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Sophia Giovanni is a beautiful, high-priced call girl unaware of her hidden talents—a witch and a shapeshifter.

Eugene Drysdale is tall, dark, and handsome but hides his good looks behind dark horn-rimmed glasses. His chiseled body is camouflaged under ill-fitting clothes and a sloppy bow tie. No one surmises he is a powerful warlock who can shift into a huge black Jaguar. He is a man of many talents and hides his secret well.

The Coven he serves recently informed him he must track down a woman named Sophia Giovanni. Why did the coven call upon him to track down the woman? 

Bartholomew, the head warlock, said she was unaware she was a witch and a victim of betrayal. Her mother was about to turn her over to a demon so she could claim her powers of witchcraft for her own. 

Bartholomew explained that the demon was powerful and would take more than witchcraft to defeat it. He was confident that the demon was no match for Eugene’s Jaguar.

When he finds Sophia, the attraction is instantaneous, but he gets more than he bargained for, a heart covered in ice. Can he crack through the ice and convince her that she’s a powerful witch and shapeshifter?

Can his love save her from her mother and the evil entity that wants to control her?

Enter their world and enjoy the ride.

This story has been re-edited and expanded. It was originally a short story published on January 8, 2014. It is now a novella.
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Sophia Giovanni locked the hotel door behind her, sighed, and looked ahead with sad and vacant eyes. She checked the floor-length mirror in the room and smiled. She was stunning and more beautiful than any woman had a right to look, or so she’d been told by countless men.

Sophia tried not to think about the last forty-eight hours spent with another rich, powerful, and obnoxious millionaire who demanded everything from her. 

Every time she sold her body to another man, she lost a piece of herself and worried that soon she would have nothing more to give, leaving a shell behind. 

Would love ever be in the cards for her?

“Love,” she said aloud and laughed. “What man wants a woman who has been used the way I have?” she mumbled.

This client was just business, and thank God the whole disgusting event was over. A chill swept over her, and she was concerned. Maybe she was getting sick? Nadia, her mother, wouldn’t be happy. It meant she’d have some downtime, and that meant money. 

Sophia sighed; she couldn’t remember the last time she was sick. In fact, Sohpia never had a headache, a tummy ache, or even an ache or pain. She was beyond healthy. 

She pushed aside her thoughts, disappointment, and memories of the last forty-eight hours and began walking down the hallway.
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Sex for Sophia had become a commodity, her body a thing to be used, and her spirit broken. She was on the verge of self-destruction, a journey she feared she’d be unable to stop. 

Her last client, a regular, George Smith, all but drained her dry. She had to laugh; she had a lot of Mr. Smiths in her life.

George Smith liked to be degraded, his balls tied in a knot and his ass spanked. She dressed in leather, had a paddle with his name on it, and every so often actually enjoyed reddening the guy’s ass. More ironically, the man was a well-known public figure, and this was just the tip of the iceberg. His deviant behavior was renowned in the rich and powerful inner circles. How wonderful that he kept it on a professional level.

He left her and went to shower, and before he opened the bathroom door, he turned to her. “Once again, my dear, you have outdone yourself. I am invigorated and able to do my job. My credit card is in the dresser’s top drawer, and like always, please be gone when I emerge. I must be clean and smell sweet.”

His disgusting referral to being able to do his job made her hold back a laugh. The man was the mayor of a small, incorporated village on Long Island. He was disgusting, and no amount of soap and hot water could cleanse the asshole’s soul.

She packed her small overnight bag, ran his credit card, and said goodbye, knowing a limo would be waiting to collect George Smith. 

Sophia carried her small bag and purse and left the stunning suite only to enter a room down the hall. There, she would shower and wonder if she could scrub off his smell and that much grime and filth.

Dressed and ready to leave the room, she checked her phone. George Smith had texted her and said he checked out but would contact her in two weeks.

When she was done showering, she dressed in fresh, clean clothes and called down to the hotel desk. “Hello, this is room 225. Is there a car waiting for Miss Smith? I do appreciate this.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the hotel front desk said. 

“Thank you,” she said, hung up, and took a deep breath.

She opened the door and never looked back, turning to gaze down the hallway and to the door of the suite she’d been in for the last two days. She sighed, one of relief, and once more, she left behind another piece of her. 

She headed toward the elevator. That’s when she saw him.

A hunched-over, strange-looking man passed her from the end of the large corridor, drawing her suspicions. He didn’t resemble the usual client or customer who frequented the high-end hotel. Her fears always ran high because she couldn’t afford any mistakes or chance encounters in her profession. 

She kept walking, her senses still on high alert, wondering if he would follow her. She’d taken self-defense classes because a call girl needed to know how to protect herself. 

Before Sophia reached the elevator doors, she quickly turned to look behind her. When she did, she saw the strange man walking toward her, looking down. Was he following her? She had little finesse when it came to addressing a creep.

“Excuse me, what do you think you are doing?” she said. 

She must have surprised him because he nearly ran into her. When he came face to face with her, he seemed stunned and tried to cover his face. She saw he was wearing glasses.

