot out of my hand.

“Does this?” I smiled, slowly crawling up on
the bed between her legs, kissing along the inside of her calf, her
knee, her thigh.

“No…” she whispered, spreading her legs wider
apart, opening herself to me.

Lying on my belly between her outstretched
legs, I slowly, deliberately licked the flat of tongue up the
length of her wet, slippery pussy.

“Does that?” I asked, looking up at her over
her smooth, hairless mons.

“No…it feels good,” she cooed, reaching down
running her fingers through my hair. “Do it some more…”

If that was what she wanted and if it would
bring back the old, new Aunt Ellen, I’d do just about anything.

Twirling my tongue around her clit, I began
to lick it.

I could feel Aunt Ellen’s tight, little butt
wriggling, squirming on the bed as I teased her clit.

“Yeah, like that, it feels good,” Aunt Ellen
told me, working herself back against my lapping tongue.

She was breathing faster and I could feel her
clit hardening under my tongue.

“Don’t you want to fuck me, Jimmy?” she
whispered, her fingers pulling at my shoulders. “I want you to fuck
me, Jimmy.”

“Yessss—” I hissed out into her pussy,
digging my toes in, pushing higher, kissing up across her smooth,
hairless mons onto her tummy.

“Yes, Jimmy, come to Mommy,” she
murmured.

Why did she say that, I wondered, kissing
higher up her stomach, feeling the head of my primed penis graze
the inside of her thigh? She was my mother’s sister. Did she have
secret longings about having children? Was that what this was all
about? Was I her surrogate son? It was crazy.

Kissing up the rounded underside of her
flattened breast, I found her nipple with my lips. It was hard and
swollen again as I pursed my lips around it softly sucking. Letting
it slip out from between my lips, I kissed higher up the slope of
her breast. The head of my penis pressed up against the soft,
slippery flesh between her legs. Then suddenly, almost magically, I
was inside her. She was so wet and slippery, I slid right into her.
She was so soft and warm inside as I dug in my toes and pushed in
deeper.

I was fucking my Aunt Ellen! My Aunt Ellen. I
was fucking her.

“Yes, Jimmy,” she purred, squeezing herself
down around me as I forced my way deeper inside her clinging
warmth.

I felt the insides of her thighs brush
against my hips as her legs lifted, the backs of her heels hooking
around the clenched cheeks of my ass, pushing, pulling me in deeper
and deeper. Our lips touched, parted, our tongues touched. Her
fingers were clawing at my waist, pulling on me. I grunted, curling
my hips, driving into her all the way up to my balls. I could go no
deeper. I was fully and totally immersed inside my aunt’s tight,
clinging cunt.

“Fuck—” I grunted, easing back then pushing
in again, all the way.

“Yes, Jimmy, fuck me—” Aunt Ellen gurgled,
her back arching as she thrust herself down on me, her heels
digging into my ass, pushing me in deeper.

Sliding my hands under her arched back, I
curled them around her shoulders and pulled her down onto me as I
began to slowly rock back and forth on top of her. She was moving
with me, her movements the exact opposite of mine as we began to
fuck. She was so soft and wet and slippery inside as I effortlessly
slid in and out of the silken channel of her pussy. I could feel
her pussy squeezing down around me, tightening as she milked my
pistoning penis with her cunt.

I was fucking my aunt. My Aunt Ellen. Just
thinking those words was crazy. But actually doing it was even
crazier.

The bed began to rock under us, the
bedsprings creaking softly in harmony with our incestuous
fornicating. Aunt Ellen’s fingers were still curled around my
waist, digging in, pulling, pushing. Her long legs were draped
across the backs of my legs, her stocking feet pushing off the bed
between my legs. Her big, blue eyes had that fuzzy, lost look in
them that women get when they fuck.

Then I felt it. Something was wrong. I could
usually go for ten minutes or so. But we’d only been fucking for a
couple and I could feel it. I could feel that burn in the head of
my penis. The burn that presaged ejaculation. I was going to
come!

I couldn’t help it. The excitement. The
buildup. The fact it was my aunt I was fucking. It was all too
much.

“Gonna come—” I panted, stroking into her,
feeling her tighten around me.

“Yes, baby, yes, come for your Auntie,” Aunt
Ellen whispered, pushing and pulling on me harder, her legs
lifting, her thighs clamping against my rocking hips, her heels
digging into my bounding ass. “Come, baby, come—”

That did it—

Grunting, I drove into her as deep as I
could. Then I erupted in a glorious rush of gratification. I was
coming. In my aunt’s hot, tight cunt. Amazingly, I could feel her
milking my cock, squeezing my cream out of me as I came and came.
It was pouring out of me in thick, hot gushes, filling her,
spilling out onto my balls. It was the best orgasm I’d ever had.
The most fulfilling. I was coming inside her. Inside my Aunt
Ellen.

