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		A COUGAR’S SEDUCTION

		

		It happened the morning after I received the final divorce papers in the mail. For the first time in twenty-one years I was finally rid of Ted, my no-good husband and no-good father to our daughter Shay. Not only was he out of our lives for good, with the divorce final he took a job on the other side of the country. With him went his secretary/bimbo mistress and her daughter, who rumor had it he was sleeping with, too.

		Good fucking riddance.

		“Day one of the rest of your life, Allison Greenwald.” I reminded myself as I came down to the kitchen to get my morning coffee still half asleep. My slippers whispered across the tile floor as I re-cinched the robe of my red, kimono-style bathrobe. I ran a hand through my shoulder length brown hair with highlights, shaking out the bedhead knots, and yawned.

		I flicked the lights on. The aroma of fresh brewed coffee filled the kitchen.

		Thank God for brew timers.

		I poured a cup of black coffee and brought it over the center island. After a sip, I swirled the hem of my bathrobe over my bare legs and sat on a stool, finding Shay’s laptop open on the counter.

		Shay was home from college for the summer. At nineteen she came and went pretty much on her own.

		“Wonder why she left this down here,” I mused with my cup in hand.

		“That’s strange,” I said noticing a large icon filled the screen. It looked like one of those movie clapperboards. The one’s they snap when the director yells, “Action!”

		I tapped the enter button and the icon disappeared.

		I frowned. “Oh, shit. What did I do?”

		The screen filled with a video image of Shay’s bedroom.

		There was Shay’s bed.

		I recognized her purple satin sheets and white quilted bedspread. Next to the bed was her nightstand with her clock and her lamp on it. Mr. Fuzzy, her little stuffed elephant sat propped up against the lamp.

		From the speakers I heard movement, rustling sounds.

		A second ticked by then Shay flopped down on the bed, naked except for a pair of thong undies. Her short brown hair was tied back in a small ponytail. The curved line of several small star tattoos that followed the swell of her outer breast was clearly visible.

		That was something I hadn’t seen since she’d gotten inked over my objections two years earlier.

		Shay scooted herself to one side of the bed, a smile on her face.

		A few seconds ticked by then another person walked into the frame.

		It was Daisy, Shay’s best friend since they were little kids. She lived right across the street.

		Daisy flopped down on the bed next to Shay, topless, like my daughter, wearing only a pair of skintight, white denim shorts. They giggled and rolled into each other’s arms and started making out.

		I felt my mouth drop open. Oh. My. God!

		Daisy had this really short, shaggy, pixy haircut. Her beautiful black hair was cut in a way so her short locks flipped in a hundred different directions all at one. A pretty girl, whose narrow nose was maybe a touch too long for her face. She had wide eyes that were set a little off kilter. Her mouth was pinched, with lips that were a bit too full. But when she smiled, which was often, she possessed the most gorgeous, deep, half-moon dimples I’d ever seen.

		I watched as Daisy moved her mouth from Shay’s lips down over her full, naked breasts, kissing, making loud wet smacking noises. She kissed and licked Shay’s nipples while Shay wriggled, fisting the blankets under her in the throes of passion.

		Not taking my eyes off the screen, I went to set my cup down on the counter and almost missed, spilling coffee across the countertop and down the sides before I caught the cup and slid it across the quartz countertop away from the edge.

		“I can’t believe they made a sex tape.” My hand clasped over my open mouth.

		Shay ran her hands over Daisy’s neck, her fingers up through the nape of her short black hair. She squirmed under her best friend’s oral assault of her body while they both made breathless, kissy-kissy sounds.

		Watching, contradicting feelings and thoughts swirled around my brain. I was shocked, mesmerized, outraged, curious, confused, and if I had to admit, a little turned on.

		I swore after I found out about Ted’s infidelity, I wouldn’t sullen the marriage or stoop to his level. I vowed to remain faithful until after the divorce was final. That meant I’d been celibate for well over two years now. So to say I was as horny as an adolescent teenager watching her first porn flick wouldn’t even come close to how desperate for sex I was.

		The kitchen door suddenly opened and banged shut.

		I slapped the laptop closed and looked up.

		Daisy.

		She and her parent’s lived in the house behind ours. Our backyards formed one continuous large grassy lawn. Daisy came through the house without announcing herself, as home here as if she were my own daughter, as welcome here as Shay was at her house.