“Uh, sorry, just in a rush. Sorry if it seemed like anything else,” he said, still slightly hunched over and avoiding eye contact. “I’m sorry; I was heading toward the elevator. I can wait if you have a problem getting in with me. I don’t need any problems,” he said, denying her any fears about him. 

Sophia raised an eyebrow. A problem? He should know half of it. She had just spent two days having decadent sex with a stranger. 

“I don’t have any problems with you taking the elevator with me. Why should I?” she asked sarcastically. Sophia held back a gasp as she looked at him more closely. He was tall and muscular. Hiding behind those silly glasses was a handsome face with mesmerizing blue eyes. 

He’d stirred in her a rather surprisingly sexual reaction, which was confusing. She thought she had become immune to any sexual arousal.

He radiated warmth, his eyes seemed sincere, and his large stature was protective and comforting. He made her feel like she wanted to fall into his arms, but she realized the foolishness of her thoughts. 

No man, no matter how handsome, could convey such a protective demeanor. 

After being a high-priced call girl for over ten years, she prided herself in knowing how self-centered men were, and this man would be no different. Whatever she felt was a ruse because she considered herself devoid of all feelings. 

When the elevator door opened, she stepped in first, and he followed. When the door closed, heat encompassed her, and it wasn’t just any heat. It was steamy, wet heat. She felt dizzy and wanton. 

She was more confused than ever.

She backed up against the back of the car, trying to protect herself. He moved stealthily, surprising her. Stunning blue eyes held hers, and he never uttered a word as he pressed her against the walls.

Then he entered her head. 

He was a large man, and as his body pushed against hers, she could feel his sinew and muscle. His lips brushed against hers, sending riveting tremors of need. His large hands cupped her face, and he added pressure to the kiss, beckoning her to open her mouth. She melted into him, raising one of her long legs as he settled himself between them.

His erection was evident, pushing against her belly. All reason and fear were gone, and she grabbed onto him, her pussy wet with need. 

He tore away the small lace thongs from under her skirt and unzipped his pants. 

“Sophia,” he whispered.

He knew her name. 

She tried hard to see through the haze of lust but could only think of one end, having his cock buried deep inside her. She egged him on, grabbed him by the neck, and kissed him hard. He plunged into her. 

“Oh, fuck,” she screamed in the silence of the elevator.

He said nothing as he held her by the waist, up against the mirrored wall, and rammed into her repeatedly. When her orgasm struck, she held onto him tightly as her body rejoiced in the pleasure. 

She reveled in how he made her breath hard, increased her pulse, and made her heartbeat rapidly. 

The fog began to clear.

The elevator came to a halt.
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Like a runaway train, sexual images passed through Sopia’s mind. 

She regained her footing and held her coat. Flashes erupted in her brain, causing her to assess her surroundings. Her eyes landed on the tall stranger. 

Sophia backed away. 

What had just happened? 

The elevator car returned to its aerated coolness, not warm or steamy. The strange geeky guy with the glasses was looking down at the floor, standing near the door.

She swallowed and thought again, what the hell had happened? 

She really needed a vacation. She’d been hooking far too long.

****
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Eugene felt that all too familiar stirring in his damn cock, and it betrayed him constantly. The beautiful woman he was following oozed sex appeal. He’d known many women in his long lifetime, but this one was earth-shattering gorgeous. However, his keen senses encountered a huge obstacle inside the beauty: coldness, like an ice princess, no feelings and warmth. Then the damn sadness in her eyes bore through him like a sword. She was a damsel in distress, and he was a sucker for any woman who needed his help.

There was more to her than met the eye. Did she even know she was fighting an inner battle and an age-old struggle between good and evil? 

Evil seemed to be winning and had been for some time. 

Eugene knew about the fight between good and evil. As beautiful as Sophia was, he worried that the beast in him could kill her. 

It was ironic that he had to introduce her to the good and angelic part of her. Was he the right warlock to bring out the good in her, and was he up for the challenge? 

He was a talented creature with a dark side that warranted fear. During certain moon cycles, he could shift, a rare affliction and sometimes an uncontrolled one. Some inner felines were deadly, and his creature was large and unpredictable.

He’d play with her. 

He wanted a piece of the lovely Sophia and would have it.

He wore a smug expression the entire trip down to the lobby, looking like the cat that swallowed the canary. He watched her body twitch, and the sighs were subtle. He cracked through her cold exterior, and now she was aroused and hadn’t been for years. He heard her thoughts. 

“Who the hell is this guy?” 

Eugene wanted to remove his glasses, stand up straight and grab her full gorgeous ass showing her what she’d been missing. Her days as a hooker were over; she didn’t know it yet. 

The warlock in him wanted to next break through the ice barrier she had covering her heart, a heart he felt was worth saving and loving. His cat wanted her inner self, one he’d detected and one he’d allowed to emerge.

He took in her scent. He’d made up his mind; he’d play with her, throw her a little catnip, or better yet, some
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