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THE CONCRETE ANGEL




 


The weather outside is frightful, and so
are the goons trying to toss me off a snowy cliff…




Rochelle Stone, Earth Witch



Speaking out against a local bigwig who's terrified of witches when
you actually are a witch attracts trouble. Only the timely
intervention of a big, hot biker dude saves me from a modern-day
execution. He says he’s security for the Concrete Angels Motorcycle
Club, but I know he’s more than that. I’ve always had an affinity
for stones, and my affinity for Flint is through the roof.
He’s hard as a rock and my hands tingle when I touch him. He
doesn’t speak aloud, but his talented hands tell me plenty... Now
if I can just get the jackass trying to kill me off my back, it’ll
be a golden holiday for sure.



Humans. They’re either gloriously happy or dismally
miserable.




Flint, Concrete Angels’ Security



With the holidays just around the corner, I’ve been looking for a
quiet place to collect my thoughts. But that’s when Earl
Creighton's goons try to throw a woman off my local cliff. I
normally don’t get involved with human troubles, but something
about this woman captivates me beyond reason. We share a one-night
stand and I know she’s meant to be mine. But Rochelle is no one’s
property and she might not sign Loki’s contract. If she refuses,
I’ll have to let her go and that will crack the foundation of my
soul. No pressure, right?



Havoc, hexes, and holidays: It’s the most wonderful time of
year…
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 Chapter One

 


Flint

 


 


I sat on my bike at my favorite overlook in
the Colorado Rockies and looked down on the twinkling lights of
Fort Collins. Snow fell like feathers on the ground as if someone
had engaged in a massive pillow fight and their weapons had broken
apart. The temperature had dropped near true zero keeping most of
the human population inside, but I didn’t mind the cold. I actually
preferred this time of year.

The season shifted people’s awareness back
toward hope and kindness, even if only briefly. The cold forced
most of them indoors and that meant I could move around more
freely. And the cold really didn’t bother me. Gargoyles rarely
noticed it. The changes in weather didn’t often catch my attention.
I could ride my bike rain or shine, snow or fog, blistering heat or
brutal cold. Ice was always tricky, but even then, I didn’t really
have to worry about injuries.

But tonight, the cold had penetrated deeper
than usual. I rubbed my chest to massage away the ache.

Must be the time of year.

I could just pick up the strains of holiday
music rising up in the windy air from the shopping centers below.
Some of it was pretty, filling my chest with feelings of nostalgia
and memory. Others sounded like dirges and were best left ignored.
I preferred to sit above the comings and goings of the human world
when they got into their celebratory moods because they could
become so manic. Either deliriously happy or miserable depending on
who and why.

I’d lived long enough to find the extreme
highs and lows exhausting and frivolous. Such emotions seemed a
waste of time. I preferred the calm beneath the thrashing of human
existence. It let me see things more clearly and not get swept up
in their brief excitement. I enjoyed humans for the most part, but
there were times I needed my space away from them.

Like tonight.

Loki had declared it a night of revelry at
the Concrete Angels compound though the actual holiday was still a
few days off, and I wasn’t in the mood. There’d be a lot of
drinking and fucking and general partying, but my awareness had
grown contemplative as the days grew shorter and I just needed some
quiet. The celebrations seemed damn near desperate this year, like
the humans were trying to sugarcoat shit and be happy about it. I
wasn’t willing to buy into their false frivolity and I’d bolted out
of the compound to find some peace.

So I’d cleared my absence with Quan-Yin and
Nessie, jumped on my bike, and headed out into the dark foothills
of the Rocky Mountains, trying to find peace and quiet. This spot
always settled me when the world threatened my serenity. I took a
deep breath and let the snowy silence fill my soul.

Until the two 4WD SUVs came roaring up the
quiet road and skidded to a halt, spraying snow and gravel ahead of
them.

Oh for the Goddess’s sake.

They left the lights on as several male
humans piled out of the vehicles, laughing and shouting in drunken
revelry. I swallowed a growl. So much for quiet and solitude.

I sat no more than fifty feet from them, but
they were too focused on their festivities to notice me in the
falling snow. I prepared to kickstart my bike to find another quiet
spot when a new sound reached my ears.

Is that a frightened woman?

