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⚠️ Disclaimer, Darling ⚠️

If you’re under eighteen, put this book down and go do your homework—or whatever the fuck kids do now. This ride is strictly for grown-ups who can handle champagne, stilettos, and sentences that include words like fuck, cock, pussy, and yes, even cunt.

If those words make you clutch your pearls, cross yourself, or text your pastor—bye-bye, sugarplum. This book will make you sweat, moan, and maybe even Google positions you thought were urban legends.

This isn’t chicken soup for the soul. It’s tequila shots for your pussy. Proceed only if you’re ready to get wet, laugh loud, and shamelessly embrace your filthy side.

— Bubbles Fizz Van Pleasure 🥂✨💋

Dedication

To my scandalously sinful, eternally unforgettable Mr. Young Thing—
Oh, darling, you will forever be my First Young Thing, the one who made me squeal, moan, and scream my silk-clad heart out across silk sheets, the spark that set my cougar fire blazing and blessed my cunt the very moment I decided: yes, I’m a cougar now, and I’m unapologetically cock hungry.
You’ve taught me that age is just a number, flirtation is a full-contact sport, and a single, perfectly timed look from you can make me tremble in my heels.

Every daring escapade, every whispered secret, every audacious laugh we’ve shared is etched in my mind like glitter permanently fused to satin sheets. You are the reason my diary started getting naughty, the reason fantasies turned into adventures, the reason a Cougar in Waiting became a Cougar in Full Swing.

May this book be our monument to lust and the absurd, cum-soaked joy of being gloriously, unapologetically untamed. Here’s to you, my forever First Young Thing, my audacious thrill, my pussy-blessed obsession. 🥂✨💋

—Bubbles Fizz Van Pleasure
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Oh, you delicious little minxes and closet cougars, let Auntie Bubbles pop the cork and smear you with truth: this filthy book didn’t start as some grand plan. No, darling—it started like every scandal worth telling... in secret.

Picture me: one hand on a pen, the other in my panties, scribbling dirty little daydreams in a diary. Fantasies so soaked in filth even my cat—bless his fur-covered judgmental self—gave me the side-eye like, “Really, bitch? You’re writing about licking cum off hotel sheets again?” His tail flicked like, oh, honey, do go on.

Those scribbles got wetter. Scribbles turned into full-blown stories. Stories turned into confessions. And then one fateful, cum-dripping night, I wrapped my thighs around Mr. Young Thing’s trembling hips, felt his fresh, hard cock baptize my long-neglected cunt, and had two life-altering revelations:

That boy’s cock didn’t just split me—it anointed me. From that night forward, I wasn’t just a wife, a mom, and a high school arts teacher. I was a certified hungry Cougar. 🥂💦

My “diary” wasn’t private anymore. It was a fucking manifesto. A permission slip. A glitter-bible for every frustrated wife who wants to stop faking headaches and start faking innocence while riding a 23-year-old like a rodeo queen.

It hit me like a cumshot to the forehead: there are thousands of you out there. Quiet, polite, proper women who have done their duty, folded the laundry, baked the casseroles... and now? Now you’re dripping, restless, waiting to pounce on the next barista with forearms strong enough to froth milk and finger you at the same time.

And you need me. Not just for inspiration, darling—you need my instructions. My playbook. My champagne-soaked gospel of how to be a wife by day and a predator by night.

So I wrote this filthy little scripture. Half diary, half self-help, all pussy. A manual for frustrated wives who want to flirt without apology, tease until the room spins, and spread wide for the kind of young cock that doesn’t ask questions—just salutes.

Inside you’ll find:

	Confessions so depraved they’ll make your vibrator blush and ask for hazard pay.

	Playful, scandalous advice for teasing, winking, and unleashing your inner cougar.

	Step-by-step, eyebrow-raising stories from yours truly, proving that yes... age is irrelevant, experience is optional, and pleasure is mandatory.


Pour the bubbly, shimmy into your sluttiest silk, and let me scandalize you into action. This isn’t just a book, sugarplum—it’s your starter kit for world-class cougarhood. It’s your glitter-stained permission slip to spread your legs, ride young cock, and giggle through the guilt like the mischief-making Queen you were always meant to be.

Now sit back, darling. Daddy’s not in charge anymore. The Cougar Revolution starts between your thighs.
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Chapter 1: The Wake-Up Call
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The Wake-Up Call: The Sexual Frustration After Long Marriage

Let’s cut the crap, babes: marriage can get beige as hell. Not champagne, not rosé, not even a vodka tonic—just beige. After years of carpool hell, bills, and that pathetic twice-a-month Saturday night special where hubby grunts through five minutes of missionary before rolling over to snore, you realize your pussy isn’t just hungry—it’s starving. And the worst part? Even those “specials” feel less like sex and more like laundry. Quick, mechanical, zero fireworks. Just duty-fucks that leave you wetter from frustration than from him. And trust me, “sexually frustrated” isn’t a flattering shade—it makes a goddess look like a wilted houseplant.

One day, you’re like, “Wait, is this my life? Meatloaf Mondays, Netflix reruns, and me faking sleep before he even touches me?” The spark that once made your nipples hard from just a kiss? Gone. Replaced with static. And honey, static doesn’t make anybody’s hair—or pussy—look good.

