	Monica walked along the beach slowly, fingering the contents in her large floppy purse that hung over her shoulder. Glancing back at the small boat that had dropped her off on the isolated island, it departed quickly over the aqua-green water. She brushed her fingers over her small Book of Shadows, then the individual vials of herbs that she took with her whenever she traveled. In spite of the hot tropical sun, goose bumps rushed over her flesh. She was alone on the small island with Rafe Dragoln.
	Now all she had to do was find him.
	Many may have thought e-mails from a complete stranger were no reason to drop everything and fly to the other side of the world. Monica leaped at the opportunity, knowing in her heart the reason why Rafe Dragoln had sought her out. Sand slipped into her sandals while a warm breeze lifted her light brown hair from her shoulders. Finally, she spotted the small path described to her in her instructions.
	Searching with her hand, she pulled out the printed e-mails. Going through the papers, she found the one she wanted—directions to his house. If someone would call that a house, she thought, as she reached the end of the path and stared at the mausoleum before her.
 	“Goddess, I know this is the right thing to do,” she whispered, and ignored the butterflies that flew in her tummy.
	A small man, with the shiniest black skin she’d ever seen, and a smooth bald head with warm brown eyes, smiled at her and opened the black iron gate in front of her.
	“You’re supposed to leave your clothes with me,” he said in a rich accent, still grinning.
	She bit her lip, holding back the smart comment that he wore clothes inside the gate. She nodded, remembering the e-mails. Rafe had said he wanted her naked, rid of everything from the city when she approached her home.
	The man at the gate didn’t move, and since she saw no building nearby where she could change, she again ignored the twisting in her tummy, and put her large cloth purse on the ground next to her, then stripped. The little man standing next to her never quit smiling. 
	Folding her clothes in a neat pile, she handed them to the grinning man. His gaze trailed down her, his eyes wide. She fought the flush of heat that spread quickly over her cheeks.
	“Just follow the path of up to the house. Mr. Dragoln is waiting for you.”
	Monica picked up her bag, put it over her bare shoulder, and held her head high as she walked naked up the long path toward the incredibly large mansion. What one man would want with a home large enough to be a shopping mall, she had no idea.
	Two large double doors swung open silently when she stepped on to the large porch. Another small man, again grinning, stepped to the side, nodding to her.
	“Mr. Dragoln is expecting you,” he said with the same thick accent that the man at the gate had. “If you’ll climb the stairs, you’re to enter the third door on the right.”
	Monica stared at the very wide spiral stair case that seemed to rise several stories before curving and disappearing from her view. Her heart pounded in her chest. Finally she would meet this bizarre billionaire. Their exchange of emails had more than piqued her interest, and she’d agreed to all of his terms. So far, everything he’d said would happen, had happened.
	The small man picked up a small package from a table behind him. “Once you enter the room, you’re to put these on.”
	She nodded, swallowing the lump of nerves that had formed in the back of her throat. With all the determination she could muster, she pressed the package to her bare breasts, and with her purse brushing against her naked hip, she walked toward the stairs.
	A long hallway greeted her at the top of the stairs. There were quite a few doors lining either side, all closed. And she didn’t see anyone, or hear a sound. 
	The heavy wooden door, the third door on the right, didn’t make a sound when she pushed it open. What she saw inside took her breath away.
	The room was as large as her entire apartment. A huge king sized bed sat in the middle. A balcony, its glass doors open allowing the breeze from the ocean to drift in, made the room smell of salt water and the sweet aroma of erotic flowers. At the side of the room a large hot tub, filled with bubbling water looked very enticing. 
	Remembering the package in her hand, she walked over to the bed, placing her purse and package on the thick comforter, and then opened the gift Rafe had told her would be waiting.
	Long mirrors surrounded the hot tub and she stared into them as she adjusted the leather corset over her ribs. She didn’t have the largest boobs, but the outfit gave her more cleavage than she would have guessed possible. The black fishnet thigh-highs actually made her legs look long and slender, and she was amazed that the black high-heeled shoes fit so perfectly.
	And Rafe Dragoln had told her he needed a witch! The man seemed to be somewhat of a sorcerer himself.
	“You are even more beautiful than in your pictures.” The rich baritone behind her stroked her flesh.
	Nervous chills rushed over her as she turned around. 
	Dear Goddess!!
	Rafe Dragoln didn’t look anything like his pictures. The man standing before her was tall, well over six feet, with broad shoulders and muscles that rippled over each other. Wearing nothing more than a pair of tan, loose fitting shorts, corded muscles stretched through long, perfectly hairy legs. The same dark hair sprinkled across his chest, and his face—oh Goddess, his face—was more beautiful than she could have dreamt up in her wildest wet fantasies. 
	Dark eyes danced with amusement as he smiled, showing off perfect white teeth that shone against his tanned skin.
	“I knew that outfit would be sexy as hell on you,” he said, moving toward her slowly.
	Her mind told her to take a step backward, but her feet didn’t cooperate. Standing perfectly still, she found herself staring, unable to speak, as she stared at the perfect specimen of a man who closed in on her. 
	His fingers were long, speckled with the same dark hair over his knuckles that appeared to cover the rest of his body. She licked her lips, staring into those sensuous eyes, as he gently stroked her cheek. His hand moved over her, his fingers barely touching her neck, and then strolling down to caress the swell of her breasts. They felt suddenly a lot heavier, swollen, her nipples pressing against the leather as they hardened. 
	“Absolutely perfect,” he whispered, and then leaned forward, brushing his lips over hers.
	For a moment she forgot to breathe. Her tongue darted out, moistening her lips, and he greeted it, sucking on the tip, before his mouth opened, covering hers. Strong arms pulled her against him. In her high heels, she wasn’t as stable footed, which was the excuse she used for collapsing willingly against his rock hard body. 