Two of the males dragged a protesting female
from the car, her body language screaming fear and anger. It felt
as if someone had thrust the end of an electrical cable to my body.
A low rumbling growl emanated from my chest and I rolled to my
feet, stalking through the snow to the vehicles before I realized
what I was doing.

“You been writing about shit you shouldn’t,
little girl. The boss-man doesn’t like witches and says we can do
what we want with you, especially if you come back dead.” The guy
holding the woman around the throat squeezed as he shook her.

It was weird she never said a word. Could
be that the hood on her head is muffling her screams.

“Think she’ll turn us into toads if we let
her talk? Good thing we gagged her. Right, boys?”

Well that explains her silence.

A chorus of drunken predatory assent
ricocheted through the air as the men converged on the woman. She
squeaked, unable to voice her protest, and my lips pulled back from
my canines. I didn’t suffer bullies in the MC, I definitely wasn’t
putting up with them at the overlook.

I slammed my fist through one of the
passenger windows, the glass shattering inward on impact. All the
men whirled to face the new threat and I scowled. I pointed at the
woman and shook my head, gesturing for the men to let her go.

Being mute always made conversations tricky,
and most people didn’t know American Sign Language. But body
language often spoke louder anyway. Oh sure, I could make grunts
and growls, but enunciation was beyond me. ASL worked better.

“Who the fuck are you?”

I raised an eyebrow. Yeah, like I’m going
to answer that. I signed in ASL, “Let her go.”

“Oh lookee here, boys. We got a deaf guy
trying to defend her honor.” The guy sneered as the others laughed.
“Beat it, punk. She’s our prize for the night. But because it’s the
holidays, you can have her when we’re done.”

I rolled my eyes. They always travel in
packs of idiots. “Let her go now.” The energy of my hands was
emphatic.

“Look, dummy, I’m gonna say this slow. Get.
The. Fuck. Outta. Here.”

I shifted my gaze to the woman. She’d backed
away and seemed to be working on the bindings on her wrists. That
she wasn’t panicked surprised the hell out of me. Still, she
couldn’t beat those odds. Go time.

The men thought I’d given them my answer so
they weren’t expecting me to grab the first one, and throw him
bodily into the others. They were so light it was always fun to see
how far they’d go, like a stone skipping over a still lake. I
braced for battle when the leader scrambled to his feet and threw
himself at me with snarl.

Bring it, bad boy. I grinned.
Fighting an angry gargoyle never worked out very well for humans.
But then, my human disguise worked so well, most didn’t know it
until too late. They’d find out now. Come on, boys. Let’s
dance.

 


****

 


Rochelle

 


I’d been minding my own business, enjoying
the lights and the snow around the Holiday Depot as I sipped my hot
chocolate. The other ladies of the Triple C – Colorado Covens Co-op
– had wanted to take pictures with the hot Santa on the
old-fashioned train engine with brass accents and a big FC on the
front. I wasn’t interested in the guy—he seemed a little too handsy
for me, but I took some shots for my blog, The Better Bitter Brew:
The Witch’s Guide to Fort Collins. Mostly, content to watch the
festival.

But someone grabbed me, gagged me and threw
a bag over my head, before dragging me into a vehicle tall enough
they had to lift me. It smelled like male sweat, cigarettes, and
cheap alcohol. Combined with my panic, it damn near made me
puke.

“Boss-man says she’s got magic, the real
shit, not sleight-of-hand crap, but it ends at sundown.”

I almost laughed, but I didn’t want to give
them an excuse to question me. My magic never ended with the time
of day. I’d been an earth witch since puberty, particularly of
hearth and home, and my power was that of defense and protection,
not offense and destruction.

“Tonight we’re gonna end her. But first I
think we get to play. I’ve never seen a witch’s tits.” Someone
leaned close to my head. “Hey, little girl, can witches fly?” He
chuckled as my heart sank. “Guess we’ll find out. It’ll be like the
Chutes and Ladders without the ladders.”

I gritted my teeth against the fear. More
than likely the sexy Santa had distracted my companions enough that
they hadn’t seen anything and I was on my own, between a rock and a
hard place. Good thing I liked rocks.

“You been writing about shit you shouldn’t,
little girl. The boss-man doesn’t like witches and says we can do
what we want with you, especially if you come back dead.” The guy
holding me around the throat squeezed and shook me like a dog.

