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      Thanks for picking up this quick read book. The Naughty Noon Tales will be sexy and explicit short stories featuring confessions from men and women at noon.

      If you’re reading this, I assume you’re over 18.

      Each book in the series will be a standalone. You most definitely do not have to read them in any specific order.

      If you enjoy reading  these types of short encounters, make sure to sign up for my mailing list.
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      Thanks again,

      Sage.
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      The morning sun poured into Marcia's bedroom from the opening between the heavy velvet curtains and formed a delicate shade of gold on the delicate wallpaper she once adored.

      She shook her head at how much her taste had changed since they moved into this massive mansion that now seemed more like a mausoleum. She often roamed the rooms alone.

      Her husband's strict rules extended to not allowing her to have a pet. The absence of others in her life left her feeling isolated and longing for connection, resulting in a profound sense of loneliness.

      Now, it was just another thread in the fabric of her monotonous existence. Her gaze drifted beyond the windowpane to where the gardener was methodically trimming the hedges.

      His shirt clung to his back, outlining muscles that worked in a rhythmic dance with every snip of his shears. How had she never noticed him before?

      A sigh escaped her lips, not from frustration, but from a yearning that had nestled deep within her. It was a yearning for excitement, for something, or someone, to break the endless cycle of dull days.

      When the gardener shifted his stance to reach a wayward branch, Marcia imagined his hands not on the wooden handles of his tools but on her, tracing the contours of her body in a forbidden tango.

      With a subtle tilt of her head, she nudged the window open wider, and the hinges creaked. Yeah, it was a calculated sound meant to travel through the still air to catch his attention.

      She followed it with a louder, more deliberate cough, ensuring the intrusion reached the man outside.

      Marcia knew the power of silence and sound, the ebb and flow of attention. She maintained her innocent facade, looking away as if lost in thought, yet keenly aware of his every movement.

      Her fingers found the hem of her shirt, playing with it idly before slipping the garment over her head. The air kissed her skin. It was cooler than she expected, and a shiver ran down her spine.

      Each piece of clothing seemed heavier as she shed them, laden with the sadness of her life as a housewife confined to those walls, adorned with memories that had faded like the fabric of the couch in the living room. Her children were long gone.

      Alone in her empty house while her husband was away on business, she couldn't shake off the nagging feeling that he was with another woman.

      Even though there was a lack of solid evidence, she couldn't ignore the sinking feeling in her gut. He always had a good excuse for the random lipstick on his clothing.

      Meanwhile, she had always been faithful to him. But she stood there then, alone and wondering if maybe it was time for her to break her own vows. She let the last of her attire fall to the floor, her bare feet stepping out of the entrapment.

      Her movements were purposeful as she strode towards the en-suite bathroom, leaving the door unlocked.

      Her body ached with desire for the gardener, her skin prickling with anticipation. She couldn't resist the urge any longer and her hand ventured down to her throbbing core, desperate for release.

      Then she stopped.

      The water started with a roar, steam curling up towards the ceiling, as if to mimic the smoldering thoughts swirling in her mind. The steamy water awaited her entrance.

      Marcia allowed herself one fleeting glance back at the gardener, still oblivious, still working, and still the unwitting star of her mid-morning daydreams.
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      Water droplets cascaded down Marcia's bare skin, glistening like morning dew on petals, as she stepped from the steamy embrace of the shower.

      The tiles felt cool beneath her feet, a stark contrast to the warmth that enveloped her moments ago.

      With an unhurried grace, she sauntered toward the window, leaving a wet trail in her wake.She had resisted pleasuring herself, and was proud of her power of resistance.

      The world outside was alive with the vibrant greens of meticulously tended gardens, the handiwork of the man now standing just beyond the pane.

      His presence was not unfamiliar; someone had been tending to her roses and hedges for months now. Or at least, his company had.

      She felt a little guilty because she had not actually looked at him before. He was below her, class-wise, and therefore not worthy, but she would have remembered that body, wouldn’t she? It had to be a replacement.

      Today, there was something different, a noticeable shift in the air as his gaze locked onto her form through the glass.

      The gardener's eyes were dark and intent, betraying a hunger that sent an unexpected shiver down her spine.

      A lecherous look painted his rugged features, and Marcia couldn't help but feel a flush of excitement at being so openly admired.

      "Señora," his voice rolled through the opening of the window, the words wrapped in a rich Spanish accent that seemed to stroke her ears with velvet. "Perhaps you would like some... assistance?" The offer was loaded with innuendo, his intent clear as day.

      Marcia's mind was in a whirl as she stood there, water droplets still clinging to her body. She wasn't sure how to respond to the gardener's proposition.

      It was unexpected, but not entirely unwelcome. She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. She realized she hadn’t thought it through and had thought he’d just look.

      The gardener took a step closer, his eyes never leaving hers. He was tall and muscular, with an olive complexion and dark hair that fell in soft waves around his face.

      Marcia's attention was immediately drawn to the way his shirt clung to his chest, highlighting each defined muscle.

      "Señora," he repeated, his voice low and seductive. "Let me take care of you."

      Never had Marcia felt such an intense surge of desire, unlike anything she had ever known. She hadn't felt this wanted or desired in years, not even from her own husband.

      And as much as she tried to push away these carnal thoughts and stay faithful to her vows, a part of her couldn't resist the temptation right at her doorstep.

      Her heart quickened, and a coy smile played across her lips. She responded with a deliberate nod, a silent affirmation that sent a spark of anticipation through the charged space between them.

      In one fluid motion, she turned away from him, presenting the smooth curve of her back and the gentle swell of her ass—an invitation without words.

      Her hand reached out, offering a plush white towel like a flag of truce. Or perhaps it was a declaration of more intimate intentions.

      She held it steady, her arm outstretched without even a glance behind her, fully aware of the effect her vulnerability and trust had on the man who watched her with such intensity.

      The moment hung between them, thick with unspoken promises and the heady potential of what was to come.
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