
        
            [image: cover]
        

    










The Cougar's Itch






by
Nicole Bright






Copyright 2022 Nicole Bright

Distributed by Smashwords


Free Gifts






As a Special Gift for acquiring this book
you are
entitled to another 10 Free Bestseller Romance and Erotica Books
worth $34
PLUS incredible weekly
deals on new books and collections!
Do as over 12,700
people before you and grab it all — FREE for a limited time only!






http://www.AmorBooks.com





or simply


AmorBooks.com


Disclaimer:
The material in this book is for mature audiences
only and contains graphic sexual content and is intended for those
over the age of 18 only.

 


***

 



Sable had more to do than she could
hammer into a day — in six hours she would have to meet the agents
at the society brunch — and fashionably late was not an option.
Sable wondered how she was going to pin down with the cacophony
swirling around her and the throb in her head.


She had begun renovations on her home
to make room for her daughter when she returned for the holiday.
The workers were weeks behind schedule and the slamming, shredding,
and sawing were whittling her sanity to la-la.


She tip-toed across the large living
interior gathering her too large, over-plump robe. When she stooped
to collect the fluffy belt trailing behind her, she flashed hers at
a couple of workmen stripping siding at the front door. Sable
snapped up and offered a precursory smile. She hoped the men
wouldn’t divulge the details about the ample view of her pussy
they’d just been granted. Their Cheshire smirks were not
comforting.


It was always like this. The harder
Sable applied decorum to her ethic, the more she ended up with her
ass in her hands — this time serving it for grabs to the college
youths making her house an oasis to behold. If she had some inner
need to expose herself, couldn’t she do it in the shade of night —
where no one could see? Brazen hussy, the men must think she
was!


She flew from the site of commotion to
the other side of the Tudor-style one-story. A drop of quiet was
what she needed. Her assistant Phoebe could handle the workers and
choose the remaining Italian frescoing. Right now Sable wanted
ease. Free to be whom she wanted and to indulge in whatever trifles
she cared to imagine. Sable unwrapped her robe from her slim hips
and looked at her trim ankles.


She frowned. She sat on the makeshift
chair of wood planks and concrete blocks. Sable ran her hand over
her legs. Goodness… she was woefully pale. How she could be so
creamy smooth and so light was a mystery — she lived in the sun
most months out of the year.


“Ms. Capriano —”


Sable’s palm snapped up, brusquely.
“Phoebe, you know I love you. But if you are going to give me any
more ‘news,’ I may have to tie your thumbs to the Caterpillar
outside.”


“I know Ms. Capriano,” Phoebe said
timidly. “It’s just—”


Phoebe stopped when she saw the glint
she grown so accustomed to receiving. Sable tilted her chin to one
side of the makeshift outdoor sofa and Phoebe sat nervously
gingerly, swatting dust futilely. Sable had to smile. She had known
Phoebe since Phoebe ran into her Porsche Cayenne with her
VW.


Instead of splintering into motor
vehicle combatants, they hit it off quickly. Phoebe had apologized
profusely admitting she had just broken up with her boyfriend after
she’d found out he was cheating. She had been on the way to an
interview for a job as a personal assistant when Sable pressed what
possibly could have had her that frayed she would miss a light
signal.


When Phoebe answered she had been
called to interview for a PA role in Marin County, Sable recognized
the locale and the zip code. She noticed Phoebe’s whiplash
attention when she fired off a litany of her proposed assistant
details. However she was not aware the location was a hub for the
thespian and film elite. She would need plenty more experience as
an assistant if she hoped to tap that kind of gig. But she was
pretty, learned, and she knew the difference between “thespian” and
“mactor”.


Sable had teased her briefly, asking
if she had plans to conquer publicity since everyone in Marin
seemed to command the ‘uber’ in daily assistants. “God, what I
wouldn’t give to own a house in Dubai. I’d be in 7th Heaven if I
could work it even a quarter like Brad and Angelina,” Phoebe had
gushed.


Sable nodded. Not too many people knew
the lifestyles of the perversely banked and famous. Less of them
had the panache to admit to it. She hired Phoebe Reynolds right on
the spot, in the middle of one of the busiest interchanges in
town…


Phoebe learned the ropes at Sable’s
public relations boutique quickly. So much so, Sable and she
communicated non-verbally regularly, unless there were situations
beyond Phoebe’s expertise. Sable recognized she should take a
greater interest in her protégé, but she knew enough to spot she
had more on her mind than the everyday minutiae.


Which was exactly the kind of
distraction she didn’t need… because Daveigh was due home any time
now and from what her daughter had shared over the Smartphone split
chat, she wasn’t coming home alone. Which meant between the lines,
there was boy trouble — but first thing first.