Panic bubbled up but I gritted my teeth
harder and tried to think around the clawing fear. Who did I know
that hated witches and yet could hire the scumbags taking me now? I
couldn’t see the dude speaking, but I could smell his over-use of
Drakkar Noir. Damn, I thought that stuff went out with the
90s.

“Think she’ll turn us into toads if we let
her talk? Good thing we gagged her. Right, boys?”

I protested around the gag before everyone
froze when an explosion of glass punctuated their laughter.
Everyone turned, at least I thought they did, and the guy released
me. I took a deep breath against the urge to scramble away, but I
didn’t know which direction to go. Were we close to the cliff
they’d been talking about? I tried to still my racing heart and
listen to figure out where everyone was until Drakkar Boy
growled.

“Who the fuck are you?”

Silence met his question and I wondered why.
Didn’t guys like the tell the story of the ass kicking they were
going to give? I’d really like my eyes back. My voice would
be nice, too, but I’d settle for my sight.

“Oh lookee here, boys. We got a deaf guy
trying to defend her honor.” Drakkar Boy’s voice held derision
while the others laughed.

That explains why I haven’t heard the new
guy speak.

“Beat it, punk. She’s our prize for the
night. But because it’s the holidays, you can have her when we’re
done.”

The hell you will. I took two steps
back from where I’d felt air movement and I hoped I’d gotten out of
view so I could work on breaking my binds. If I could get free, I
might be able to escape while the men were distracted by whoever
had joined them.

“Look, dummy, I’m gonna say this slow. Get.
The. Fuck. Outta. Here.”

Apparently that had set the new guy off
because someone grunted in surprise and landed on the ground nearby
with a heavy thud. A low snarl answered Drakkar Boy’s shout of
anger and the hair stood up on the back of my neck. What the
hell kind of creature makes that sound?

“Grab him, you fuckin’ idiot!” Voices rose
in anger and fear.

“What for? It’s not like I can hold him now,
can I?”

“Help!”

“You catch him. Creighton doesn’t pay enough
for this shit. I’m fuckin’ outta here!”

There were meaty thuds and cries of pain,
but the truck I’d arrived in didn’t move or start. I yanked and
tugged on my hands until the bindings finally broke. I ripped off
the hood and pulled the gag out of my mouth before I looked
around.

Bodies littered the ground near the SUV, but
I couldn’t tell if they were only unconscious, or dead. And one man
stood in the beams of the headlights.

Broad shoulders, bald head, and exposed abs
of solid stone.

Sweet glory.

Despite the snow swirling around him, he
wasn’t wearing a shirt. But he looked like a total badass. The
leather cut, denim jeans, and biker boots helped, too. I waited for
him to say something, but he just stared at me, a look both hot and
feral. I shivered and hoped he wasn’t like the others.

I expected him to say, “Are you all right?”
or the equivalent, but he simply stared and I had to clear my
throat to find my voice.

“Thank you.”

He nodded and did this odd rearrangement of
his lips as if his teeth didn’t quite fit behind them. Again, I
expected words from him, but he didn’t speak at all as he turned
and started picking up bodies. Like they were nothing more than
sacks of grain.

Holy shit. His strength made me
realize I might be in real trouble. If you’re gonna go,
Rochelle, now is the time. But the snowstorm had picked up. I
could easily get lost in the Rocky Mountains and die of exposure
without the SUV. What the hell was I going to do?

So I stood there in the snow and watched the
badass biker dude collect the bodies and shove them in the SUV
without a word. I felt kinda stupid, like a dumb damsel in distress
who couldn’t save herself, but I didn’t know what to do. Maybe I
should start walking down the road and hope for the best. Yeah,
that was a good way to get lost or dead or both.

The man turned after he slammed the doors
shut and lifted an eyebrow at me just standing there. Hell, I
would’ve too. He paused, tilting his head, before he approached
slowly, stopping about three feet from me. Then he pointed at me
before curling his index finger into the “OK” symbol and raised his
eyebrows.

Are you okay?

The question was easy enough to read from
his expression, but why hadn’t he said anything?

I shook my head. “I don’t know.”

He grimaced. He pointed at me again and did
some motion with his hands.

Wait, was that ASL? It looked like
he’d signed “hurt.”

“No, I’m not hurt, but I don’t know where I
am or how I’m going to get home.” I wrapped my arms around myself
and shot a look into the increasing snow.

