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Chapter One

 


Kezia raised her face to the moon and
slowly lifted her arms. The gentle breeze that blew off the river
caressed her like fingers with a light touch, gliding along her
skin. The temporary respite from the heat cooled the sweat that
coated her shoulders, stopping the tiny rivulets of water that ran
down the valley between her breasts. Cloud coverage broke in the
inky night sky, and thousands of bright pinpoints appeared. A giant
silver orb hung amongst the stars, so close she felt if she
stretched her body she might touch it. She closed her eyes and held
her arms high, spreading her fingers wide in supplication. Her head
fell back, and she started to murmur an incantation she’d learned
as a child at her grandmother’s knee.

With every word her voice grew
stronger. Kezia inhaled deeply. The smell of wildflowers from her
porch garden and the hint of rain in the air wafted to her nose.
Wood creaked in the house behind her. The loose board in the old
stairs had always been her makeshift alarm. The telltale squeak
warned her when someone was coming or going. She completed her
chant and lowered her arms.

Dominic, her fiancé, would be out the
door in no time, she didn’t need him to see her acting any odder
than usual. It was hard enough to hide that fact that she was a
witch, albeit a bad one. Kezia sighed. With the way his mother bad
mouthed her, should he ever find out it would be one more black
mark against her. She formed fists at her side to contain her
meager power. The last thing she wanted was to lose
Dominic.

“Hey, baby, what are you
doing out here?” Dominic kissed the back of her neck, enfolding her
in a hug from behind.

“The moon was shining
through our bedroom window, and I came out here to get a better
look at it.” She turned in his arms. “Why are you up?

“I reached out, and the
bed was empty. I wanted to make sure you were okay.” He brushed his
lips across her cheek.

“I suppose it had nothing
to do with this.” Kezia slid her hand down between them, covering
his erection with her palm.

“Kezia, baby, I swear you
always know how to get right to the heart of the matter.” He
groaned against her temple. “Do you know what time it
is?”

“Nope, I have no
clue.”

“It’s a quarter past
midnight. Happy Halloween.”

“Oh, well then we should
celebrate.” She slid her hand under the waistband of his pajama
bottoms, walking her fingers along the length of his
shaft.

“I love the way you
think.” He pulled her hand from his clothing and intertwined their
fingers, tugging her towards the house.

“You know how I love my
holidays, especially Samhain.”

“Sam who?”

“Halloween,
Dominic.”

“Oh, never heard it called
that, and I have to tell you I’m not really caring right now. There
is only one thing I want to do at the moment.”

“What’s that?”

“Worship your body like
the alter it is.” He glanced over his shoulder and
chuckled.

She stared at their interlocked
digits, the beautiful difference between the colors of their skin,
her coco brown complexion and his white one. Her gaze traveled up
his arm to strong, wide shoulders that tapered to a slim waist.
Dominic hadn’t put on a shirt to come outside, just bottoms. His
back muscles bunched and smoothed as he moved. He had powerful
legs. Probably from his job as owner of the local roofing company.
More days than not he could be found working on a roof with his
crew.

He opened the door with a push of his
fingers and pulled her across the threshold before closing it. The
snick of the locks engaging told her that he was securing the doors
as she walked past him and climbed the stairs. Footsteps pounded on
the steps as he jogged to catch up with her on the landing. She
jumped when he scooped her up in his arms and gathered her close to
his chest as he continued to their bedroom. Slowly she ran her
hands along his shoulders to wrap her arms around his neck and laid
her head on his shoulder. His biceps flexed when she started to
play in his hair, twisting the curls at the base of his neck around
her index finger. When he looked down at her, she was lost in his
midnight blue eyes. He hefted her higher and pressed his lips
against hers.

Dominic dropped her on their bed, and
the old mattress shrieked as the springs gave under her weight. The
rain had begun to fall outside, creating a rhythmic tattoo above
them on the roof. Wind whipped through the dormer windows, causing
the thin curtains to billow, their ends snapping with the force of
the air.

He pushed his bottoms over lean hips,
stepped out of them, and fell on top of her, his weight a
distraction from the storm brewing outside and a comfort because
for the last year he’d warmed her bed and her heart. She closed her
eyes when he kissed her eyelids, working his way to her lips. He
eased over to her side, his hand skimming her rib cage and pushing
up her night shirt. A tingling rushed along her nerve endings. She
squashed her thighs together, trying to contain the warmth that
flooded her pussy.

His index finger lazily circled her
aureole, and she resisted the urge to grab his hand. Rampant
thoughts ran through her mind, and Kezia briefly wondered if this
was the sex magic her grandmother had talked about. The way two
souls melded into one entity, creating something beyond the realm
of human understanding. She couldn’t hang on to the notion as it
drifted from her mind. His mouth was on her throat. She tilted her
head, scrubbing her hair against the thick comforter. She lifted
her head and moved her arms. He slid the shirt over her head and
tossed it over his shoulder.