		“Hey, Mrs. G. What’s ya doing?”

		Daisy skirted the island and went right for the refrigerator. She took out a container of orange juice and poured herself a large glass. She spun and leaned against the counter, holding the glass in both hands as she drank.

		“Hi, um, Daisy.” I went over to the coffeemaker. I needed another cup. Hell, I needed something stronger, but I’d have to settle for coffee since it was only nine in the morning. I refilled my mug, noticing my hands shook a little.

		I turned, startled as Daisy reached past me and grabbed a square of crumb cake I’d made the night before. Her body rubbed across my back and ass. Naked except for a pair of panties, the silky satin robe shifting over my naked skin sent shivers through me.

		“You okay, Mrs. G?” Daisy asked then bit into her square of cake and jumped up on the island next to the computer. She chewed her crumb cake. “This cake’s delish, Mrs. G. Is Shay here?”

		I brought my cup over to the island. “Um, thanks. No. She went out early. To the gym, I think.”

		“Oh, right. She said she was gonna do that.”

		Daisy wore a yellow, sleeveless tank top and black capris with a wide white belt. Her top was skintight and the pants hugged her hips and thighs. She didn’t have much going in the boob department, but then neither did I.

		In fact, I had less.

		My God, Allison Greenwald, where is your mind? I cleared my throat. “How come you, um, didn’t go?”

		“I don’t know. Didn’t feel like it.” She raised the cake in the air. “I keep eating stuff like this I’ll need to.”

		“Oh, sweetie. You’re a long way from needing to worry about that.” I rubbed the back of her arm. Realizing what I was doing, I dropped my hand away. Fast.

		Daisy popped the last of the cake in her mouth and grabbed the laptop. She spun it around and had it open before I could stop her. I couldn’t see the screen but I could hear heavy breathing as the video automatically resumed. And kiss-kiss sounds. And moans of wanton pleasure of a very sexual nature.

		“Oh shit.” Daisy face got beet read and she slapped the computer closed.

		The sounds stopped.

		“Oh my God, Mrs. G. Did you see? Were you watching…this?” Daisy hopped off the counter. “How’d you get this? Why were you—”

		“Shay left it here. I opened it.”

		Daisy covered her face with her hands. “Oh my God. I’ve gotta go.”

		I put my coffee cup down and grabbed her wrist. “Daisy.”

		“No.” she tried to shake out of my grasp. “I’ve got to go.”

		“Daisy! Listen to me. You’re both nineteen years old. You’re adults. It’s okay.” I glanced over at the laptop. “Well, except filming it. I don’t know what that’s all about.”

		Daisy dropped her hands away and looked at the floor. “I am so embarrassed.”

		“You should be,” I told her. “But not because you and Shay are together. That’s fine. I had no idea you two were…but for making that video. What were you thinking?”

		“It was stupid,” she said.

		“It was.”

		Daisy tossed her head back and stared at the ceiling. Her arms hung loose and she slumped her shoulders. “If my parents find out, they’ll freak.”

		“What? That you and Shay…”

		“That I’m into girls, yeah.” Daisy looked at me with a funny expression. “But that’s not all.”

		“What else?” I held her by the arms. “You can tell me, Daisy. Tell me anything.”

		“Can I…can I ask you a question, Mrs. G?”

		“Of course.”

		“Have you ever…been with a girl?” She gazed at me with doe-like, pleading eyes. Her forehead furrowed.

		“You mean,” I glance at the laptop, “like that?”

		I had. But I’d never told anyone about it. Not that it embarrassed me, I’d quite enjoyed it, but it’d been so long ago—in college—a life time ago. It’s not like the subject came up in normal casual conversation. “I, um…”

		I ran my hand through my hair. Unlike Daisy, or even Shay for that matter, my hair was shoulder length, bouncy, and frosted. God, I was chickening out.

		That was when Daisy leaned into me and kissed me. On the mouth.

		I pushed her back. “Daisy. What…”

		She held my hands and batted those soft, innocent eyes at me. “I wanted to do that for the longest time, Mrs. G. For as long as I can remember.”

		Stunned, I stammered. “What do you mean?”

		“That I’m crazy about you. I have been for…for like forever. Mrs. G, I really like you.”