He sighed and took another step closer to me
so I could clearly see his hands. Despite his rough appearance, his
hands looked strong, supple, and well maintained though the nails
were a little longer than I expected.

He pointed at himself then at me and back to
his bike.

“You’ll give me a ride?”

He nodded. The question was could I trust
him to get me home? And do I want him to know where I live?
But why wasn’t he speaking?

“Can you speak?”

He sighed again and shook his head,
annoyance clouding his expression.

“Can you hear?”

He nodded, motioning me toward his bike. I
hesitated a little longer, but what choice did I have? I could stay
up here on the edge of a cliff in the snow, or I could take a
chance on this guy to get me closer to home. Taking a deep breath,
I followed him to his Harley parked off to the side of the gravel
overlook, slowly accumulating snow.

We stopped at his bike and I tapped him on
the shoulder. His skin was warm, but hard, the muscles taut. When
he looked at me, I used my hands to sign at him, “Can you read sign
language?”

Surprise and relief filtered over his face
and some of the fierceness receded. Yes.

I pointed at myself and nodded. “Me
too.”

“Good. I’ll give you a ride home.” He
pointed to the bike.

“Thank you. I live in Fort Collins.”

He gave me a thumbs-up as he straddled his
bike and those thick, hard thighs damn near took my breath away.
What the hell? I was stranded on a mountainside in a snowstorm with
a badass stranger, and my libido decided to make an entrance?
I’m gonna need my vibrator tonight.

I shoved my attraction out of my thoughts
and straddled the bike behind him. Settling against his body was a
little like finding a heater. The heat from him permeated my jacket
and I let out an involuntary sigh. A deep rumble rippled through
the air and I realized he was laughing at my relief.

He wrapped one hand around mine at his waist
and squeezed gently before kickstarting his bike and rolling us
toward the road home. Bikers weren’t good guys, not that I had
heard. It all was a jumbled mess of lies and innuendoes that had
very little basis in truth. But this guy had not only saved my
life, he laughed when I cuddled up to his warmth and it didn’t
creep me out. Yeah, I’m in so much trouble. Hopefully, it
wouldn’t end badly for me.


 


Chapter Two


Flint

 


 


For the first time in my long life, I was
actually speechless. Not because I couldn’t enunciate words, but
because the woman sitting behind me on my bike had stolen coherent
thought. If anyone could listen to my mind, they’d find me rather
verbose. But she settled everything down to quiet and pleasure.

Her happy sigh when she snuggled up to me
had made me chuckle and I couldn’t help squeezing the arms around
my waist. All humans had an energy to them and most of the time I
found it frenetic. But this woman felt as quiet and solid as a
mountain cave left to the seasons. And she had spoken with sign
language, making our communication a helluva lot easier.

She didn’t say anything more until we’d come
down off the gravel road leading to the overlook, but I was
strangely content with her silent presence at my back. The snow
flying past my face felt good, cooling some of the heat generated
by the adrenaline rush of the fight, and I sped up. The woman
behind me snuggled closer and ducked her head behind my shoulders.
My wings tingled and I grinned into the wind.

Until I realized neither of us were wearing
helmets, it was damn near zero degrees Fahrenheit, and she wasn’t
even wearing leather.

Shit, fuck, way to go, numbskull.

I slowed the bike down and sat up straighter
to block more of the wind and snow. Hell, I didn’t even know where
I was going except generally into Fort Collins. I usually wasn’t so
careless or disorganized. I almost always had a plan. But put one
human woman on the back of my bike and I lost all focus.

We got down to the bottom of the hills and I
stopped at the light. I turned and tapped her on the shoulder so
she’d look up.

Her hazel eyes met mine and I forgot what I
needed to ask. Gargoyles usually didn’t covet much. We didn’t need
more than a place to roost, a nice view, and adequate hunting
grounds. Oh yeah, we were definitely carnivores. But we all were
guardians of one kind or another and we defended treasure.
Sometimes it was books or knowledge. I had quite a few friends
who’d once guarded libraries and universities. Sometimes it was
sanctuary like on mosques, churches, or temples. Other gargoyles
loved treasure of the more traditional sorts and hung out on
museums or banks.

I’d never had something to guard until Loki
found me and asked me to be security for his biker club. He said
I’d be the original Concrete Angel and the way he’d grinned told me
he thought himself pretty funny. I wasn’t actually made of
concrete, but my skin was damn near impenetrable by wood, steel, or
another kind of stone. Made me very tough to kill and a great
security guard for the club.