“I loved the feel of your
skin.” His breath warmed her as he spoke against her neck, sending
ripples of desire along her spine. “I swear your taste is burned in
my memory.”

Guttural noises were the only sounds
she could make to answer to his statement. He continued his
southern route, folding his tongue around an erect nipple. Kezia
arched her back, pushing the taut nub farther into his mouth. He
grazed his knuckles under her other breast, causing goose bumps to
rise in the wake of his touch.

Blowing drops of rain into the room,
the wind continued to pick up.

He moved his head, dropping minute
kisses on the distinct lines of her abdomen, and she tangled her
fingers through the soft tresses of his hair, urging him lower. Her
stomach quivered from his attention. He pulled her panties to her
knees. She opened her legs, and cool air danced between her thighs.
He yanked the slip of cloth off and threw it across the room. She
opened her eyes and pulled her elbows under her to lift her torso
and look down her body. His long hair draped his face and tickled
her belly.

Dominic slid his arms under her
thighs, curling them around her legs. He yanked her off her arms,
and she hit the bed with a thud. She felt his mouth on her mound,
his tongue navigating the wet crevices of her nether lips. Her
hands acted on their own volition, holding fistfuls of hair. She
tugged his head exactly where she needed his mouth to be. His lips
locked onto her clit, and she bucked her hips as he suckled it. He
tightened his arms, the press of his biceps on her limbs a reminder
that he was in control, for now. She squeezed her eyes shut to the
sight of the ceiling and let the sensations of his mouth wrap her
in a sensuous cocoon of tingling flesh.

Her core wept from the pleasure his
tongue created, and her juices pooled within her folds. Some of her
cream escaped the barrier of her sensitive tissue, overflowing and
coating her ass as it trickled down. The rough texture of his
tongue lapping her delicate cheeks sent spirals of energy zapping
through her limbs. A tight ball formed at the base of her spine. He
lifted his face, and she opened her eyes to his crooked smile. She
smiled back, no doubt looking like a loon.

Dominic moved. Releasing her legs, he
sat back on his calves and stared down at her body. Kezia dismissed
the urge to curl up in a ball and hide from his perusal. Her hands
formed fists at her sides to keep from grabbing him as she waited
for him to move, to speak.

“Good Lord, will you do
something, please?” She couldn’t keep her mouth shut any
longer.

“I’m just deciding what I
want to devour next.” His smile widened. “And now I know exactly
where I want you.” He licked his lips.

Without warning he reached out,
gripped her ankles, and hauled her up his thighs so the middle of
her back rested on his knees. He leaned forward and clasped her
waist in his grip, adjusting her position until she was flush on
his pelvis. His shaft fit snugly between the lips of her vagina.
When he flexed his hips, his penis rubbed her clitoris, sending
vibrations though her that made her limbs shudder.

She couldn’t get a grip on his legs.
Instead she wound her hands through the rumpled sheets and held
tight. Kezia studied his face as he gently separated her folds with
his fingers. He lifted his head and held her gaze as he traced
them, dipping in and out of her moist tissue with his
digit.

“I love you.” With his
other hand enclosed around the base of his dick, he guided himself
into her soaked channel. She closed her eyes at the feelings of
utter completion, an emotion she was flooded with whenever they
were together.

His movements elicited a swirl of
reactions that rocked through her. The deep slide into her body
made the ball at the base of her spine grow with every stroke he
took. Her arms trembled until she could no longer lean on them. She
locked her ankles around his waist, and her heels skimmed his back
at every thrust he made. He fell on the top of her and pushed his
arms beneath her shoulders, lifting her up to embrace her against
him. Their bodies were sealed from torso to pelvis. She wrapped her
arms around him and griped them at her elbows, holding tight. Her
head fell back as he rose up and down on his haunches.

Perspiration moistened their skin. His
thighs slapped her ass, and the sound reverberated through the
bedroom. Her nipples had pebbled into hard nubs, abraded by the
dusting of chest hair on his torso. He slid his hands under her
butt cheeks and hefted her higher, ramming his cock deeper into her
body on every down stroke. She bowed back while digging her fingers
into his shoulders.

Her orgasm rocked her, and the ball
exploded. “Dominic.” She cried out his name as her body quaked
before going limp. For a moment she saw a rainbow of colors flash
above their heads. Then the ceiling, attic, and roof disappeared,
and they were floating in the endless night. Liquid warmth swamped
her, soothing taut nerves.

His grunts followed her whimpers, and
he flexed his hips one last time before going still. Dominic
tumbled to her side, pulling her with him.

“Sure you don’t want to
elope? Then our wedding issues will be moot.” He cupped her cheek
before pushing the hair out of
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