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Her own gasping cry jolted her into full
consciousness.

Firm, wet lips suckled her clitoris. His
agile tongue nudged the tip and lapped her soft, drenched folds.
His strong, warm hands pressed down gently on her splayed thighs
when she arched her back off the bed, pushing until she felt the
vibrato of his groan flutter against her flesh. The damp, hot
suction of his mouth against her vulva forced her to moan as he
indulged her with his mouth and stroked her inner thighs with his
hands. His sweaty skin and her own spicy sexual scent perfumed the
air.

Her eyes drifted open. The brightening early
morning glow told her he didn’t have much time to shower and dress
to make his tee-time for his golf meeting, but she convinced
herself not to rush this unexpected indulgence that usually made
her feel too self-conscious to relax completely and just enjoy it.
He crouched between her spread legs, his magnificent butt angled
high and moving in time to the sultry back and forth beat of his
head as he worked his mouth between her legs. His prickly scruff of
morning beard brushed her crotch and the tops of her thighs as he
devoured her. Her breasts swayed in the cool air of the room,
making her nipples feel stiffer with each quivering shake.

The damp heat and squeeze of his attention
combined with the sight of his plying her body with pleasure
spurred the beginning of orgasm. Her muscles drew tighter. All she
wanted to do was grind hard against his mouth, taking his tongue
more deeply with each stroke until he drank her down. Instead, she
unclenched her fingers from their tangled stroke until he drank her
down. Instead, she unclenched her fingers from their tangled hold
on the silky weft of the bottom sheet and grabbed his head, guiding
his mouth up and pulling him free with an audibly wet pop. Licking
his lips, he rocked back onto his heels, surrounded by the
discarded quilt and top sheet shoved against the low foot rail. Her
hands fell palms up to the bed when she collapsed into a shivery
sprawl.

 


~~~~

 


His gaze made several passes up and down her
shapely body framed by the untied ribbons on either side of the
folded-back front panels of dark diaphanous layers of her
cap-sleeved baby doll nightgown before his eyes met hers, knowing
that hovering near orgasm was the only thing preventing her from
hastily covering what he had revealed while she slept. He read the
anxious question in her sleepy dark eyes above her lovely nose and
luscious lips, parted to release her panting breaths as her body
trembled.

He patted his thigh. “Ride me, Gem.”

She studied his eyes, then blinked. Slowly,
she sat up, swiveled her hips, then rose to her knees, spreading
her thighs, which flashed her plump cunt at him before she slid
closer. She swung one leg to one side of his spread legs, and the
other leg to the opposite side. Swinging fabric swirled her scent
and caressed his skin before loosely draping her sides. The move
gave him a tantalizing view of the enticing curves of her body from
face to shoulders to waist to crotch and thighs as she straddled
him.

 


~~~~

 


She loved his face. Smiling or frowning,
elated or annoyed, his dark gaze remained vigilant. With the pad of
one finger, she traced the hard line of his prominent nose and
sharp cheek bones. Her light touch skimmed the soft skin of his
tantalizing lips before trailing down his chin and neck. His smell
simultaneously soothed and excited her. The pressure of his strong
hands splayed against the center of her back caged her in loose
confinement close enough to feel warmed by his radiant intrinsic
heat.

 


~~~~

 


Savoring the slow tease of her touch and
watching her eyes follow the path of her fingers, he coasted his
hands over the small of her back before he palmed the supple skin
of her hips and dragged her forward until the heat of her vagina
hovered tauntingly over his dick. Soft material brushed the backs
of his hands.

 


~~~~

 


She leaned forward and kissed him softly,
dragging her plump lips across the firm line of his stern mouth.
She kissed him until she felt his lips curve into a brief smile
just before he pushed their connection from warm to scorching. His
mouth ate at her lips, pushing them wide to make way for his tongue
at the same time his hands palmed her buttocks and his splayed
fingers gripped her generous curves, abruptly guiding her down to
envelop him completely in one forceful lunge.

She absorbed the jolt of instantaneous
fullness with a moment of utter acceptance before her muscles
clamped down hard, which snapped the last links of his restraint.
His tight grasp on her butt tightened just shy of causing her pain
while he held her in place to receive each jabbing thrust.

She broke free of his kiss, gasping for
breath as he nudged the end of her with every stroke. The moist
heat of his lips strung kisses along her jaw, down her neck and
across her chest until his lips latched on to one of her nipples,
tugging the sensitized nubbin with the edge of his teeth and
lashing the surrounding flesh with the flat of his tongue.

“Mac,” she cried out hoarsely.

She writhed upon his lap. Her hands shoved
at his shoulders while her nails scored his flesh and her body
fought the confinement of his hold, but nothing she did altered the
tormenting rhythm of his penetrating thrusts or greedy
suckling.

