
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Cougar Island -
Part 2: Cynthia's Sexual
Awakening by Daniella Donati

 


 


 


 


The second in the erotic short-story series
Cougar Island about cougar/cub decadent
debauchery.

 


 


 


 


 


All characters appearing in this work are
fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or to
other works of fiction, is purely coincidental.All sexual acts
depicted are between consenting adults aged eighteen and over.

 


 


The author specifically disclaims any
responsibility for any liability, loss or risk, which is incurred
as a consequence, directly or indirectly, of the use and
application of any of the contents of this book.The author does not
condone or encourage promiscuity or unprotected sex in any way.

 


 


 


 


Copyright@2019 Daniella Donati at
Smashwords.

All Rights Reserved

 


 


 


 


Cougar Island - Part 2: Cynthia's Sexual Awakening

 


 


Cynthia Bradbury
unpacked her luggage for her two week holiday on Cougar Island. It
was late evening, the air humid and atmosphere sultry. Completely
unaware that her sons were on the island too, about a mile down the
road from her hotel in a cheaper part of the resort, she decided
that tonight she would just get acclimatized to the place and maybe
just have a quiet drink in the hotel bar with maybe a couple of the
others.

 


She knew that
Harriet, the oldest of the cougars at 49, and also the wildest,
would want to start the fun as soon as possible, but Cynthia felt a
little jetlagged. Besides, she couldn't just become some wild
cougar just like that, after so many years of a sexless
marriage.

 


In fact, the only one
more repressed than her was Sylvia, 46, who had married a man who
had become impotent in his late twenties and stayed that way.
Despite being perhaps the most reserved, Cynthia and Sylvia were
the two most attractive women in their group, Cynthia with long,
black hair and an enviable figure, and Sylvia also dark haired, but
cut in a bob, framing a pretty, appealing face.

 


Cynthia looked round
for her small bag containing all her perfumes and scents, wondering
where she could have put it. With a slight sense of panic, she
realized she couldn't find it anywhere and that she may have left
it somewhere, but could have sworn she entered the hotel with it.
Just then, there was a knock at the door and she went to
enquire.

 


She opened the
door to a handsome bellboy, who was English like her, and
said 'Madam, I
believe this belongs to you...you must have left it in reception
when you booked in...good job you had a name tag on
it...". Cynthia looked
ecstatic and took the bag off him saying "Oh you are a lifesaver! I can't thank you
enough!".

 


The bellboy, a
cocky young man called Lee, was experienced at seducing the cougars
that stayed there, it was one of the perks of the job, but very few
of the women had been as attractive as Cynthia, looking sultry in a
black evening dress with silk black gloves to match and a sparkling
necklace. Everything about her oozed classy sexiness and Lee saw
her as a challenge to his seduction skills. Cheekily, he said,
"Is that a bottle
of liqueur over there? If you want to thank me, I'd love a
tipple...and you should join me....".

 


Cynthia was
taken aback a little by his brazen confidence but decided that's
how the young men act over here and so should get accustomed to it
quickly. She smiled and said "Of course.."
then walked to her drinks cabinet and poured them both an Amaretto.
As Lee took a sip from his glass, he could sense she wasn't an
experienced cougar. She looked a newcomer to this world, he could
tell from his large experience of older women.

 


He realized he
was going to have to work hard for his pleasure, and knew this
wasn't going to be a straightforward seduction like it was with
some female guests. Cynthia could sense he was interested and was
trying to seem relaxed and open, but knew her manner was a little
forced and uneasy. She felt the liqueur run through her and relaxed
a little. "So have
you worked here long?" she
enquired.

 


"A year now
nearly...this your first cougar holiday? Or been on a cougar cruise
or two?" he replied and she
confirmed his suspicions by explaining this was her first foray
into this lifestyle. "It's great here...there's such an atmosphere of fun and
freedom, you're going to love it...". Cynthia grinned, noticing the twinkle in his eye and
said "I'm sure I
will..." with a wink and Lee
felt his cock twitch, suddenly thinking that maybe she was more up
for it than he thought.

 


Cynthia was
surprised by her own behaviour, but in her nervousness, she had
sipped a fair bit of liqueur and it had rather gone to her head.
Her head was swimming, strong liqueur made her rash, impulsive and, most of all, sexually
aroused. She was contending with all these emotions and desires,
feeling a huge attraction to her smartly dressed, handsome bellboy
who had picked up her transition in mood, all traces of tension and
awkwardness gone from her manner.

 


She realized she was
actually dressed very sexually, all in black, and her silk gloves
suddenly seemed almost fetishistic, catching sight of herself in
the mirror opposite. In her impulsiveness, she managed to knock off
her diamond wrist bracelet, which Lee immediately got down on one
knee to pick up.

 


Overcome by the
humid, sultry atmosphere and the hot liqueur flowing round her, she
found herself raising up her dress with one hand, letting Lee see a
good view of her shapely black stocking-clad legs, raising it all
the way up to her stocking tops. He couldn't believe how forward
she was becoming, feeling his cock bulge in his tight bellboy
uniform, but knowing he had to stay in control.

 


Cynthia
heightened the fast mounting tension even further by saying
"I hope you like
what you see...". Lee was
overwhelmed by her sexiness, he hadn't been with a woman of such
style and class, and it was all he could do to keep his composure.
"Very
nice..Madam..." he replied.
Cynthia laughed and said "Oh, please call me Cynthia...and you are?".
Lee stood up and handed her the wrist
bracelet. "I'm
Lee" he said looking straight
at her with desire, and she smirked flirtatiously.

 


"Very nice to
meet you Lee...maybe I don't need to go to the bar after all, I
have a drinking companion already...." she said, putting her bracelet back on.
"Tell me something
Lee...are you very experienced with the ladies here...you must love
older women to work at a resort like this....".

 


Lee almost
felt like blushing, feeling somehow exposed, so used to playing it
cool, but she seemed to see right through him. "I have to be honest Cynthia..yes, I am
experienced and here because I love older women...I just find them
so sexy....I find you so sexy...". Cynthia was pleased with his answer and flattered that
he found her attractive, replying "It may be your lucky day...I find you very sexy
too Lee....'.

 


With that, she
sat on the end of her bed, then began raising her dress over her
knees, then reached under it with both hands to then slide off her
black silk panties, which she kicked off her feet. She then pulled
up her dress over her hips and spread her legs. "I think it's time I found out how
experienced you are Lee..."
she said with authority, her liqueur fuelled confidence actually
making Lee feel a bit intimidated.

 


It was a new
experience for him, but licking out older women certainly wasn't
and he moved in between her legs and knelt on one knee, placing his
hands on her thighs. He started by kissing her legs, then slowly
working down and taking each one of her feet in his mouth, looking
at her as he slowly kissed each one, worshipping it.

 


She loved the
sensation, the feeling of being adored and worshipped like a
goddess. His kisses slowly raised up her legs, above her knees,
then he traced the inners of her thighs with his fingers
delicately, making her moan out loud. The sensation was so erotic
that she had to try hard not to scream. He teased her even more
when he pushed her legs wider and ran his thick tongue along each
thigh, getting close to her pussy then backing away.

 


She placed her
gloved hand on his head, drawing it towards her mound, then running
her fingers through his hair as he resisted, prolonging the moment
to tease her and stir her up more. With impatience, she pulled on
his hair, his head forced up to her trimmed brown bush, and he
eagerly took a long lick of her already dripping cunt.

 


She let out a low
main of satisfaction as he got to
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