But the woman on the back of my bike made me
want to chuck it all and guard only her. She was a treasure I’d
never encountered and I didn’t even know her damn name.

“What?” She raised her eyebrows aware that
I’d turned for some reason.

I blinked. Then raised one hand. “Where
going?” Signing with just one hand made the question truncated.

“Oh, uh, my shop’s on the corner of north
Taft Hill road and Laporte Ave. That way.” She pointed to the
right.

I nodded and turned the bike to head down
the snowy street. It wasn’t far from where we were, which was both
good and bad. Good because she needed to get warm. Bad because soon
she’d be off my bike and away from my body. And that made me want
to turn around and haul ass the other way.

What the hell is wrong with me?

I’d known this woman all of thirty minutes,
and I was already thinking kidnapping? I mentally shook my head and
headed for her shop. We stopped in front of a stand-alone brick
building with a Tudor-style wood addition to the second floor. It
had a sharp A-shaped gable over the door and a weathered wooden
plank sign that read The Herb Cabinette.

Cute, a play on herb cabinet. I
parked the bike on the curb in front of the shop and paused,
reluctant to let her go, but knowing she couldn’t stay outside.

She cleared her throat and swung her leg off
the bike to stand on the sidewalk. “Thanks so much for the rescue
and the ride. I appreciate it.”

“You’re welcome.” I dipped my head along
with my hand. “Have a good night and be safe.”

She nodded and took a few steps toward the
alley between her shop and the next building. But she stopped and
turned, biting her bottom lip.

Hey, that should be my job.

I blinked. Where the hell had that thought
come from? I didn’t even know this woman’s name or her pseudonym.
It wasn’t like she was a prostitute used to meaningless sex meant
to scratch an itch.

“Um, would you like to come up for a cup of
tea?”

I didn’t know who was more surprised at her
question, her or me, but it felt like she’d just given me the Apple
from the Tree of Knowledge. A forbidden fruit that was too good to
pass up. I turned off the bike and yanked the key out, swinging my
leg over the seat. Hell yeah, I’d like some tea. And maybe a little
more of this pretty woman who’d captured my attention.

 


****

 


Rochelle

 


I’d invited him in. What the hell was wrong
with me? I must’ve had a serious “white knight” complex to invite
in this burly, hard, badass biker who’d tossed men around like
firewood. But it was the holidays and cold outside, and everyone
deserved a hot cup of tea after something like that.

He’d been surprised and didn’t seem to mind
the snow, which was weird, but some guys just have that massive
internal furnace and wear shorts in a blizzard. This guy could’ve
been like that. But I’d invited him in and I didn’t even know his
name.

“Would you like some tea? My name’s Rochelle
Stone, by the way. I figure you should know who your host is.”

He looked at me like his world suddenly made
sense and he gave me a devastating smile. “My name is F L I N T.”
His fingers moved with ease spelling out his name and I loved
watching them. “Tea would be fine.”

It was so strange talking aloud to him when
his communication came in the form of body movements and hand
gestures. It almost made me want to whisper though there was no one
else around to hear our conversation.

“Make yourself at home while I get the tea
started.” I blinked. I never gave strangers this much free rein in
my home. I needed my head examined.

I scuttled into the kitchen and shook my
head. I’d never been quick to allow my inner sanctum to be breached
by anyone, much less a bold, bald, and brash-looking guy like
Flint. But he had a solid, steady quality to him that pushed away
some of my usual reservations. I put the kettle on to boil and set
out a poppyseed roll I’d picked up at the local Hungarian deli down
the road. I didn’t know if he’d like anything to eat, but food
brought people together and it seemed rude not to offer.

When I returned to the living room, I found
him examining all the little treasures with which I’d decorated my
home. The seashells from a beach in Florida. A sand dollar from
Whidbey Island. Fossil bones from a cave in Nevada. Beeswax candles
from a local apiary. Crystals from the Rocky Mountains. Most of the
things were natural, offered to me by the Goddess along my travels.
But I also had a small framed photo of my mom and me enjoying the
river park in Golden, Colorado. The image was of me sitting on one
of the fish statues while my mom stood behind me with her arms
around me. I loved that photo, even more so because it was the last
time we’d been together before she died.

