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Helping My Daughter Deal With Her Rival


I was 64 years old when this started. I was already a great grandmother. I was divorced and pretty bitter about men at this point. I didn’t rule out finding one who I loved though. I lived alone.

I was never really considered beautiful in the first place. This makes my story even more special, because now I had old age working against me. I had wrinkles, loose skin, and other normal signs of being an older woman.

My daughter, who was in her early 40s, was in a bitter dispute with another woman. Apparently my daughter had ripped her off somehow, and this other woman wanted to kill her. Maybe not literally, but it was bad. 

My daughter told me about the nasty words and threats. I really didn’t appreciate the way this woman was speaking to my daughter. So I decided to look into who this rival woman was. She did look like a total cunt on social media. But what really stood out to me was that she had a really cute daughter.

I was able to tell from the daughter’s social media page that she was going to be 18 soon. And that simple fact pretty much inspired everything that followed. What if I could turn this bitch’s barely 18 daughter into my personal servant? 

Yeah. Fucking with her would be perfectly legal very soon. I had a different last name than my daughter. No one would know who I was. I understood that this might be very difficult, and maybe impossible. But I figured I would give it a try. I did have a lot of free time on my hands.

I thought about this and I felt like my best shot was to stalk her a bit, find her by herself somewhere, and befriend her. And I figured if I couldn’t spark her interest, I would just forget about it and move on.

I knew there was no sense in letting her know how old I was. My ultimate goal was to make her my servant, and that was going to be next to impossible if she knew I was 64. There was no sense in going for the “girl your own age look.” I probably would have looked ridiculous dressed as a girl her age. But I went for, “I’m not THAT old. I’m in my early 40s at the most, right?” 

Could I seriously pull that off? I didn’t know for sure. I wanted to do a trial run. I figured that if I was going to get her alone anywhere, it was going to be in a casual setting. I was shaking my head, concerned with making sure I was careful about my sagging boobs and stomach. For my age, they were fine. But trying to present as 40 to an 18 year old? Yikes.

I went on social media and found a fantastic female fashion influencer. I found one of her most popular recent posts, and saw that the comments were giving her the highest praise. I ordered that exact outfit for myself, including the oversized handbag and sunglasses. I loved the long, elegant coat and the chunky shoes.

I was pretty good with makeup, so I did my face up and put on my new clothes. I was happy with everything. I was committed to trying my plan. I got my hair professionally dyed and styled. I was going to start wearing my hair the same basic color as hers until this was over. I got a much needed manicure and pedicure. I was feeling sexy. Maybe even worthy of being called Goddess by a dumb bitch or two.

The fact that I was even considering this was really fucked up. It was some predatory shit on several levels. I was closer to four times her age than three! I totally justified everything by simply declaring, “Don’t fuck with my daughter.”

I quickly figured out that she didn’t have a car. It took me some time stalking, but I saw her walking to the store by herself one day. She looked really good and I actually was attracted to her. I nervously waited for her to leave the store. I waited until she was clearly walking home without a ride. And then I pounced like a cougar.

I never was good at shit like this. I had no practice approaching people and starting conversations. I had planned to open with a compliment about her hair. I said, “Oh my God. Your hair is beautiful! It is such a nice color.”

She seemed a little bit surprised. She nervously brushed her hair back with her hand and said, “Oh, thank you... I like your hair too. It’s better than mine.” I replied, “That’s very nice of you to say.” We introduced ourselves to each other.

I made a little bit of small talk with her, but it was like being on the phone with your five year old cousin or something. It was a little bit quick, but I offered her a ride to wherever she was going. She accepted.

I knew I had to work fast. I was hoping that all the effort I had put into my looks was going to attract her. I was wearing my favorite perfume, and being in a car with her forced her to indulge in the scent. I chewed gum hoping to mesmerize her with my mouth. I told her that she was a really cool girl and that she was welcome to come hang out at my house if she wanted to. After finding out that I lived nearby, she said OK and we went to my house.

I quickly found out that she wasn’t happy at home, and she actually wished she could escape. She was fresh out of high school and didn’t have any money. This was playing right into my hands.

She opened up to me very fast. She said, “My mom can be a bitch sometimes. And ever since she lost all her money, she has been mean to me. She also doesn’t buy me anything anymore. I thought, “Oh shit. No one told me that my daughter stole ALL her mother’s money. Now it makes more sense why her mother was being so nasty to my daughter. Oh well. Anyways, I can use this to my advantage.”