	His tongue entered her mouth, wet and hot, seeking her submission as he became more aggressive with his kiss. She let her head fall back, opening to him, a moan escaping her as her hands slowly moved up his arms. 
	So strong, so powerful, all nervousness left her as she fell under his spell. Nothing mattered anymore other than the masculine taste of him, the hard muscles that teased every inch of her. 
	His hands stroked her back while he explored her mouth, growling when her tongue moved around his. The vibration rushed through her, soaking her pussy, making her breasts swell with frustration against the confines of the leather. Pressure built inside her, penned up for so long, over so many teasing e-mails, it grew and spread throughout her like a burning heat aching for escape. When his hands reached her ass, squeezing her bare flesh, the dam inside her broke, making her dizzy, light-headed.
	She cried out into his mouth.
	“Just as I knew it would be,” he said in a husky whisper, and then sent wet trails over her over-sensitive flesh as he kissed and nipped his way down her neck. 
	His fingers spread her ass apart, stroking the sensitive flesh as he probed between her legs. Her moisture spread when he parted her shaved pussy and caressed her most sensitive areas.
	“Please,” she cried out, wishing she could be more demanding.
	Her corset pressed against her with every heavy breath, confining her, and at the same time seeming to hold her together. She just knew if he let go of her she’d collapse in a puddle of molten heat on the floor.
	One hand moved to the front of her, stroking her bare pussy, while his other hand brushed over her flesh until he squeezed her tit. With little effort he exposed a nipple, and then sucked it into his mouth. Bolts of electricity shot through her, setting her on fire, as his teeth scraped over the puckered flesh.
	“Cum for me, Monica. Soak my fingers while I’m inside you.” His command made her crazy inside. No man had ever spoken to her like this before.
	At the same time, he impaled her, thrusting at least one finger deep inside her tight cunt. His actions made her wild, crave more, need more. Her pussy clamped down on his fingers while she thrust her hips forward, aching to have more of him inside her. 
	Growing braver with her lust, her fingertips brushed over his steel muscles, feeling them move against her touch. Gently combing the thick hair on his chest, she scraped her nails over him, feeling a sense of power as she rode his fingers, thrusting forward as she fucked his hand. 
	The edge of his shorts stopped her exploration for only a moment. They hindered her process and suddenly she didn’t like them. They had to go. Grabbing the material, she yanked at them, receiving a deep baritone chuckle for her efforts.
	“Is there something you want?” he whispered, his breath torturing her breasts as he continued to lick and nibble at her nipples.
	“No. There’s something I need.” She was suddenly so brazen, willing to be as demanding as he was.
	“Then take what you need,” he told her.
	She didn’t have to hear any further instruction. Moving both of her hands quickly, she pulled at his shorts, managing to take a step backward and then push them down his legs. Her efforts had her kneeling before him, and a cock so large, so erect, so damned perfect, jutted into her face. His male scent intoxicated, and she lapped at the tip with her tongue.
	“Fuck woman,” he hissed, gripping her hair, pressing her face closer to his cock.
	She sucked him into her mouth, her lips stretching over his thick shaft. Whatever spell he worked, it was so damned powerful that she couldn’t get enough of him. Stroking him with her mouth, running her tongue along his length, she learned his thickness, the feel of him, relishing in the satiny smooth skin that sheathed the rock hard muscle underneath. Blood pumped through him, and she felt it pulse through his cock, while it grew in her mouth.
	He held her head firmly, moving her back and forth slowly while he fucked her mouth.
	“Already working your magic,” he groaned, and his entire body tightened, muscles twitching under her palms as she stroked his thighs.
	Her lips tingled when she slid her head back, stroking his tip with her tongue, and looking up into that gorgeous face.
	“The spells haven’t even started yet,” she told him.
	And she doubted there would be any needed. The natural magic between them filled the room, rich and thick with lust and desire.
	Rafe pulled her to her feet, dragging her toward him as he moved backward until he sat on the edge of the large bed. His cock jutted forward, an invitation she couldn’t refuse.
	Straddling him, her thigh highs brushing against the hair on her legs, she pressed her soaked cunt against the tip of his cock. At that moment, she knew more power was about to enter her. Somehow together they would be stronger, their magic growing as they united. 
	He gripped her hips, pulling her down over his cock. Then thrusting with a fury she wasn’t prepared for, he impaled her. 
	“Oh shit!” She screamed, indifferent to who else might be in that large mansion.
	His cock seemed to fill her clear up to her belly button. The way her breasts pressed together in the corset, her flesh swollen and tender, they were the perfect gift to offer his mouth as she rode him. Hard and with a fury she’d never experienced before, Monica devoured his cock with her pussy, soaking both of them with her juices as she fucked him so hard her thigh muscles began cramping. And even then she couldn’t stop.
	His strong fingers pressed into her hips, holding her in place while his teeth clamped together. She stared at him through blurred vision while his mouth formed a thin line, his eyes rolling back in his head as he leaned back. A long low growl escaped him and he exploded, pulsating inside her so that her own orgasm rushed through her in a fierce current. 
	“Goddess almighty,” she screamed, and collapsed into him.
	Rafe fell back on the bed, holding her against him for a moment while their hearts pounded against each other, a strong solid beat.
	“So you’ll stay,” he said finally, making it sound like a statement more than a question.
	“Yes. I’ll stay.”
	“This will be your room. There’s a computer in the adjoining room that I’ve already had set up for you so that you can continue with your work and chatting with your friends.”
	Monica smiled as she rested her head against his powerful chest. No way would any of her friends ever believe this.

	
	
	