		“I like you too, Daisy. But—”

		She put her hand under my chin, lifted it as she kissed me again.

		Her lips were warm and soft, inviting. Before I realized what I was doing I’d closed my eyes and was kissing her back. She drew me into a hug. As our bodies pressed together I stopped and pushed her away.

		“Daisy, we can’t. I shouldn’t have...”

		“Why not?”

		“Because, I’m, I’m, I’m your girlfriend’s mother.”

		“Shay’s not my girlfriend.”

		I pointed at the laptop. “What about that?”

		Daisy glanced down at it. “Oh, we were just messing around. It was only that one time. I don’t even like Shay.”

		“What?”

		“I mean I love Shay, but not like that. She’s my best friend and always will be but she’d not into…she wanted to try, to experiment, but she didn’t like it. She’s into guys. Like totally.”

		“Oh.” I didn’t know what else to say. “But you’re not…into guys?”

		“The whole time I was with her, Mrs. G,” Daisy said, “I was, you know, thinking of you. Fantasizing what it would be like to be with…you.”

		“Me?”

		“Totally. I swear to God.”

		“Daisy, I…” I was speechless.

		She shook my arm, like she was trying to entice me into eating a new food I was worried I’d hate. “There’s nothing wrong with it. You said it before. I’m an adult. It’s cool, Mrs. G. It’ll be totally awesome.”

		When I found my voice, my words, I said, “You really think about me? In that way?”

		“I do. Like all the time.”

		“Daisy, I’m old enough to be your mother. Shit, I’m older than your mother.”

		She smiled. There were those damn cute dimples. “But you look great. I mean look at you, you’re gorgeous.”

		“Wow. I don’t know what to say.”

		She stepped closer to me. “Maybe we should stop talking then.”

		She cupped my face with both hands. They were warm and her thumbs stroked my cheeks. She drew my face toward hers, brought my mouth to her mouth. We kissed. I tried to remember when I’d been kissed so lovingly, so passionately before. It had been so long ago, I couldn’t.

		Still I broke away. “We can’t do this.”

		“Why not?”

		“Because it isn’t right.”

		Daisy sort of rolled her eyes, like I was being silly. “There’s nothing wrong with it.”

		“Someone might find out.”

		“Who?”

		“Shay. Your parents. God, your mom. What would she say if she found out?”

		“She won’t find out. I’m not going to tell her. Are you?”

		She snaked an arm around my waist and pulled me in. She lifted my chin the way she had before—in a way that was so hot—she kissed me a third time.

		And I felt my resistance crumble. I kissed her back.

		This time when I pulled away, I said, “We should go to the bedroom.”

		“Really? You mean you don’t want to do it here. On top of the island would be pretty hot.”

		I spun her around and gave her a little shove. “The bedroom, before I chicken out.”

		

	
		“The bedroom it is.” Daisy took me by the hand and took the lead. Twenty-five years younger than me and she was the boss. And the funny thing was, I was so totally okay with it.

		In the bedroom, we kissed again.

		Daisy teased my mouth by running the tip of her tongue over my lips. Then she pushed me down on the bed. I bounced and lay on my back, my hands over my head, palms out.

		Surrendering, I thought. Allison Greenwald, what the hell are you doing?

		Full of a sexual confidence that only made her more desirable in my eyes; Daisy climbed over me and showered me with kisses. She ran her fingers through my hair. I rolled my head back and parted my lips. I poked my tongue into her mouth. Her tongue probed my mouth in return. We kissed, moaning and making wet, smacking, smooching sounds.

		Daisy pressed her body against my pelvis and rotated her hips.

		I snaked my legs up over her thighs. I ran my hands over her back, caressing the warm, smooth flesh under her yellow T-shirt.

		After a time Daisy climbed off me.

		I started to sit up, got up as far as to lean on my elbows but she pushed me down again. Not aggressively, but playfully. She rolled me over onto my stomach and climbed over me again. She pulled the collar of my robe down and pushed my hair away from my neck. She kissed the back of my neck. Her body pinned me down on the bed.

		Her forcefulness was like an aphrodisiac.

