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Cougars On Heat
- Part One: Midnight Ride

 


Jed Maxwell had been working as a cab driver
for the last few months to help pay the bills. It was a handy
income on top of his regular day job as a hotel porter. He was able
to work only at night and he enjoyed the variety of people and
conversations he would get. Another perk of the job was giving
rides to the occasional attractive woman and, being a single,
pretty good looking guy, he always lived in hope that one would
hand him her number or leave it on the back seat.



One night he was driving around looking for fares around midnight,
generally a quiet period except on Fridays and Saturdays. This was
a Wednesday so he wasn’t too hopeful, especially as he was just in
the mid-sized town of Elmwood Park. As he drove down an empty road
he noticed a woman hailing his cab. As he got closer he could see
she was older, late forties he guessed, with long brown hair. It
was raining lightly and she had her umbrella up, taking it down as
he pulled over.



She had on a long yellow raincoat and as he wound down his window
he noticed how attractive she was. “Where can I take you,
Ma’am?” he asked and she smiled.



“I’m glad to see you, I thought I was going to have to walk home
in the rain...59 Clydesdale Avenue please....do you know it?”
she said in a sweet yet quite deep and sexy voice.



“Sure thing....hop in.” he replied and as she got in the
back he checked her out in his rear view mirror. She sure is
pretty, he thought to himself, and real classy too. She had an air
about her that was detached, so rather than try to strike up
conversation he let her look out of the window and occasionally he
would glance at her in his mirror. He was careful not to look too
long in case she became unnerved but he was drawn to her
sophisticated beauty and demeanour.



Fifteen minutes later he had reached her house, a large one
situated in an affluent suburb. She asked how much the fare was and
then handed him a fifty dollar bill, saying “Keep the change,
honey....”.



“Well, thank you very much, Ma’am....that’s very generous of
you...”. He wanted to say something to her, drawn to her
charisma and charm. He wanted to see her again. But she got out and
strolled off to her front door, disappearing under the cloak of
night. She was his last fare of the evening as it was past midnight
now and so he headed back to headquarters to drop off his cab and
head home. He checked the back seat in case she had left her
number, but he knew intuitively that she hadn’t.



He thought about her over the next week, she had made quite an
impression on him. Sometimes he would drive around her house late
at night hoping to catch a glimpse of her walking home or leaving
the house. Gradually, she began to fade in his memory after a few
weeks.



He’d pretty much forgotten about her and was driving back late one
night from a fare in her area when to her amazement he saw her
standing in the same place. She was wearing the same long raincoat
and he got butterflies in his stomach as, once again, she hailed
him over.



Strangely, she didn’t seem surprised to see him again, almost as if
she knew he would turn up. She got in the cab after shaking the
rain off her umbrella. Jed looked at her in the rear view mirror
and felt that same powerful attraction to this enigmatic older
woman.



“Funny seeing you in the same place at the same time again, do
you often go out walking this late at night?” he asked, feeling
very curious.



“I had a feeling that you’d be heading my way tonight....isn’t
that wild? That’s why they call it female intuition, young
man.....” she purred in a very sexy tone of voice.



Jed was even more intrigued after this comment and felt strangely
aroused by her calling him “young man”. As a teenager he had
fantasized a lot about his mother’s friends and female teachers at
school and college. She seemed to personify the allure of the older
woman and was determined to enjoy every minute of this midnight
ride with her.



He thought she would be more talkative this time, but after that
she lapsed back into silence. He figured maybe she just enjoyed a
little light flirting and, after all, was most probably a happily
married woman. But as he pulled into a well-lit street he glanced
in his rear view mirror and noticed she had crossed her long legs.
In the mirror he could just see her knees clad in black hose and
the start of her thighs.



Rather cheekily, he couldn’t resist tilting the mirror down
slightly and so could then admire her shapely legs down to her
expensive looking black stilettos. He began getting aroused by the
sight and the way she began rubbing one leg against the other
slowly made him realize she was teasing him. He felt his mouth go
dry at that moment and wished she lived further away as he didn’t
want this ride to end.



He felt a sense of anticlimax as he pulled into her street and
stopped the car outside her house, under a street lamp. He glanced
up at his rear view mirror once more and was just in time to see as
she uncrossed her legs and he caught a glimpse of her stocking top.
She had uncrossed them slowly on purpose, of course, enjoying the
effect she was having on this handsome younger man.



“Thank you for getting me home....here, keep the change” she
said, generously handing him another fifty dollar bill.



“Well, thank you once again Ma’am...maybe I’ll see you in
another few weeks....” replied Jed, with optimism in his
voice.



“Oh....it might not be that long....but you’ll just have to wait
and see, won’t you? What’s your name?” she asked and he felt
tingles of excitement.



“I’m Jed...it’s been nice to see you again Ma’am....” he
said, making his attraction to her as obvious as he could.



“And nice to see you again, Jed....next time I hail a cab I hope
it’s you driving it....” she said, getting out of the cab. Once
again, she disappeared into the night and he heard the sound of
keys in her front door. He drove off with a raging erection,
wondering if he would ever see her again and how long it would be
if he did.



Over the next week, he found himself thinking about her in the day
and having lurid, erotic dreams about her at night that had him
waking up drenched in sweat. She’d got in his head in a big way and
he found himself driving past where he’d picked her up twice,
hoping she might be there waiting for him. He did this night after
night for eight nights in a row and by the eighth his optimism was
waning.