She was clearly miserable at home with her mother. While listening to her continue to talk about her home life, I thought, “Ah. So you’re used to being poor and treated like shit, huh? You’ll fit in great here!” But I sat there, as seductively as I could, listening and expressing sympathy for her.

I did a good job keeping her entertained and talking about herself. A couple of times she expressed how much better it was hanging out at my house rather than her own. Eventually, she expressed that she had to get home, so I let her go. She expressed that she wanted to come back the next day, and I said OK.

The next day she came to my house as promised. It was fortunate for me that she had “another huge fight with her mother.” It actually sounded pretty petty. She was strongly implying that she wished she could move out of there. And she was welcome to live with me, as long as she was willing to live as my personal property.

Things were moving really fast, mainly because she was playing right into my hands. She liked being with me at my house, and she didn’t like being with her mother at her house. We got on the topic of her possibly living with me, considering how we were getting along and all the space I had for her.

The more this girl realized that moving in with me was a realistic possibility, the more she started to make promises about what she would do for me. I played really hard to get though. I acted like I wasn’t really interested in her moving in. So that just escalated her promises of what she would be willing to do for me.

She had no idea that I wouldn’t be satisfied with anything less than my total ownership of her. And I had no intention of just telling her that. I got her offer up as high as I could at this point though. She was willing to do all cleaning, all cooking, laundry, and basically anything else that I asked her to do. 

I thought I could work with that agreement. I said, “If you’re really willing to do all that, then you can stay here.” She said, “Oh thank you! You won’t be disappointed!” I looked at her sternly and seductively and said, “You better not let me down.” She said, “You’ll see!” I thought, “Oh, will I now?”

From this point, all I thought about was how to establish complete and total control of this girl. I wanted to completely cut her off from the outside world as quickly as possible.

She was very eager to impress me that I had made the right decision in letting her live with me. She did everything that I told her to do, and she wasn’t lazy. And she seemed to be happy in her new life.

I put a ton of effort into maintaining my cover as a younger woman. It wasn’t easy. I spent a lot of time on my makeup, and I continued to dress like social media influencers. Well, I did the best I could. I tried to keep my body covered too.

She was always looking to serve me. She constantly asked me, “Can I get you anything?” and “Do you need me to do anything for you?” I had held off in getting her involved with serving my body, because I was afraid of her getting so close and discovering how old I was. But I had really good control of her, so I started with my feet. The manicure and pedicure I got right before I met her were still in good shape. My toes were crooked and my feet looked their age, but the pedicure did give my feet a youthful beauty.

I put my bare feet up and watched TV. I said, “I want you to rub my feet.” She didn’t hesitate. She sat down on the floor facing me and massaged my feet. After about 20 minutes, I was happy that she hadn’t seemed to get bored or lose interest or anything. I told her to get this lotion that I had left by the TV, and rub my feet with it. Again, she didn’t hesitate and she did as she was told. 

She was actually more comfortable now that she started using the lotion. She asked, "Am I doing good?” She was doing well. My feet were moist with lotion. I noticed she was within range of me and wearing a black shirt. So I took my foot and left a footprint on her chest the best I could. The ball of my foot and toes came out perfect! She seemed a little embarrassed by this, but all she said was, “Oh my God.” I thought to myself, “Can I get her to the point where I actually am her God?”

She didn’t change her shirt, and she was acting even more submissive towards me now. This was a green light for me to escalate, even though I was afraid to. I thought, “OK. No big deal. Rubbing my feet is nothing.” But I felt like the seducing her aspect of this whole thing was working. And that only made me feel even sexier.

Later this day, with my footprint still on her shirt, this dumb bitch finally asked me the million dollar question. She asked, “How old are you anyways?” I replied, “Oh, a lady never tells anyone her age. But I’m probably old enough to be your mother. It was a total distraction technique. I avoided the question, and made light about our age difference. I said, “Don’t tell me you walk around telling everyone how old YOU are? Don’t you want everyone to think that you’re older?” She said, “Well yeah. Of course... Sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude.”

I decided that before she saw how old various other parts of my body were, I was going to try to introduce her to my vagina. Servicing my vagina was supposed to be one of her many purposes in life, so I needed to make sure this wasn’t going to be a problem. If she wasn’t going to be my personal property, I needed to figure that out and stop wasting my time.

The next day, I shaved my pussy bald. I deep cleaned my vagina with water. I kind of had an old, wise pussy that had a lot of character. So the least I could do when presenting it to an 18 year old for the first time was clean it well.

I wanted to be seated to get my pussy eaten, because I definitely had a little bit of sagging of my crotch. But I had practiced it, and I could sort of hold my vaginal area up with my hand while I spread my pussy lips with
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