
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Last Spring on Planet Earth

[image: ]




By Carol Holland March

Published by JMS Books LLC

Visit jms-books.com for more information.

Copyright 2026 Carol Holland March

ISBN 9798896022183

* * * *

[image: ]


Cover Design: Written Ink Designs | written-ink.com

Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free License.

All rights reserved.

WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts used for the purposes of review.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely the product of the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Published in the United States of America.

* * * *

[image: ]




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Last Spring on Planet Earth

By Carol Holland March

[image: ]




The night before the ship took off from Devon, I didn’t sleep but lay motionless in our bed in the house beside the turquoise sea. I basked in the warmth emanating from Shira, rejoiced in the soft inhale and exhale of her breath, and memorized every curve and plane of her powerful body. I would forget nothing, not her smell, not the tiny mole on her neck, not the way her breasts pressed against mine when she turned on her side. All night, I left a glow light burning to keep the darkness at bay.

She said she would stay awake with me, but after spending much of the day running along the shore, she fell asleep in my arms after our lovemaking. I spent the day watching her run and swim and check my luggage three times to be sure I had forgotten nothing. When night came, I did not sleep, for how could I miss a moment of gazing at my beloved Shira on our last night before I left for Earth?

The first ray of dawn woke her. She leaned on one arm to gaze into my eyes. We stared at each other as the room lightened, revealing her dark eyes, thick brows, full lips pressed together as if she were holding back a torrent of words. I moved just enough to touch those lips, and then we were kissing hungrily, grasping each other, pressing so close I imagined disappearing inside her body, so much longer and fuller than mine.

Shira pushed me down on the comforter stuffed with goose feathers and found my right nipple alert and eager. She sucked and bit until I cried out. I wrapped my arms around her broad shoulders—so strong, bronzed from the sun, silken under my fingertips.
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