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      I post both free and paid content (almost) daily on Substack

      

      Get your daily steamy fix, from sensual romance to full on spice, books to flash fiction and more.

      

      Come on in!

      https://daizydennis.substack.com/

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WHAT TO EXPECT

          

        

      

    

    
      A fifty-something beautiful billionaire cougar and her bestie play games and seduce a hot guy half their age

      

      Blake looked like a professional athlete, tall, well over six feet.

      His blond, sun-bleached hair pushed up and gelled to a spiky side parting. Icelandic blue eyes, heavy brows, strong aquiline nose and designer stubble covering an angular chin completed the model-like good looks.

      You’d struggle to find someone better looking or more photogenic.

      He glanced at us, raised his glass, and winked before taking a sip. He knew…

      So did we - game on!

      

      Mrs Jackson, a fifty something, beautiful businesswoman. A cougar MILF, hot, rich and ready to play with guys half her age.

      She lives the billionaire cougar lifestyle and enjoys playdates, you get the idea!

      -

      Book Twenty - Mrs Jackson and Her Hot Studs - Stand-alone short story series

      -

      Older woman, younger man, OWYM, threesome, FFM, MFM spicy scenes.

      Daizy Dennis Books - Delicious Desires

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      I want to tell you about how I dug myself out of the grief of losing my soulmate and husband, to live a life with hot studs as my companions. The start of my journey to having young guys as company and sex buddies.

      Grief is tough and often unexpected, it comes in waves. It can paralyse or become life-affirming. It would do that for the rest of my life. I had to deal with it. There was no other option.

      I missed my late husband like crazy, but I’d started to crave someone in my life. Not a new husband. Not a long-term partner, just a man to make me feel sexy again.

      Blake was the perfect one to cajole me into bed and into the next stage of my life. One where I’d be alone when I wanted, and sometimes when I didn’t. He let me feel horny and attractive again. Without the love of marriage, I could enjoy sex and guys again, even if they were half my age.

      I guess I need to thank my girlfriend Simone first off. She forced me to leave my house. Took me back out into the world. I’m not a night out with the girls kind of woman, but she saw I was ready for something outside my home’s four walls.

      She dragged me, not quite kicking and screaming, to a spa. We spent two days being pampered and preened into a waxed, creamed and plucked perfection. It was the ideal way to make me shift gears.

      A slow, indulgent massage with smooth background music and meditational vibes. A bubbling spa with a glass of wine. The chatty manicurist. An Indian head massage. A tactile pedicure. The crew made me over from head to toe. I felt ready to face the world again.

      Almost.

      Her last treat for me that day was a personal shopper. A flamboyant gay guy who brought cases of indulgent handmade lingerie and boxes of designer gear for us to pose in, and play dress up with.

      We laughed until we ached. Something I hadn’t done in a long time. It brought on a flood of tears. I stopped. We all hugged, and I took a breath. I knew I’d be OK.

      In the evening we went to the hotel bar, dressed up to the nines. We had the world at our feet.

      Billionaire businesswoman, single and ready to party.

      That’s when Blake appeared and, as promised, I’m here to tell the story of his seduction.
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            MEET & GREET

          

        

      

    

    
      The wine was beautifully chilled. I’d chosen a pale pink lingerie set under my dusky pink silk sheath dress. I just felt girly after the whole spa day vibes and wanted to indulge it to the full. Gold jewellery with diamonds, of course. I looked hot, tanned, toned and re-energised, on a natural high. Another stage of grief maybe, but I was truly embracing la joie de vivre, the joy of life.

      We’d eaten earlier, a healthy wholefood selection with fresh fruit juices. Now was the time for Simone and me to kick back and just enjoy the evening.

      The bar was a haven of shadows and candle-lit nooks. Velvet buttoned bench seating around family-sized round tables. At the far end, away from the entrance, smaller, more intimate spaces hidden behind plant walls and large oriental vases. An exclusive, luxury atmosphere, with low jazz music playing as a subtle backdrop. A feast for the senses, a heady mix perfect for chilling out after an over-indulgent day of one-on-one attention.