Then BAM—it hits you. Younger men are still staring. And not polite stares either—full-on tits-as-religion, jeans-straining bulges kind of staring. Flirty, shameless, hungry. They look at you like you’re still Bubbles Fizz Van Pleasure, strutting into a cocktail lounge in six-inch heels and a slit dress. And suddenly you remember what it’s like to be seen. Wanted. Desired. 

Of course, before you cannonball into Cougarville, let’s be real: sometimes it’s not even about the man—it’s the fantasy. You’ll glow like you spent a week at a spa, sure, but you’ll also wake up at 3 a.m., soaked, grinding against your sheets, not hearing hubby’s snores but hearing the phantom sound of a belt buckle unfastening, jeans dropping, and a hard young cock pressing against your ass.

That’s where balance comes in, babe. Toys. Lots of toys. The rabbit, the wand, the bullet—line them up on your nightstand like soldiers. You don’t need a real dick in your bed, yet when you’ve got batteries and imagination. Slide that vibrator against your clit and it’s not silicone humming between your thighs—it’s that bartender with the wicked smile, that twenty-something gorgeous kid at the gym sneaking looks at your tits. One hand squeezing your nipples, the other grinding the toy deeper, and you cum imagining some young hot guy fucking you raw.

The Dreaded D Word: Dullness

Ugh. Dullness. Beige-on-beige. It creeps into marriages like bad hotel carpet, flattening everything until intimacy feels less like fireworks and more like waiting for nail polish to dry. You don’t want to scream—you want to yawn.

And that’s when the fantasies sharpen. A younger man slides into your head—danger in his grin, stamina in his stride. You see him spreading you open on a hotel bed, tongue buried deep until your thighs quake, then filling you so hard you forget your own damn name. Of course, it hasn’t happened. But god, in your vibrator-fueled daydreams, it’s so real you’re biting the pillow, praying you don’t scream loud enough to wake hubby snoring in front of the TV downstairs.

But let’s be real—dullness isn’t just hubby, it’s both of you, slumped into routines like beige wallpaper. So you shake it up—in your head, if nowhere else. You remember your youth: bar bathrooms where strangers bent you over the sink, hotel lobbies where you became Fiona Nightingale—no panties, lipstick smeared, perfume thick enough to choke a priest. Back then, it was reckless, wet, and delicious. Now? It’s your wand buzzing in the dark under the covers. But in fantasy? Oh, it’s him. Younger. Harder. Hungrier. The kind who wouldn’t let you leave that bathroom until your mascara was ruined and your pussy was dripping.

Rediscovering the “Me” in Marriage

Here’s the fizzing truth: marriage makes you forget you’re more than a wife, mom, or queen of the snack cupboard. You’re you. Rediscovering that is like slipping into a sequined thong after years of wearing beige cotton panties. Instant magic.

But you deserve to be more than just “his wife.” You deserve to be a filthy secret, a wild fantasy, a walking wet dream. The kind of woman society gasps at, the kind of woman whose girlfriends are clutching their pearls while picturing what you’re doing with that twenty-something. Pearls were made for clutching—and you were made for getting fucked.

Because passion isn’t about age—it’s about attitude. You’re still Bubbles Fizz Van Pleasure: fabulous, shameless, dripping, divine. And even if, right now, it’s only in your fantasies, you know damn well that static is about to turn into lightning. So why wait for thunder? You slip on your lipstick, sway your hips a little harder, and start shamelessly flirting with every tight-jeaned younger man who dares look your way. Not because you need their approval—fuck that—but because it feels delicious to remind yourself you’re still a hot, dangerous woman who makes cocks twitch with a smile.

✨ Fizz Tip: If your orgasms sound like yawns, babe, it’s time to fantasize about new dick until you can’t keep your hands out of your panties.
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Chapter 2: The Art of Flirting
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Confidence is Key: How to Strut Your Stuff

Darling, flirting is foreplay you can get away with in public. It’s not about being subtle—it’s about letting a younger man know you could ruin him, and watching his jeans prove he’s begging for it. Confidence isn’t just a vibe—it’s foreplay. You can buy the push-up bra, you can wear the killer heels, but if you don’t strut into that bar like you’re God’s gift to hard-ons, you’re just background décor.

And honey, you are not décor—you’re the neon sign screaming “Open All Night.”

So strut. Flip that hair. Flash the smile that says, “Yes, I know you’re staring at my tits, and I love it.” Younger men eat that up like free shots. And trust me—when you radiate confidence, you don’t just walk into the room—you own it. Every crotch shifts. Every bulge adjusts. Suddenly you’re not just hot—you’re hypnotic.

And let’s talk clothes. Rule number one: dress to make yourself wet. If you slip into that body-hugging dress, look in the mirror, and whisper, “Fuck, I’d ride me,” then babe, you’re glowing. Younger guys don’t want you pretending to be twenty—they want you showing them how forty, fifty, sixty can strut in stilettos and still make them cum in their jeans.

If he’s in tight jeans, cock pressed like it’s begging













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CEIAMPAGINTE & STEORETSS

A COUBAR'S GUDE T0
DESIRE

.

BUBELES(HrZ2 _V/AHN'PLEAS‘U





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