One moment she was being invaded and
consumed, the next moment she was completely free; sprawled on her
back with the wet marks of his attention on her breasts and her
legs spread around his crouching body.

He slid backward, tapped her ankles, and
gently pushed against the soles of her feet.

“Turn over, then get onto your elbows and
knees.”

 


~~~~

 


As she haltingly complied, he thought he
could watch her breasts jiggle for hours and never tire of the
sight. Mesmerized, he watched their swaying weight. The soft swell
of her stomach, the pouting fullness of her lush vulva, the smooth
skin of her inner thighs, and her gorgeous ass entranced him with
endless possibilities for pleasure.

His hands shoved up the back of her short
nightgown until it yoked her neck like a loose cowl. The rough pads
of his fingers mapped a haphazard path down the length of her spine
and zigzagged across the smooth canvas of the skin from her back to
her ass. He stroked the unfurled folds of flesh between her legs
with two fingers, stopping at the base of her clitoris to prod the
bundle of sensitive nerves and make sure she was still sopping wet
enough to accept him again easily.

While she moaned and writhed against his
fingers, he used his other hand to tuck his dick at the entrance to
her womb. He looked at her profile visible as she kept her head
turned toward him over her shoulder. Seeing her features twisted
into a rictus of extreme sensation as she gasped for breath stirred
his vigilantly suppressed inner caveman. He needed her to look into
his eyes as he possessed her.

“Keep looking at me.”

When she managed to keep her focus up and
hold his gaze, he said, “Time for me to ride you, Gem.”

His fingers spread her labia before he
grabbed her hips and jerked her backward, plunging balls-deep in
one hard thrust into the tight fist of her sex, already primed for
another orgasm. The sudden excruciatingly invasive pleasure made
her scream as her body arched back sharply and trembled in shock at
the abrupt penetration. He tapped her ass with his open hand.

“Move, Gem.”

She moved. Sliding back until her ass
settled against his thighs and his dick bumped the end of her from
the adjusted angle, and shifting forward until her cunt lips flared
around his tip, she pumped her hips faster, sliding along the thick
stalk of his sex. He was ready to let go into her; to let her feel
the power of his claim to her body, but he waited. He waited for
the potency of her pleasure in the moment to match his.

He palmed her buttocks, curling his thumbs
into the smooth, humid furrow and dividing the abundant globes to
expose her clenched asshole. He pressed the pad of one thumb to her
puckered opening and pushed, making her cry out his name in a
high-pitched wail as her muscles clamped down on his thumb and
squeezed his dick. His palms and the heels of his hands roughly
kneaded and rolled her flesh against his strong fingers hooked into
her soft skin. He screwed his thumb deeper into her ass, pressing
against the delicate barrier between her anus and her cunt to feel
the slide of his dick while he lowered his ass and poled her harder
from below, angling his hips to slap her vulva with his balls. She
curled forward for balance. Her hands clutched the antique bed
linens and held on while he pumped in and out of her.

 


~~~~

 


She lay on her back where he had left her in
the middle of the bed infused with the aromatic layers of sex and
sweat in the glow of the bedside lamp. Her eyes were closed. One
set of ribbons imperfectly tied beneath her breasts only emphasized
her voluptuous nakedness. Her chest was flushed, highlighting the
marks of beard rash. Her breasts and stomach rose and fell with
each deep breath. The flesh between her spread legs protruded in
shiny bright pink folds. If he hadn’t just showered and didn’t need
to depart for the country club in no fewer than eight minutes, he
would plumb those glistening depths again right now.

He forced himself to turn from the tempting
sight and entered his closet, where he quickly dressed from the
skin out for golfing. His golf shoes and clubs were already in his
car.

Back in the bedroom, he walked quietly to
the bed, then sat on the edge of the mattress.

“Gemma.”

Her eyelids fluttered, then slowly lifted.
She smiled sleepily.

“Are you spending the entire day with your
mother, or just making the morning farmers market and thrifting
rounds?”

She arched her back, extending her arms and
legs before subsiding against the mattress, setting off a
distracting chain reaction of jiggling.

“Morning only. Probably home by noon unless
Mother wants to have lunch.”

Unable to resist the appeal of her
delectable body, he leaned down and drew the stiff nipple and
succulent mound of her nearer breast into his mouth. He laved the
prominent peak with his tongue, then licked the perimeter before he
raised his head and smiled into her eyes.

“Thanks for the sexy morning warm-up round,
Gemma.”

“My pleasure,” she said, then sighed and
arched her back when he pinched her other nipple as he leaned in to
kiss her lips.

