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I took up jogging when I was nineteen.  Not in an effort to lose weight: actually, as part of a wider attempt to get fit  and bulk up, to increase weight, or increase muscle, anyway.  I’d always been tall and slim, although, in my eyes, too slim: my teenage years didn’t seem to see me filling out, so I decided one day to take up weights and running.  I experienced limited success: I had no stamina whatsoever, managing only a few lifts of the dumbbells in my bedroom and a once-round the block before collapsing in exhaustion.  I was too humiliated and broke to join a gym, and began to grow increasingly disheartened, finding excuses to skip my runs before I’d even really begun.

I still lived at home, with my parents.  It was my mother who suggested I contact my aunt: Kelly was a keen runner, my mother reminded me, and had recently completed yet another half-marathon.  Maybe she could give me some tips.

I found her on Facebook.  My family were never particularly close with one another: Kelly was the wife of my mother’s younger brother, my Uncle Dave, and, although we all lived in the same city, never really saw one another outside of obligatory family get-togethers at Christmas.  Still, Kelly had always seemed nice enough: my uncle was a quiet, moody, unapproachable man, but Kelly always seemed up for a laugh and a joke.  She was taller than her husband, perhaps as tall as me: naturally darker skin, and black hair, she’d just turned forty but had the muscles and athleticism of someone far younger.  I’d once heard my father refer to her as ‘that Amazon woman,’ and he wasn’t far wrong.

I sent her a message, saying hi, explaining that I’d just taken up jogging.  I was embarrassed to ask for help, although I wasn’t asking for much.  I think all I really wanted were a few words of encouragement from someone who, presumably, had been disheartened herself in the past, and who had managed to work through it.

I ended up receiving those words, and more: she replied later that afternoon, as I sat crashed on the couch with a game controller in my hand.  She was delighted I’d taken it up: even getting out there was more than most people would ever achieve.  She gave me a few tips, on warm-ups and being well-hydrated and making sure I had my breathing right.  She signed off offering to be a running buddy, if I liked.  

It was a surprising offer. I told her there would be no way I would be able to keep pace with her, or cover anywhere near the same distance.  She said that was fine: she could head over to this side of the city, run a while with me, and then jog home.  

There was no real reason for me not to agree.

It was hard work, but it went well.  Kelly would meet me at the park near mine in the morning and we would do a few circuits, her giving me tips and support along the way.  She barely seemed to grow out of breath even when talking: those first couple of weeks, breathing was such an issue for me I could barely even reply whilst running.  We’d meet in the mornings, three times a week, heading over grass wet with dew and a bit of footpath, passing by the empty football pitches and disused tennis courts.  I gradually began to feel my limbs complaining less as my stamina increased: I began to grow less self-conscious, less awkward.  I began to notice, too, that Kelly was giving me less advice and support as time went on, and we would simply chat as we ran.  

I’ll admit I began to develop more than a crush on her.  Still slightly naïve and vanilla about the world, I would have been appalled when I began had anyone suggested that my aunt was good eye candy whilst exercising, but I was struggling not to think of her in those terms now.  In the past, I’d only ever seen Kelly in the past in make-up and stylish clothes: dark eye-shadow and scarlet lipstick, cream slacks and expensive-looking blouses that showed off her biceps.

Out here, of course, her skin was free from make-up, natural, and no less agreeable for that.  She looked softer, more approachable.  I tended to wear black when I ran, plain black shorts and a vest, to hide my sweat: she wore black Lycra bottoms, tight, accentuating her healthy behind nicely, but a grey vest, the back of which would grow increasingly dark with damp as we ran.  If she ever found herself a couple of steps ahead of me – which, let’s face it, was often – I’d gaze at that damp patch with excitement.  It was somehow intimate, yet not obscene.  I got thinking of the sweat that would be forming elsewhere on her body.

Even after a tough workout, I’d often have to masturbate when I got back.

As I grew more comfortable circling the park a few times, Kelly began to shake our routes up.  ‘Circuits can get a bit boring,’ she explained one morning, as we ran past the entrance to the park, not entering.  ‘It can be quite a drag seeing the same things repeating over and over.  Let’s head off somewhere.’

We did, doing similar distances but in a large loop, never back-tracking, past the shops and the ring-road and over the footbridge.  The variety did indeed seem to help, and at least once a week we’d just head out for a random street jog.  

At the end of one of these runs, as Kelly left me at the bottom of my street before continuing on her way, she said, ‘You know, the distance you’re now managing, you can probably get to mine from here.  How about next time, I meet you here, we jog home, have food, and I’ll drive you home afterwards?’

It sounded good to me.  I hadn’t been to her and my uncle’s house in years, and hadn’t seen my uncle since the previous Christmas.  In my head, I’d always thought of their house as quite a trek from where my parents lived: I was a little surprised, and delighted, that I was now able to run a comparable distance.  