      We laughed, clinked glasses, chatted about life and death and men. Debated the dates when we’d treat ourselves again. I talked about loss without crying, marriage without misery, and sex without that feeling of lonely, frustrated desperation that had haunted me for months.

      I saw Blake when he first walked in. Simone nudged my knee with hers. He had a professional athlete look, tall, well over six feet. I adore tall guys. I was staring at him but she saw, before I did, the opportunity to play.

      His unblemished skin gave him that healthy look of someone you imagine never touches red meat or alcohol. When he ordered a fruit spritzer, he confirmed that thought. Blonde sun-bleached hair pushed up and gelled to a spiky side parting. Heavy eyebrows. I guessed someone professionally shaped them to be so perfectly symmetrical. Icelandic blue eyes, strong aquiline nose and designer stubble covering an angular chin completed the model-like good looks. You’d struggle to find someone better looking or more photogenic.

      He glanced at us, raised his glass, and winked before taking a sip. He was blatantly aware we, or I, had been watching him. Being the focus of attention was what he was used to. Making an entrance was his thing.

      I blushed.

      Yes, me, but remember, I’d been out of the game for a while. Unlike Simone.

      She was hot and up for it and before I could stop her, she’d waved him over.

      ‘Oh, fuck.’

      I whispered into my glass.

      I gulped my wine, watched him approach. Butterflies churned my stomach for the first time in months. I also felt something else.

      Horny.

      That’s an understatement. I felt horny as fuck.

      My body preened and pampered for two solid days. Swimming in warm waters, naked oil massages, all the treatments they had serviced us with had led to this moment.

      I felt amazing. I wanted to get naked and show off my body. To have some great sex. It just felt like the last treat in the box, waiting to be unwrapped.

      Simone certainly cracked the code for my first adventure out in the world again.

      I stood up and waited while Simone introduced herself, then me. She draped over him, linked her arm in his. Her generous tits pressing on his bicep, before she pulled him forward to meet me. An air kiss on each cheek followed. His scent heady and attractive. His perfect teeth on display as he broke into a wide smile.

      A natural joker, he soon had us laughing loudly. We took him and our drinks to a booth. Slid our legs under the large oak table. I sat next to Simone, felt her warm hand squeeze my thigh, high above my knee. I guessed she went so high by accident.

      I smiled when I felt Blake’s soft leather loafers against my bare feet. My thin sandal straps allowing me to tease my toes up his calf. My nipples tightened, and I felt a rush of desire in my pussy.

      I wanted to fuck, hard. It had been so long.

      Blake told us stories of his travels. The wine flowed, and Simone asked more and more personal questions.

      We soon established he was twenty-two, single, a semi-pro athlete at the spa for a weekend break before the season kicked back in. His team elsewhere, he preferred a solo retreat to get his head in gear.

      He sat with that confident male attitude, arms outstretched on the seat backs. His wink and hand around the back of Simone’s seat, thumb casually stroking her shoulder, made it clear he was enjoying not having any witnesses to his escapades. The media storm no doubt focussed on the official training camp, not an exclusive spa miles away.

      I got the whole body language thing between Simone and Blake, even looked around the room for another young guy I could seduce while I left those two to get it on. But the room stood empty apart from a few older women, an obviously married old couple and a young family settling their bill.

      As I tried to get my head around being alone again, I guessed I’d have to play with myself to get my kicks after all. I can’t deny my stomach felt heavy with disappointment. It was probably because of the wine but I even had to fight back a few tears.

      Then I felt Simone stroke my thigh again.

      This time there was no doubting she meant it.

      Her sharp nails trailed up my inner thigh, pushed up my dress, and drew circles on my bare skin. It made me visibly shiver with pleasure. Although we had seen each other naked often, there had never been a hint of sexual attraction between us.

      Blake looked at my tits, my nipples tightened and pressed like hard bullets against the soft fabric of my dress. His hand no longer on
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