It was the most wonderful feeling, ever! I
didn’t want it to end, but finally it was over. She had sucked me
dry. I’d given her my all.

“Jimmy…” she softly cooed, squeezing down
around me, kissing me, running her fingers through my sweaty
hair.

“Ellen,” I whispered, dropping the aunt for
the first time in nineteen years. Love can do that to a man. And I
thought I was in love. But how could I be in love with her? She was
my aunt.

I could feel myself wilting down inside the
warm, moist channel of her pussy. I knew I was going to slip out of
her. She coughed, slightly. Out I slithered, dropping onto the bed
between her outstretched legs.

“Oh, I didn’t want you to take it out,” Aunt
Ellen complained, frowning.

“Sorry,” I mumbled. What else could I do? I
had no other choice. Mother Nature ruled.

Knowing it was dead weight on top of her, I
pushed up, rolling over onto the bed beside her.

“It was good for me, Jimmy,” Aunt Ellen
whispered, snuggling closer as I draped my arm across her, just
under the swell of her flattened breasts. “Was it good for
you?”

“The best…” I murmured, kissing her on the
cheek.

I was tired. It had taken a lot out of me.
The champagne. The sex. The excitement of fucking my aunt. I found
myself drifting off…
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I found myself being coaxed back to
wakefulness by something warm, wet and wonderful happening to my
cock. Where was I, I groggily wondered as I opened my eyes to find
myself in a bedroom I’d never seen before. The lamp was on and the
LED display on the clock on the nightstand stated it was 3:18.
Turning my head, I looked down and to my astonishment I found the
warm, wet, wonderful thing happening to my already-stiff penis was
being caused by a woman. A woman with long, blond hair. A woman
that looked amazingly like my Aunt Ellen. Then it hit me like a two
by four to the head. It all came rushing back in. Her inviting me
over. The champagne. The pizza. The movie. The sex. All of it.

Her lips were so soft and warm as she lay
between my legs softly suckling my erect manhood. Then I saw her
look up at me. Her lips lifted off my cock. It was glistening wetly
in the glow of the lamp.

“You’re awake…finally,” she softly laughed,
pursuing her lips and placing a soft, gentle kiss on the bloated
head of my stiff cock.

“Yeah,” I grinned, reaching down, brushing
the backs of my fingers down her cheek. “Kind of hard to sleep
through something like that.”

“Want to do it again?” she murmured, easing
my cock back down on my belly and pushing up onto her knees between
my legs.

Watching her, watching her tits softly bobble
and jiggle, watching her lift her leg over mine and drop her knee
onto the bed outside my knee, I thanked my lucky gods. Then her
hand was on my leg pulling it in as she pushed off and lifted her
other leg outside mine. She was straddling me as she smiled, using
her knee to push my legs together under her. Dropping down onto her
hands and knees, she slowly crawled up my legs until her wet,
glistening pussy as directly above my jutting penis.

“I want to fuck you, this time,” she smiled,
reaching back down, grasping hold of me, lifting me up between her
legs. “You want me to fuck you, Jimmy?” she purred, rubbing the
head of my cock up and down the juicy slit coating it with her
succulent overflow.

“Yeah—” I grunted, reaching up, clutching
hold of her dangling breasts as they hung down under her swinging
and swaying as she moved.

Then as I pinched and plucked at her big,
swollen nipples, I felt her envelop me. So warm, so wet, so tight
as she slowly sank down taking me up inside her belly. I stopped to
watch as my cock disappeared up between the fleshy, pink lips of
her cunt. She was frowning as she settled down on my belly with
every last bit of my cock thrust up inside her.

“You fill me…” she murmured, flexing her
legs, slowly pushing up and letting my juice-slathered penis
slither back down the clinging channel of her pussy. Then another
soft grunt and she slid down my jutting fuck pole, her pussy wetly
slapping against my groin at the end.

Then she began to rock, her hips working back
and forth, up and down as she worked on my cock. Wanting to help, I
dropped her tits and wrapped my hands around her waist. She was
already beginning to sweat as I clutched her, pushing and pulling
on her. Her face was grimaced into a determined mask as she jerked
back and forth atop me. Her tits were wildly heaving up and down in
cadence with her jerking hips, her big, rubbery nipples flicking
along my chest

She was working hard. Sweat was glistening on
her brow. Her tits were shimmering wetly. She was huffing and
puffing, her breath coming in pants as she feverishly pumped up and
down on me.