Flint turned and gestured at the photo. “Is
that your mother?”

I nodded, trying to swallow around the lump
in my throat. “Yeah. She was killed a few weeks after that picture
was taken. I still miss her.”

“I’m sorry.” His expression softened.

“Thanks, I appreciate it.” I tried to smile
but it probably came out a grimace. “I brought some poppyseed roll
if you’re interested, and the tea is almost ready. Would you care
to sit down?”

He tilted his head and narrowed his eyes
before he nodded and searched the room for a seat. Bypassing the
couch and the armchairs, he grabbed one of my metal kitchen chairs,
spun it around, and straddled the seat carefully.

“Are you hurt or stiff?” I stood there
holding the plate like a deer in headlights.

He shook his head and signed, “Why?”

I shrugged. “You just moved so gingerly I
thought maybe something had happened during the fight.”

He raised his chin in understanding. “No,
I’m heavy and I didn’t want to break the chair.”

“Oh.” I’d never heard that kind of
explanation before, but given his physique, I probably shouldn’t
have been surprised. Which reminded me. “Aren’t you cold? I mean
you’re shirtless in zero degree weather. I’d be freezing.”

He shrugged and reached for a slice of
poppyseed roll, a secret smile curling his lips. The kettle
whistled, distracting me, and I retreated to take it off the stove.
I so wanted to know what that smile meant, but I’d promised him tea
and never went back on my promises. I also never gave up when I
wanted to know something.

“Peppermint, Ginger, Huckleberry, Green,
Black or White tea for you?” I almost forgot to look at him, so
used to people speaking, but I remembered at the last moment to
turn my head to watch his hands.

“It’s the holidays. Peppermint, please.” His
lips curled into a smirk and I couldn’t help but laugh. For a rough
and tough biker, he had impeccable manners.

“Peppermint it is.” I brought him the
steaming mug as I carried my own back to the table. “Definitely
seems to fit the season.” I handed him his cup and sat down,
cradling my own. “I didn’t get to really thank you for your help,
and for the ride home. So, thank you.” I used ASL along with my
words to emphasize the words. Then I bit my lip. “Did you kill
them?”

Flint took a few moments to answer, sipping
his tea as if it hadn’t been boiling hot. The guy must have a
cast iron mouth. He set the mug down and shrugged.

“Only one, I think. The others were
unconscious. I threw them in their vehicle.” He shrugged. “They
were threatening and hurting you.” He shrugged again as if that
explained why he’d taken on five guys alone for one stranger.

I wanted to ask him if this was a ‘knight in
shining armor’ sort of complex, but I didn’t want to sound
ungrateful. I would’ve found a snowy grave that night if he hadn’t
stepped in.

“I appreciate it. I’ll say blessings and
prayers for the one who died.” I shot a look toward my little
puja, the Sanskrit word for altar, and thought about
lighting a candle.

“Why?” Flint tilted his head.

“Why would I say blessings and prayers for
the dead?”

He nodded. “He was trying to kill you.”

“I know, but I don’t want his angry spirit
to come looking for me and wreak havoc on my home.” I rose and
grabbed my matches. It seemed like a wise move to start the
protection spells and wards. “Give me a moment.”

I lit three candles, the large central
pillar illuminating the rest of the puja, as I sank to my
knees. I raised my gaze to my favorite image of the Goddess and lit
a bundle of sage. I bowed my head, asking for blessings on the dead
man and protections for my home. I waved the bundle back and forth
and around a loop three times, allowing the sharp-scented smoke to
fill my nose and the air around the puja. I also asked for
protection on myself and my reluctant savior.

I pictured Flint in my head as I offered the
sage, and felt a weird tug in my chest, as if someone had tied a
ribbon to my heart and pulled it taut. I inhaled sharply. That’s
a message. I’d experienced enough of the Goddess’s
communications to know I was meant to pay attention to that one.
But what was She trying to tell me? That Flint was a friend in need
of defense? Was he a new guardian of my home and person? Or was he
a threat to me?

The last one brought a sharp pain in my
side. Definitely not a threat.

At least She’d given me that answer. The
Goddess liked me to figure shit out as I went along, but sometimes
She’d give me direct responses. Whatever Flint was to me, he was
definitely important, and I’d include him in my daily prayers and
blessings.