‘Great, I’ll see you Sunday,’ she said, grinning and turning her back on me as she headed off down the road.  I jogged on the spot for a few moments, watching her black bobbing ponytail and delicious backside beneath the tight material of her jogging bottoms, before continuing to my front door.

It was a decent run to Kelly and my uncle’s place.  We maintained a steady pace, chatting as we went.  She asked me how job hunting was going, how it was living with my folks.  We’d gotten to know one another fairly well over the few months we’d been training together.  I enjoyed our conversations: she was clearly an adult, unlike aimless, drifting me, and yet not the staid, predictable, lifeless adulthood as represented by my own parents.  

Again, I tried not to look too many times at the sweat forming on her bare arms, or the thick muscles visible through her sweatpants on the backs of her legs.

We reached her place, and my delight at having managed the distance – and in not too exhausted a state – was obvious.  She grinned at me on the doorstop, and slapped me on the shoulder.  Sweat on her fingertips, her touch felt hot and clammy.

‘Doing good!’ she exclaimed.  We began to do our post-run warm-down stretches.  ‘Ever thought you’d improve this much?’ she asked.

I shook my head, not wanting to boast but unable to hide my delight.  ‘Not in a million years,’ I smiled.  ‘Thank you.  Thank you so much for this.  You’re amazing.’

She gave me a look there, glancing back almost playfully over her shoulder as she unlocked the back door.  I immediately blushed, figuring I’d said something wrong, sounding like some dumb kid with a crush.

She turned away, still smiling, and let us both in.

We kicked off our trainers and left them by the door.  She went straight to the sink and brought me a glass of water, which I accepted gratefully.

She stood in front of me and watched me drink, her own glass at her lips.  I suddenly became aware of her proximity to me, indoors – we’d only ever been this close when outside, when the sweat worked up from running was less noticeable in the outside air.  Here, I could feel her heat, and smell her pits – far from unpleasant to me.  

‘You look good,’ she said eventually, still looking at me, lowering her glass from her lips.  Her ample chest was still rising and falling, her breathing deep from the exercise.  ‘A guy who’s just worked out is so attractive.’

I blinked.  It wasn’t what I had been expecting.  I’d actually been worrying that, if I could smell her, she would be able to smell me.  I worried how gross she thought I was.

‘I... Uh, thanks,’ I muttered, not exactly looking away, but having to avert eye contact.  ‘I figure I must smell terrible, I’m sorry… I’m all sweaty.’  I felt disorientated, awkward at her compliment.  She clearly didn’t mean it: she can’t have meant it.

She placed her glass on the sideboard, and stepped closer to me.  She stepped right up to me, pressing her breasts against my chest.  I could see the strap of her sports-bra beneath her vest-strap.  Her breasts felt firm, pressed against me, held firmly together.

‘You smell good,’ she muttered, her face close to mine.  I could see the moisture on her forehead.  She actually breathed in.  ‘Sweat is good.  It means you’ve worked hard.  Means you’ve pushed your body.’

I was slightly disbelieving, but somehow calm.  Her body felt muscular, toned, pressed against mine.

I tried to speak, and noticed a nervous tremor in my voice.

‘Is... Uncle Dave not here?’ I asked.  It was the only thing I could think to say.

She thrust her hand into my crotch, and squeezed my penis, hard.  I cried out, shocked and delighted.

‘He’s out all day,’ she muttered, pressing her lips close to my ear.  She squeezed again, harder, yanking at my rapidly-stiffening meat with aggressive playfulness.  She had a powerful grip.

‘Jesus... Aunt Kelly...’ I gasped, not daring to move, staring ahead over her shoulder as she continued whispering into my ear.

‘You’ve seen I’ve worked up a sweat?’ she murmured.  ‘I’ve seen you looking at me... You naughty thing.  I see how you look at me when I’m all hot and flustered...  Do you think I smell good, too?’

I didn’t know what to say.  Was this some kind of game?  Had she grown weary of my constant glances, and this was some... humiliating punishment?

‘I… think you smell incredible,’ I managed to stammer.

Her hand slipped past the waistband of my shorts, into my boxers.  She grabbed my cock in her strong fist and yanked it out of my trousers.

All I could do was gasp.

I looked down in disbelief at my aunt’s fingers around my cock, as she began to tug me.

‘That good, hmm?’ she cooed, leaning back so she could see the expressions on my face.

‘Jesus.  Yes.’  I leaned back against the counter, feeling incredible, watching her jerk me.  She began to tighten her grip, again squeezing tightly in her powerful fist, until I cried out in gorgeous pain.  She smirked, at that, and let me go.  My cock jerked in the air, and I gasped at the release, both relieved and disappointed.  My own hand flew to it.

‘I’m going to ask you straight,’ Kelly said, her grin fading, but not entirely gone.  ‘I’ve worked up a sweat.  Everywhere,’ she gestured, waving a hand up and down herself.  ‘But my pants in particular.’