But I could see that she was tiring. Her hips
were slowing…

“Me—” I grunted, hugging her to me and
quickly rolling over on top of her. As I did, my dick popped out of
her.

“I still can’t believe this is happening,” I
mumbled, pushing up onto my knees over her, feeling her fingers on
me, pushing me down, guiding me down to the slippery, wet flesh
between her outstretched legs. Then I felt the head of my dick find
it. Find her. Find the moist, silky folds of flesh and slip down in
between them. The channel of her cunt squeezed down around me as I
pushed in. The slippery flesh was clinging to me, milking me as I
pushed in deeper and deeper.

“Yes, Jimmy…” she softly cooed, her fingers
leaving my cock, brushing up my hips, clutching hold of my ass,
pushing me into her.

At last, our groins tapped together and we
were one again.

Crazily, I found myself wondering what my
mother would think if she knew what I was doing to her sister? If
she knew that I was fucking her sister?

“Fuck me, Jimmy—” Ellen whispered, rolling
her hips, rocking, coaxing me into motion.

“Yeah—” I grunted, pulling back, lunging down
and driving into her again…and again…and again…

The bed began to rock and lurch as I humped
into her hard and deep. I was grunting every time I pounded into
her. She was grunting too. Her legs were splayed out, bent at the
knees, her feet on the bed as she pushed off them to meet me on
every driving stroke.

Then I realized that her nylons were gone.
She must have taken them off while I slept. Her skin was so soft
and smooth as it slid up and down against my driving hips. Now I
was beginning to sweat too which only added to the slipperiness.
God, she was so wet and tight down there. Down there between her
legs. Down there inside her hot, juicy cunt. My Aunt Ellen’s hot,
juicy cunt.

The bed was lurching back and forth wildly
under us as I fucked my Aunt Ellen. Her hands were all over me,
clutching, pawing, urging. Her thighs were wetly slapping against
my pounding, driving hips as I stroked into her with all my
strength.

But she was too much for me and I felt the
burn down inside my cock growing hotter and hotter. I was going to
come. But I couldn’t let that happen. She had to finish. She had to
finish too. She had to finish first.

With a savage grunt, I jerked backward,
pulling myself out of her.

“NO—Don’t go—” she frantically pleaded,
clawing at me, trying to put me back inside her.

Lunging back, I shoved her legs apart wider
and dove down between them burying my face in the wet, slippery
flesh between them.

Licking and lapping feverishly, I quickly
found her hard, jutting clit.

“Yessssss—” she hissed, her hands clutching
hold of my head, her fingernails digging into my scalp, pushing,
guiding me to just the right spot.

As I lashed her clit with my flaying tongue,
I could feel her muscles tightening, straining.

I wanted it for her. She had to finish first.
Then me.

As I ate her, I reached around her hips and
blindly groped for her tits. Finding them, I latched onto her
nipples, roughly pinching, squeezing, twisting them as her muscles
tensed tighter and tighter. Her legs were trembling, her tendons
contracting as she raced toward her finish. Yes. Yes. Yes, she was
going to come. I could sense it now, feel it.

Her back was bowing up off the bed. She had
two fistfuls of my hair in her fisted hands. Her belly was hard as
a board.

Suddenly, she gasped. She stopped breathing.
Her muscles were in knots. Time stopped.

She lay there, stiff as a board for several
long, agonizing moments before she took a shaking, ragged
breath.

“Oh, God,” she gasped.

Now. Now it was time for me.

Pushing up onto my knees, I scrabbled higher
up between her legs again. As I did, Aunt Ellen threw her hands
down between us and found my stiff, jutting prick. Grasping it, she
shoved it down between her legs and I pushed. I felt the head of my
prick slide into that warm, wet, wonderful place. She was so
slippery and ready for me, I plunged right in, all the way up to my
sweaty balls. There were no words to describe it except fantastic
as I thrust into her welcoming flesh trying to push in deeper. I
could feel the contractions of her orgasm still working through her
pussy as it clutched at me, milking me, squeezing down around
me.

Jerking back, I began to fuck her again. Her
hands were on my hips, pushing and pulling as she bucked and
writhed below me. She was taking everything I had to
give…willingly. Our lips crushed together. We kissed. We
fucked.