		I panted for breath as her lips kissed my neck, the tip of her tongue licking the curve of flesh from my sensitive hairline to the slope of my shoulder. Her fingers tickled the area behind my ear. My arms were splayed out over my head. I squeezed my hands into fists, kneading the bed cover under me. She kissed and licked my ear. She nibbled at my earlobe with her lips and then gently with her teeth.

		My God, she was getting me so turned on.

		I twisted my head around, my mouth open and hungry for a kiss from her. She accommodated me with an open mouth smooch, our tongues slobbered around each other’s mouths. I felt like a girl in high school again, discovering sex for the first time. Everything so new, so exciting.

		I ran a hand along her arms, caressing her flesh, feeling the goose bumps form on her skin as she rubbed her chest against my back, her hips against my ass.

		She flipped the hem of my robe up.

		I rolled to one side and untied the knot in my robe’s sash. I cast the loose ends aside as Daisy peeled the robe off my back and then snapped it away, leaving me still faced down, naked except for a pair of skimpy black lace panties.

		She pushed me down again and this time wormed her hand along the outer swell of my breast—petite though it was—the feel of her touch sent sensual waves of pleasure through me. When she reached my nipple and pinched it, I gasped.

		“You like that?” she asked. Her breath hot against my skin.

		I smiled. “I do.”

		She cupped my boob and squeezed. She kissed my bare shoulder blades.

		Enjoying it, I wanted more.

		I pushed her aside and rolled over, facing her.

		Daisy pushed herself down on top of me again. She kissed me. I ran my hands through her short shock of black hair. I drank in the smell of her citrusy shampoo. She kissed my chest, the swell of my tiny tits, my nipples.

		Her body lay heavy against me. Her breasts pressed into my stomach. Her hips rubbed against my crotch. Both of us were breathing heavily. Hungry. Wanting more. No, needing more. We were past the point of no return.

		I tugged at her T-shirt, pulled it up her body, over her head.

		She untangled her arms from it and shook her shaggy haired head.

		I tossed her shirt aside.

		Daisy pressed her body, her breasts against mine, mashing them together. Her fuller boobs rubbed across my smaller one. Our nipples grew hard and pointed, raking each other’s flesh. I arched my back, pressed closer to her, if that was possible.

		Breathless, panting, we were insatiable.

		We kissed, slobbering our wet mouths together.

		I ran my hands over her warm, supple back.

		She pulled back and yanked my panties off.

		I raised my leg into the air and she kissed my calf, the hollow behind my knee, my outer thigh. She leaned in closer to me. She caressed the contours of my leg.

		I fumbled around trying to unbuckle her belt.

		But before I could get her pants off, Daisy spread my thighs apart, opening my legs. She smiled and lowered her face to my crotch. I tossed my head. We were really doing this?

		She ran her fingers through my thicket of straw blond pubic hairs. She kissed the top of my sex and flicked her tongue along my soft pink pussy lips.

		I shuddered and gasped.

		I felt her smile as she did it again.

		“Oh my God,” I gasped.

		She laid her hands on my spread thighs and wiggled into position, laying on her stomach and kicking her legs in the air behind her.

		I grabbed one of her wrists and a fistful of blanket with my other hand as she began to run her tongue up and down the length of my wet pussy. I looked down my body, over my constricted, rippled stomach. She wagged her head, licking, as she plunged her tongue into my hole.

		A shudder rumbled through me. I squeezed her wrist. “Ohhh.”

		I abandoned my grip on her arm and on the bed and instead ran my hands through her hair, finger combing her short, black locks as her tongue raked along my pussy, holding her head in place, feeling her tongue probe deeper inside me.

		I bucked my hips and my breathing came in great gasps. I arched my back and wiggled my ass. “Oh, oh, don’t stop,” I begged. “Please, don’t stop.”

		It had been so long since I’d had sex—real sex, not just with a dildo—I knew my orgasm would come quickly. That it would be this beautiful young woman to make it happen, a girl I’d known my whole life and had never imagined being with, made it all the more wonderful. I smiled and sneered and gasped and sucked in my breath as the intensity of that approaching orgasm built up inside me; like a campfire exploding into a bonfire and ultimately a forest fire.

		“Oh, God. Oh, God,” I sang.

		Her hand squeezed the malleable swell of my belly while her other hand lay against my inner thigh, her thumb rubbing along the crease between my leg and crotch. Her tongue licked and probed, her head bobbed rhythmically up and down.