“Mine, too,” he said as his lips lingered
over her mouth. “See you this afternoon. Love to your mother,” he
murmured, then pressed the back of his hand against her vulva,
letting the heat and moisture stamp his skin with a glistening
impression of the plump folds of her sex.

Their gazes locked as her lips parted in a
silent gasp and she bore down upon his hand until he dragged it
against her tender clitoris, then away from her body.

Finally, he stood and backed toward the
archway to the sitting area, which led to the hall, imprinting the
image of her explicit disarray into his mind along with a whiff of
the back of his hand for review throughout the morning to remind
himself that no matter the outcome of his meeting, his very proper
wife, who preferred the missionary position unless he’d gotten her
drunk and the room was pitch-black, had thoroughly enjoyed
submitting to being eaten, and taken like a seasoned mare while
letting him stick his thumb into her mighty fine ass.

“Love you, Gem.”

“Love you, too, Mac.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


“Stop!” Gemma yelled between huffing breaths
as she chased her mother’s zigzagging form across the congested
aisles of the warren of stalls at the farmers market. At just after
nine in the morning the air was already thick with layers of
shimmering humidity and a mix of scents from ripe fruits and
vegetables and leather and all the other materials baking in the
morning heat.

“Pardon me,” she said after jostling through
a cluster of laughing men.

“Look at that big girl move,” she heard one
of them say.

She felt ridiculous jiggling in the wake of
her weekend marathoner mother, but hearing the stranger’s words
seemed to magnify her sense of being watched, measured, and
judged—but letting her mother escape was not an acceptable
option.

Her heels, skirt, and blouse worn to avoid
yet another lecture about “letting herself go” now that she was
finally married further hampered her pursuit in addition to the
buzz of tenderness between her legs.

Should she yell thief or fire to draw
attention and assistance from one of the bystanders? Tempting
solution, but no, her mother would never forgive her for causing a
more embarrassing scene.

Gemma stopped mid-stride as her mother
skidded out of sight around the corner of an end stall. Winded, she
sucked air into her lungs in rapid, gasping breaths while sweat
trickled over her face from her scalp. More perspiration coated her
neck, dripped between her breasts, and soaked her underarms. Her
sleeveless blouse clung to her back and waist.

“You think the skinny woman stole her
breakfast?” a nearby voice almost whispered. Someone else mumbled a
reply before shared laughter echoed.

Gemma pretended not to hear. She realized
that her mother would eventually need to return to Gemma’s car in
the parking lot—unless she called a car service, which was
definitely a possibility considering her mother’s resourceful
adaptability. They had arrived in Gemma’s car. The key remote
tapped against Gemma’s wireless devices in her stylishly
impractical little handbag dangling from her wrist.

If only she had remembered that
transportation fact before she had run herself into a sweaty,
wilted, foul-smelling mess.

 


~~~~

 


Mary Martina Garvey Davies glanced over her
shoulder and sighed in relief when strangers were the only people
behind her. And although the few who noticed her odd behavior
frowned at her with suspicion or puzzlement, none of them looked at
her with pity the way that her youngest child had several minutes
and meters earlier.

After slowing to a sedate stroll, Mary
adjusted the drape of her sleeveless wrap dress and inhaled deeply
to modulate her heavy breathing after her wild sprint. Her fingers
tightly gripped her small bronze clutch and the handles of her mesh
grocery tote.

She wondered what had possessed her to go
from smelling cantaloupes to saying, “Your father is seeing
someone, Gemma.”

She had managed to contain herself when her
baby girl appeared on her doorstep at eight a.m., and throughout
the short ride had exchanged their usual mother-daughter
pleasantries and family tidbits regarding Gemma’s older brothers
and sister. But with each innocuous word spoken and heard, the
compulsion to speak the devastating truth of her fears had grown
beyond her ability to suppress it.

The words had burst forth and Gemma’s
expression had spurred Mary to run. Her daughter had nearly caught
her until Mary slipped by the group of handsome laughing young men
that Gemma had collided with, giving Mary enough time to escape her
daughter’s reach.

Now she recognized her location as being at
the edge of the farmers market farthest from the parking lot. Head
up, shoulders back, she turned and slowly walked back to Gemma’s
car by the most indirect path, stopping to peruse the produce and
wares offered regardless of her level of personal interest in
them.

 


~~~~

 


Instead of screeching, Where the hell have
you been, Mother? You scared me out of my mind! Gemma said, “Are
you ready to go home or may I treat you to breakfast, Mother?”

Mary’s contrite gaze moved from her
daughter’s riotous fly away curls to her now cosmetics-free round
face to her disheveled clothes down to her French pedicure framed
by the flimsy rubber thongs—identical in style and pattern to thong
sandals Mary had just seen displayed in one of the nearby
stalls—she wore in place of the T-strap heels she had been wearing
earlier; the darling heels currently
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