I was trying to listen calmly, and not look like a goggle-eyed fool, but my mind and excitement levels were all over the place.  I must have been gawping.

‘I’m going to sit on your face,’ she said, coolly, unruffled, as if explaining instructions to a handyman.  ‘We’re not going to have sex.  Not today.  You can jerk off afterwards.  Instead, you’re going to prove to me how well you can take an ass on your face.  Do you understand?’

I nodded dumbly.  In truth, I think I understood very little by this point.

She told me to lie down.  I did as requested, immediately, lying down there on the hard kitchen floor.  Looking up at her from that angle, she towered.  Her height, her power, her beauty: I didn’t stand a chance.

She put her foot in my mouth first, stretching my mouth wide, pushing her biggest four toes inside.  She had removed her trainers but not her socks: they were worn-looking, grey.  They tasted musty and damp.

She looked down at me, again smiling a touch, as she manoeuvred her foot around, stretching my lips.  I made a few muffled noises.  I had to breathe through my nostrils, but it was all dampness and smelly material I was taking in to my lungs.  She lowered her heel to my face, increasing pressure, grinding her sole against my nose, my eyes, my cheeks.  

My hands left my crotch, my erection twitching furiously in the air, and gripped her ankle, holding her down onto me.  My tongue took what flavours it could.  Then she stepped away, and I gasped clean air, albeit disappointed.

I looked up at her, from my worthless position on the floor.  She turned away from me.

She seemed to lower her backside onto my face in slow motion.

In those moments before she blocked my vision, her Lycra-clad rear agonisingly close as she squatted down over me, I could actually see a darker patch of material within the already dark navy around her crotch and bum, and I opened my mouth to meet it.

She smothered me.  Squashing my nose, pressing her weight down, she seemed to squeeze the breath and the strength right out of me.  I cried out involuntarily, muffled against her buttocks, arousal and survival instinct jostling for control of my reactions.  Again, my hands were up, holding onto her hips, holding her down, pulling her to me.  I nuzzled into my aunt’s ass.

She was sweaty, alright, and hot.  With my struggles for breath, she was overpowering.  She was mashing my nose to my face and my lips were closed, but I still managed to snake my tongue out, rubbing across the damp material, probing the Lycra with all my might.  She seemed to be able to feel this, because she giggled.

The air was thick, cloying.  Salt from the sweat of my aunt, sweat from her pussy, sweat from her butthole.

‘Good boy,’ I heard her mutter above me, although my hearing was blocking somewhat by her thighs around my head.  She began to rock backwards and forwards a touch, grinding against my face.  ‘Good boy.’

I was eating, lapping, gasping like crazy.  It was overwhelming.  I was even trying to get some of the material between my teeth: in a frenzy, I wanted to suck the dirty moisture straight from her gusset, to swallow it down.  I couldn’t breathe, but I didn’t care.  She rode my face, increasingly pressing the air from me, all the time calling me her good boy.

I’d have probably let her smother me into unconsciousness had she not lifted her rump when she did, allowing me to gasp cool, clear air.  I was seeing stars.

She gave me a few moments, before sitting back down on me.

I don’t know how long she kept me like that, at the edge of endurance, constantly taking me to the brink of passing out before allowing me the requisite lungfuls of air to stay conscious.  She slipped her hand down the front of her pants, and began masturbating herself as she smothered me, making her movements even more erratic.  Her weight on my face seemed even heavier as she lost control.

I began begging at some point, although I couldn’t tell you what I was actually pleading for.  For more?  For sexual release?  For air?  Even into her buttocks, I was repeating the garbled words of ‘Please… Aunt Kelly… Oh god… Please…’ over and over, stuck on some delirious loop.

I didn’t even have to touch myself in the end.  I ejaculated spontaneously, without touch, I had been pushed so close to the edge.  My cock simply began pumping.  I hollered muffled cries into her firm, hot buttocks, as she, too, began rocking on my face, legs kicking out, her own debauched orgasm ripping through her, pressed against my mouth.

She slid off me, sliding onto the floor, and we both remained there for a while.

Of course, she recovered quicker than I managed, hopping to her feet, and rearranging herself.  She took another glug of water, and held it out to me.

‘You need to stay hydrated,’ she said, as I shakily sat up.  I tucked my deflating cock away.  Cum was splattered across the bottom of my vest.

I nodded, dazed.

She helped me to my feet, hauling me up.  She laughed seeing the semen on the top.

‘Okay,’ she said.  ‘Let me take you home.  Keep up that rate, and I’ll even take my bottoms off, let you taste my butthole for real.  Deal?’

Again, I nodded, stupidly, with no idea what to say.

‘C’mon, training buddy,’ she said, leading me to the door.  I went wherever she pointed me.  ‘You’ve done well.  I think that was a hell of a workout.  Don’t you agree?’
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