		She watched me, watching her.

		“Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah.”

		Then it started. I began to puff out soft grunts. “Huh, huh, huh.”

		My breathing was so shallow I thought I’d blackout.

		My stomach undulated like waves on an ocean.

		I rocked my hips. I squeezed my ass, lifting it off the bed. “Oh, yes, Oh, yes. Oh, yes.”

		I grabbed Daisy’s head with both hands. I scrunched up into an almost sitting position.

		“Oh God!” I fell back and cried out. “Oh, oh, oh. Oh!”

		I pulled Daisy’s head hard into my crotch. I held on tight. I bit my lower lip and squeezed my eyes shut. My orgasm seized my body. I tried to breath. Couldn’t. Daisy kept at it. Never stopped. Never slowed down. Her tongue and mouth ravaged my pussy, licking, probing, sucking, making loud slurping noises.

		I fell back. “Oh, yes! Oh, oh, oh. Oh, yessss!”

		I snorted. I squealed and shook my hips. I squeezed my legs and I snorted and huffed. My entire body contorted like a compacted spring and then suddenly my orgasm released me and I collapsed. My spent body went limp.

		When I could breathe again, I pulled Daisy up over my body.

		She laid on me and kissed me. I could taste my warm pussy juice fresh on her lips. I rubbed my hands over her body and she caressed mine. When I could speak, I said, “That was incredible. Where’d you learn how to do that so well?”

		She smiled and gave me one of those mischievous looks of hers I’ve come to know all too well over the years. “The Internet.”

		“Oh, thank God. I was afraid you were going to tell me Shay.”

		“Naw,” Daisy said. “She wouldn’t do that.”

		I put my hands over my ears, mockingly. “Too much information.”

		She showered my mouth with kisses and leaned over me, supporting herself on stiff arms like columns on either side of me. She looked down at me. I pushed her pants off her butt. She wiggled and I shoved them off her hips. Her metal belt buckle rattled. Her smallish breasts hung over my face. I cupped and kissed her nipples. They were small and brown and perfect.

		Daisy kicked her pants off.

		I got up and dragged her panties down off her butt. My nails left red marks on her flawless pale skin. I kissed her fleshy ass, playfully biting her skin.

		“Oooh, Mrs. G.”

		“Come over here.” I patted the pillows by the head of the bed.

		Daisy crawled over and flipped around, dropped onto her perfect butt, and propped her shoulders back against the headboard, the pillows puffed up behind her. She planted her feet with her legs bent. She leaned back with her cocked elbows buried deep in the menagerie of pillows.

		Rather than just go down on her like she’d done for me. I had another idea in mind.

		I ran my hand down her inner thigh. Then I licked my fingers and ran them over her wet glistening sex. Her lips were dark pink and her triangle patch of hair was thick and black.

		Daisy shook her head and cooed.

		“So pretty,” I said, licking the fingers of my other hand and rubbing them over Daisy’s hot sex, too. I alternately licked one hand then the other, spreading her petal soft lips with my fingers and marveled at the glistening wetness of her pussy.

		She looked up at me with adorning eyes. “That feels nice.”

		I continued to rub her, using one hand and then the next, happy to lick my hands and taste her delicious pussy in between. Daisy wagged her legs open and closed like an adolescent child with ADD. I continued to rub her while I kissed her mouth, too.

		Then, when I couldn’t take it anymore I shifted positions and crawled in between her legs.

		I put my mouth to her sex and gently spread her lips with my fingers. The last time I’d been with a woman was before I was married. Back in college. I thought about that time often, I hoped I remembered what to do.

		I rubbed her pussy more then I licked it.

		Daisy cooed again.

		A good sign I hadn’t forgotten.

		Lick and rub. Lick and rub. Rub and lick.

		I inserted my finger and Daisy dropped her head back. “Oooh.”

		I pumped it. In and out.

		Then I pressed my thumb against her click, rubbing it.

		And I licked her clit, too, flicking my tongue over it.

		Then I shifted again.

		Still pumping my finger in and out of her I used two fingers to rub her clit. Faster and faster, while poking. Rubbing. Poking. Rubbing. Poke.

		Daisy moaned.