After his shift the following evening it was half-past eleven and
he deliberated in his mind whether to try driving along her route
just one more time. He was ready to give up and go home but the
flame of curiosity still flickered inside him and he found himself
taking the turn off towards where he first encountered her.



It was a slightly foggy but humid late summer night and Jed had to
drive slowly to navigate the mist. He knew he was approaching the
spot where she had been stood both times and as the mist dispersed
he could make out a figure then realized it was her in her long
yellow raincoat.

 


He blinked twice, almost wondering if his
mind was playing tricks on him out of his desire to see her again.
But the closer he got, the more he knew it was really her. She had
hailed him once again with the eerie vibe that she knew he was
coming, like the old myths of the siren luring a ship to the rocks
with the charm of her voice.



He drove up near the kerb and she leaned down to his open window.
“I’m so glad to see you....the mist is terrible tonight, I can
hardly see where I’m going!” she said in this velvet voice that
sent shivers up his spine.



She got in the back and the cloak of mist that ensconced the cab
made it feel even more intimate and erotic than the first two
occasions. Jed set off in his cab, apologizing for having to go so
slowly, explaining the mist was obscuring the road.



“Oh that’s quite alright....I’m in no rush tonight....” she
said, a smile playing on her lips as she saw Jed lower his rear
view mirror once again. She began unbuttoning her coat, revealing
an incredibly sexy maroon basque that highlighted her pert busom,
her cleavage almost bursting out of the top. Jed almost drove into
a lamppost when he caught sight of it and just swerved the wheel
back in time.



“Has something distracted you, young man?” she asked
rhetorically.



“Sorry about that, the mist is really making it hard to navigate
the road....” he responded unconvincingly.



“Oh, is that so?” she said and crossed her legs once again
alluringly, this time with her stocking clad thighs on full
display. She knew it wouldn’t be long before he would risk another
glimpse in the mirror and Jed tried to keep his eyes on the road
but this was an almost unbearably hot situation to find himself
in.



He went round a corner then hit a straight road, meaning he could
risk a glimpse back in the mirror. He wasn’t prepared for what he
saw. She’d decided to turn up the heat to max and had uncrossed her
legs....then spread them wide. She had deliberately declined to
wear panties and he could make out her light brown trimmed bush
between her thighs, the street lights briefly flooding the taxi as
they went past them.



Jed felt unsteady at the wheel and said “Oh my God...”. He
put is foot on the brake and the cab came to a halt.



“What’s the matter, honey? Is something affecting your
concentration?” she purred, knowing she was driving him
crazy.



Jed was done with playing innocent. “Yes...you are....you look
incredible tonight....” he said, unbuttoning the top buttons of
his shirt to cool off.



“Well, thank you handsome....you don’t have to keep secretly
looking in that mirror...you can just turn round and a have a good
stare if you like....” she said and Jed felt his cock raging in
his tight jeans.



Without another word he slipped off his seat belt and turned round
in his seat. He looked down at her pussy and said, “That’s
beautiful...”.



“Why don’t you get in the back with me, young man? Then you can
have a taste....after you’ve kissed me, that is.....” she said
and Jed needed no further invitation.



He got out and back in through the passenger door, then slid
between her legs. He raised himself up to her, intoxicated by her
exotic perfume and mesmerizing beauty. He brought his mouth to
hers, only the moonlight and the dim glow of the street lamps
illuminating her face. They shared a slow, languorous kiss that
became French as she parted her lips and let his tongue invade her
mouth.



It was the most sexual kiss Jed had ever experienced, the sensual
tension between them off the scale. As their tongues entwined she
let her hand slip down and rub the considerable bulge in his jeans,
letting out a small murmur of approval at his hardness.

 


Their kiss gradually became more and more
passionate, his hands beginning to roam over her body. After
several minutes of interlocking mouths, he moved his onto her neck
and drove her wild with soft kisses on the side of it where she was
so sensitive.



She held his head in place and he kissed her neck, then moved his
mouth slowly over her cheek. That was followed by the gentlest of
kisses on the lobe of her ear, which made her squeal from the
sensuous delight.

 


He drove her wild by moving his mouth to her
prominent cleavage that looked fit to burst out of her basque. As
he kissed the top of her pert, full breasts he reached round her
back and began unlacing the basque, then loosened it enough so that
he could pull it down.



Underneath she was wearing a sheer black bra, her already hard
nipples poking through the fabric. Before taking it off he brought
his mouth to each nipple, sucking then licking each one in turn
with this nameless woman’s moans and groans filling the cab.

 


At 25, he was sexually experienced enough to
be able to feel confident in his prowess and was determined to make
the most of this erotic gift placed before him, knowing he might
never see her again.



He lifted the cups of her bra and marveled at how firm and pert her
breasts were for a woman who looked in her mid-forties and he could
tell they were natural too. He could feel her nipples throbbing and
swelling even harder as he gave good suck to each one, now with
direct contact.

 


He knew from experience that women loved
their breasts attended to and that most men didn’t give enough to
attention to that but Jed had a major breast fetish and he greedily
licked and sucked on this beautiful pair.



As he did so, she wanted to feel how hard he was and let her hand
slip down to his bulge. The answer was: very. As she caressed it
through his jeans it hardened further
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