Sable took in Phoebe’s sleek
ponytailed hairstyle while she slipped back into her robe. There
wasn’t any chance of luxury-under-the-sun for this 42, divorced
business gal. Sable’s fantasy of slipping away for play would have
to pause… Like everything else in her life… She pushed back
feelings of guilt recalling a conversation with her daughter. Sable
knew Daveigh was right. The women in their family lived life raw
and their carnal needs drove them to fulfill their darker
desires.


Oh, what she would do for a chance of
naughty… Then Sable remembered she had already crossed that
invisible line, the one parting innocence and unbridled, naked
passion. She always did the right thing. Had she spent too many
summers of misguided repression?


“The architect won’t be able to fly in
until next month,” Phoebe said. “All the local designers are at the
trade exhibit and we need another set of painters for the house,”
Phoebe said in a flurry.


Sable lifted a brow.


“And brunch has been moved up to 11,”
Phoebe said. Sable leaned close and thought Phoebe might bolt for
the beautifully lush hills surrounding the house.


“Three things,” Sable said. “One, you
know what I like. Two, hire who you need. And three,” Sable smiled,
“call me Sable. We’ve been through a divorce and a boyfriend
together. If we didn’t know telepathy already, we would probably be
dating instead of filling our lives with work and clamor,” Sable
grinned.


They laughed. Phoebe turned serious.
She stared her down. “What?” Sable said.


“And brunch has been moved up to 11,”
Phoebe added.


“God,” Sable yelled. She clamped her
mouth when she realized the grounds were quiet.


“Is everything all right, Ms.
Capriano,” the sub-contractor asked. Sable admired how considerate
and fit he was.


Jeff Wolper tipped his hard hat. He
gazed at her and took her in head to painted toes, spending a
second longer than expected, near her bum. Sable wanted to vanish
like the cat in Alice. Her silent prayer to Heaven the workers at
the door hadn’t shared their flasher experience must have fallen on
deaf ears.


Sable clutched her terry
robe close. Her sub-contractor smiled. Tall and a Colgate smile,
Jeff was fair-haired, was packed in the crotch, and was a veritable
Man of Steel. Is that how they made them
now, Sable wondered with
disbelief.


“Can you believe he’s eighteen?”
Phoebe said.


Sable had just missed bumping into the
glass partition leading to her office-bedroom. “Eighteen?’ she
repeated.


Phoebe’s auburn-ponytail bobbed while
she nodded. “If I hadn’t sworn men to Purgatory…”


Sable tried not to smile while signing
off on clearances and itineraries. “You have the world ahead of
you,” she said.


“And in maturity I’ve got him by
twenty years.” sighed Phoebe.


Sable clipped her chortle. “You’re
nineteen,” she said.


“Thank you,” Phoebe said and stuck out
her tongue.


But Phoebe and Sable continued to look
at Jeff and several of the workers stripped to their bare chests
and toiling diligently in the heat from the sun.


“Whoever ‘they’ are, they knew how to
break the mold,” Phoebe said.


“Amen, ‘sistah,’" chimed Sable. When
gifted with ripped deities so gorgeous, Sable figured she should
divine a way to show her gratitude... One day soon, she’d get to
church.


“Your clothes are on the Louis XV, Ms.
Capriano — Sable,” Phoebe corrected.


“Better,” Sable said.


“See you tomorrow. Your fridge will be
stocked by the time you return,” she added.


***


Sable made a brief stop to pick up a
pair of jeweled heels. She tried to ignore the staff, who stared,
and happened to be male. A yuppie-type helped her slip into a
stiletto.


“This looks exquisite,” the man
complimented. “You’re like, an empress,” he said.


She had been many things.., “I’ve
never been a Royal,” Sable told him.


Sable looked up. The entire staff
ogled her. She bent back to the young man and caressed her legs,
leaning to one side. “Do they really look that good? I know they’re
hand-crafted,” she said.


“Is there anyone not looking at you
right now,” the young man winked.


Had she been out of
circulation that long, she thought. She was
amazed at the male reaction.


“You’re a Capriano, right?” the man
replied.


“You know the name?” Sable was
genuinely surprised.


“I thought you were the other one —
with the body jewelry? Your sister?” he asked, looking up while he
checked the straps and fit.


“Daughter,” Sable laughed. “You are
impressionable, aren’t you?” she remarked.


She found a phone number scrawled on
the back of the duplicate receipt she requested as she packed her
Porsche. She glanced at the store window. The younger man who
attended her waved. He had such a big, kind, smile…


***


That was the way men reacted when they
saw Daveigh more than Sable. It was one of the reasons she and
Sable clashed so often. Her daughter was completely… uninhibited.
Daveigh had a rep for partying, Sable had learned, while speaking
with the young shoe attendant. And the way he had
smiled…


Sable knew that smile. She had seen
another young man with the same smile when she had walked in on her
and one of her “friends.” At the time, Sable had no clue he wasn’t
from the local college.


Zac was his name. Sable met him
following one of Daveigh’s get-togethers. He was gangly, shy, and
fifty shades of uber geek. Daveigh had the wanton idea Sable could
bring him out of his shell
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