		She played with one of her nipples getting it rock hard. Her head dropped back. Her mouth hung open. Her pussy was sopping wet. My hands slapped against her skin. Daisy reached down and rubbed herself, too, moaning a low cadence. “Ah, ah, ah, ah.”

		I used my finger. She rubbed. I licked and she begged for more.

		“Ah. Ah. Yeah. Huh. Huh. Huh.” She closed her eyes and shook her head. “Oh yeah. Yes. Yes. Yes.”

		She arched her back and squeezed a death grip on her breast. “OH YES!”

		Her body trembled and shook. She wiggled her hips. She grabbed a pillow and threw it. Then she grabbed the blankets and squeezed and tugged as her body jerked, shuddered then seized, and then relaxed. “Oh, oh, oh.”

		Her moans were in sync with her labored breathing.

		I gently licked and kissed and rubbed, enjoying the feel of her body shuddering, knowing how good a feeling that was. “Oh, oh. Oh, fuck, yeah.”

		She leaned back, breathing like she’d just run a marathon.

		“Roll over,” I said. “I have a surprise.”

		She did as I asked without question.

		I stretched across the bed and pulled open the bottom drawer of my nightstand and grabbed my handy-dandy red dildo. “Get up on your knees.”

		She did.

		I came up behind her.

		I wetted my finger and rubbed it along her pussy and then shoved it inside.

		She quivered. “Oooh.”

		I pumped my finger in and out of her for a few minutes, getting her good and horny again. Then I sucked the red dildo in my mouth, slicking it up before I pushed it into Daisy’s dripping wet pussy.

		She squealed.

		She reached between her own legs to rub the wet valley along her spread lips. She rocked back on her knees, cooing, “Ah, ah, ah.”

		“You like that?”

		“Yes.” Her voice was low and husky.

		Pushing the dildo in slowly, spreading her hole, I rubbed at her clit with my thumb.

		She took it in and squeezed her legs. “Aw, shit. Aw, aw.”

		Her body shivered and bucked.

		She arched her back and went from leaning on her elbows to supporting herself with her arms locked straight out. I moved the dildo in and out of her hole, twisting it as I did. Her moans grew low and raspy. She reached between her legs and strummed her clit. She bucked her hips faster and I plunged the dildo in deeper. Daisy reared up like a pony and screamed, “Oh fuck!”

		She tried to twist around then collapsed back onto her hands. Her head hung between her arms. “Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck.” Breathless, she dropped to the bed and squeezed her legs tight and rolled over. “Oh my God.” She pushed her shaggy hair off her forehead and let out a held breath. “Whoo.”

		I slipped the dildo from her pussy and her body gave a final shiver.

		I crawled up and flopped down on the bed alongside her. Daisy’s skin was warm and slick with perspiration. The heavy smell of sex in the room was strong.

		“You good?”

		She smiled wide. “A dream come true.”

		“Really?” I traced a finger along her bare shoulder.

		She turned on her side to face me. She held her hands clasped together in front of her breasts, like she was praying—or her wrists were tied together. “From the time I was…I don’t know how old, I dreamed about you, like this.”

		“I had no idea.”

		“How could you.” She shrugged her shoulders. “I was too afraid to tell you, much less do anything about it. I didn’t even know if you were into girls, let alone me.”

		I stroked her cheek. “Sweetie, you’re so beautiful, and smart and fun and terrific. Even if I never thought about being with women, you could change a girl’s mind.”

		She put a hand on my cheek and kissed me. Soft. Tender. I kissed her back, getting drunk on the lingering taste of pussy. Our hands began to explore each other’s bodies again, caressing our hot sweaty skin…

		When a door banged downstairs, followed by a voice. “Mom? You here?”

		My eyes flew open wide. “Shay. She can’t find us…like this.”

		Daisy propped herself up on one elbow. “Relax, Mrs. G. Shay’s cool with it.”

		“How can you know that?”

		She smiled that mischievous smile of hers. “Because she left that video for you to find.”

		“Shay did? Why?”

		“I confessed how I felt about you but I didn’t know how to approach you. I was afraid. Shay figured if you saw the two of us, you’d open up about how you feel about girls…”

		“Which would break the ice…and lead to…this.”

		From downstairs, Shay called out again. “Mom! You here?”

		“Upstairs, Shay,” Daisy called back. “With me.”

		She smiled.

		I loved those dimples
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