This time I didn’t have to worry about her
finishing because she still was. I didn’t have to hold it back. And
all of a sudden, in a blinding rush of pleasure, I came.

“Fuck—” I groaned, feeling my cock kick and
that glorious rush of orgasmic pleasure flowed through it as I
began to pump Aunt Ellen full of my creamy gift.

Her cheeks were wet. Was she crying? Sweat? I
didn’t know and at the moment, I didn’t care. All that mattered was
me at this self-gratifying moment. That was the thing about an
orgasm. You couldn’t share it. It was all you.

I was melting, dissolving right before my
eyes as I spewed out into my aunt in thick, gushing gobs. Soon,
there would be nothing left of me.

Then it was over.

I was still me.

The transformation from hard and stiff to
soft and yielding was quicker this time and within moments I felt
myself squeezing out of Aunt Ellen’s tight, little cunt.

“Don’t take it out…” she futilely complained,
after the fact.

I didn’t want to take it out. I couldn’t help
it. I was just too soft and she was just too slippery.

“Sorry…” I mumbled, rolling off beside
her.

This had been the best night, well, night and
morning of my life.

“That’s okay,” she sniffled, sitting up,
leaning down, pulling the covers up over us and then snuggling up
against me.

I was having feelings for my aunt that I’d
never had for another woman. Scary, strange, affectionate feelings!
What the fuck? Was I falling in love with her? My Aunt? Talk about
scary. But something made me want to tell her that. I don’t know
why…

Leaning down, nibbling on her ear, I
whispered, “I love you…”

Nothing happened for several long, tense
minutes as I waited for a response from her.

“I love you, too, Jimmy…” she softly said,
cuddling closer, “but we can’t.”

Can’t? Can’t what? I didn’t know what she was
talking about. I didn’t know what to do with these new-found
feelings. I just had to share them with her. Let her know how I
felt about her. I didn’t know what all this could lead to. And now
I was back to the scary part.

“We can’t let this ruin us,” she went on to
explain.

Now I thought I caught the gist of what she
was thinking.

“You have your life…and I have mine. I think
I love Lanny. And I don’t want to do anything to endanger that
relationship. Tonight was fabulous and I’m not sorry it happened.
It shouldn’t have…but it did,” she told me, turning her head and
placing a soft, lingering kiss on my lips.

I didn’t know what to do. What to say—

“It doesn’t have to end, but we have to be
discreet. Careful. You’ll meet girls here. And that’s the right
thing,” she said, wriggling closer, her body soft and warm against
mine. “And when you meet that right one, I don’t want to be in the
way. So, it’s best that you go your way and I go mine. But if our
paths occasionally cross…well, that would be a good thing too.”

Then she kissed me again, softly…
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I awoke the next morning to the aroma of
bacon wafting into my Aunt Ellen’s bedroom. I just lay there
thinking about what had happened last night. And what Aunt Ellen
had told me there at the end, right before we fell asleep.

“So, you’re finally awake,” I heard Aunt
Ellen laugh as she came walking into the bedroom. She was carrying
a tray and she was buck-ass naked. And beautiful.

“Uh, morning…” I lamely muttered, scooting
out from under the covers and leaning back against the headboard of
her bed.

“Are you hungry?” she asked me, leaning down,
setting the tray on my legs and covering my limp, lifeless dick
with it. “You should be…after last night.”

“Yeah, hungry,” I mumbled, picking up a piece
of bacon and taking a bite off it, admiring the delightful way her
tits jiggled and bobbed when she moved.

“After you finish, I think we have time for a
quickie…if you’re still in the mood,” she smiled, laying her hand
on my leg just below the tray and giving it a squeeze. “But then
you’ll have to be on your way because Lanny is due home this
afternoon and I have to tidy up for him.”

I felt a strange sense of jealousy, but I
couldn’t let my aunt know it. Especially after her little speech
last night.

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I grinned, “whatever you
say.”

“Good…” she chuckled.

After I finished eating, we had our little
quickie and I left…
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Aunt Ellen had been right. She married Lanny.
That wasn’t to say that Aunt Ellen and I got together for the
occasional champagne and pizza night when he was away on one of his
fishing trips. And I did meet girls. Lots of them. And yes, I did
finally meet the right one. And we got married, too.

After college, my wife and I moved to a city
far, far away. But we made an effort to spend the occasional
Thanksgiving or Christmas with my Aunt Ellen and Uncle Lanny. And
that’s not to say that on some of those occasions, Aunt Ellen and I
had the opportunity to exchange gifts. Ah, yes, my dear, sweet Aunt
Ellen…
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