I bowed my head with a prayer of thanks and
rose to my feet. A solid, warm presence rested behind me and I
realized Flint stood at my back close enough to wrap his arms
around me and kiss my neck.

Why the hell am I thinking about that?

Because Flint wrapped his arms around my
waist and drew me against his chest, kissing the back of my neck.
The heat and sweetness of his kiss made me close my eyes and lean
into him. Oh glory, I want this. I needed his hands on my
body unlike I’d needed any other physical touch before. I didn’t
want to think or worry or analyze. I only wanted his heat, his
body, and his sexual attention.

I was an earth witch, more attuned to rocks,
crystals, and mountains than I was to life energy. But his touches
and attention brought an affirmation of life, of survival, that I
needed to make it through the night. When his rough tongue painted
a path beneath my ear, I gasped and turned in his arms to meet his
gaze.

“Come to bed with me, Flint.”

He blinked down at me, some of the lust
clearing from his eyes. “Right now? Tonight? Here?”

“Right now.” I reached around him and
grabbed a handful of ass. It wasn’t soft by any stretch of the
imagination, but it felt great in my hand.

He hissed and growled, the lust returning to
his eyes. I let a seductive smile curl my lips and he growled
again, tilting his head to take my mouth with his.

Slick heat engulfed my mouth as he slid his
rough tongue between my lips and caressed me. He tasted like
peppermint and smelled like petrichor, my favorite scent of rain on
dry stone, and he kissed like heaven. Most of my coherent thought
splintered in the face of his thorough kisses, but I had enough
presence of mind to remember my wards and his bike outside.

I pulled back from his drugging kisses and
rested my forehead on his broad, warm and smooth chest. His breath
brushed my hair in an agitated rhythm, and a thick ridge pushed
against the front of his jeans.

“Give me a minute.” I raised my head to meet
his gaze. Intense lust and need stared back at me with a dash of
incredulity. “I need to reset the wards on the building.”

He tilted his head with a frown. I read the
question on his face.

“Someone tried to kill me tonight. I want us
to be protected, including your bike.” I shot him a rueful grin.
“And someone distracted me before I was finished.”

He snorted but still moved his hands.
“Wards? As in energy protections?”

I bit my lip, debating if I should tell him
I was an earth witch. Given how we met – men trying to kill me
because I was a witch – I had reservations about telling people
about my abilities. But if he knew enough to ask about energy
protections, he might not have the same hang-ups about witches.

I nodded slowly. “Yeah. I’m an earth witch,
attuned to the energies of ley lines and the Mother Earth Goddess.
I use Her energy to protect my home and business from malicious
attacks and destruction.”

He tipped his chin up in understanding
before a sultry smile curled his lips. “Still want to go to
bed?”

“Hell yeah. Give me one minute.”

I closed my eyes and sent my senses out to
the wards and protective layers I’d laid around my home. I noted
the places where the magical energy appeared worn or thin and
reinforced it. Looks like someone came by to test the
waters. Thank goodness I’d directed the ward energy into
digital form so I could tell who’d tried to get in, but I didn’t
have time to check that now.

“There, all done.” I opened my eyes just as
he leaned in and brushed my lips with his. “Oh, that’s lovely.”

He growled and it set my libido on high.
There was something wicked about the sounds he made and it revved
up my heart, making me want to drag him into my bedroom and have my
way with him. Fortunately, he didn’t seem inclined to argue.

“Bedroom, this way.” I tugged him down the
little hall from my kitchen/living room and into the bedroom. I
flicked on the lights. The warm, golden glow of the string of
holiday lights gave a fairy wonderland look to the room.

His hand moved. “Pretty.”

“Thank you. I leave the lights all year
round but I particularly love them in the winter.”

He nodded and stopped me next to the bed.
“It matches you.” He trailed one hand along the side of my face,
pushing the hair behind my ear. “You’re beauty and light together.”
Then he tilted his head and kissed me with banked hunger.

I loved the rough texture of his tongue as
he slid it over mine and each stroke made arousal surge through me.
I couldn’t get enough of his taste and I moaned into his kiss as I
tried to pull him tighter against my body.

The problem was he wore very little clothing
and I wore too much. But hell, I didn’t need to be naked to give
him a blowjob, and there was something so tantalizing about that
thick ridge behind his fly. I let my hands rest on his chest below
the leather cut and the
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