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  For my monster lovers,


This for everyone afraid to spread your wings. Do it, try something new even if it’s small. Don’t let the fear of failing stop you from having a good time. Experience life, ride a dragon snout, spread your wings, and have a great time doing it. ;)
Lizzie <3






  
  Content Heads Up!


Some topics may not be something you wish to read and I encourage you to make your decision to indulge in my little story very informed. Generally speaking, this book is rated E for explicitly for everyone (Saucy but Fluffy). Something to consider is this is a Boss/Assistant romance, and there is an inherent power difference in the relationship. This is something that is discussed, explored, and addressed within the novel. There is a lot of medical discussions about Heat, about blooming (Succubus coming into their powers), about feeding sexual feeders, a sex coach, there is talk of medical emergencies as well. Other than that, there’s a lot of sex, fluids, ramming/size difference kink, knotting, tail play, dp, a FMC who VERY MUCH ENJOYS SEX, group activities/orgies, threesomes, and discussions of polyamorous relationships and how that works with all parties involved. If you can get down with that and more fun goodies, you’re gonna love this one! 
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Once upon a Healer's Hut


“Sofia Silverstone?” The nurse poked her head out of the back-office door. Clipboard in hand, dressed in healer’s robes, the sweet-faced dwarf beckoned Sofia. Setting her parents down from her lap to the floor, she stood up. She dusted off her jeans nervously to absorb the sweat on her palms. Her mother and father took hold of her pant leg and motioned for her to lead the way. Their gnomish gate made her slow down her elvish stride across the healing hut waiting room. 
This was it… she was going to figure out what she was and what was wrong with her…
The last three weeks since her 25th birthday have been literal hell.  Waking up with cold sweats, coughing up a storm, dry throat, and aching bones, she thought she’d caught some sort of ick from her coworkers. The life of an assistant in a multimillion- gold corporation. All the employees were like anchovies in a can, packed in and left to fester. Then, like fate decided she wasn’t miserable enough, the cravings started. She was ravenous all hours of the day and nothing fixed it. When her mother, usually a snack-a-holic, found her daughter knuckle-deep in a bowl of raw steak chunks, sick to her stomach… It was time to go to the healers. Sofia had never been sick. Not in her whole life! And in three weeks, she thought she’d caught every disease possible. 
It didn’t help that her adoptive parents were Gnomes. Three and a half foot tall, button-nosed, round goggles wearing, cute yet feisty Gnomes that adopted an Elvish child. Gnome and Elf health issues were miles apart. Sofia always felt loved, and her parents had never hidden the fact she was adopted. They’d moved to King’s Fall to give her a better childhood. Their chaotic move with a six month old infant was one of her favorite stories to tell. They adopted an Elf without question or hesitation. Only for her to find out she wasn’t all Elf… and the healers were stumped without more medical information. 
A closed adoption is a bitch! Thankfully, there are some legal loopholes. They make sure the parents leave behind their blood types, medical history, and biological makeup.
As Sofia followed the nurse, with her parents riding on her sneakers through the halls of the healer’s building, she worried that the doctor’s found something terminal. The idea of death wasn’t… ideal… but it would explain the wooziness, constant heat flashes, and intense migraines. It wouldn’t, however, explain why she tried to bite down on her coworker last week like she was a cheeseburger. If the sickness was bad enough, losing her job because she’d nearly flung herself over the desk to chomp on her boss’s throat had to be the worst. She actually liked her job. She just didn’t like who she worked for.
“The healer will be in shortly with your results.” The nurse tucked them into a small, cozy room with a couch and armchair. It wasn’t an examination room. 
Oh yeah, she was dying.
“Oh, dragon’s no,” Sofia whimpered, tears welling up in her eyes. 
“Honey Bunny, breathe, they probably just have cozy rooms!” Her mother, Glenda Silverstone, stroked her shin sweetly. 
“Then why did they bring me to the back room! I’m gonna die!” She croaked, hanging her head back with a flop. The pain in her neck and the pressure behind her nose hurt, but not letting out the pathetic wail hurt more. “I’ve got some stupid lich disease that’s eating my brain and I’m going to die!”
“Sofia,” Her father, Reginald Silverstone, trembled with laughter.
“Reggie! Can’t you see our baby girls worried?” Glenda swatted at her husband from the tops of Sofia’s sneakers. 
“I can’t see shit! She’s six feet tall, Glenda!” Reginald swatted at his wife. 
“Your father makes a very good point, honey bunny, can you hoist us up so we can see your lovely face.”
Sofia sniffled and sucked the snot back up into her nose. Reaching down, she scooped her parents off her pant leg. The couch groaned as they stepped over the fabric. She flopped herself down onto the center cushion. They tossed their arms around her as much as they could and lay their heads against the caps of her shoulders. Sofia lay her hands over theirs and pouted. 
She was about to be the first Elf in King’s Fall history to get a brain slug disease and die.
“If I come back as a zombie, can you promise that you two will be the ones to put me down?”
Reginald snorted, “Don’t worry, sweetheart, we’ll keep you chained up in the backyard so you can keep soaking up the sunshine.”
“Dad!” She whined, turning her head to stare at him. “That’s not funny! If I’m a zombie I could bite you or mom.”
“I dunno, maybe we could all just be zombies, can you imagine us as zombies Glenda?”
“Oooh! I bet you’d have the most handsome zombie groan! Just so sexy.”
“Mom! Stop!” Sofia tossed herself back against the couch, plopping her hands over her face. Her parents chortled in unison. Their tender strokes to her arm did make her feel better. Having Gnomes for parents is hard when you’re a six-foot-tall Elven woman, but then she had the added bonus of them being funny.  It did, however, help remind her she probably wasn’t dying. 
Normally, Sofia would have gone alone. She liked to think of herself as an independent person. Then the doctors hit her with ‘you’re not fully Elf’ and her world began to spin. She brought them for the moral support she desperately needed.
Someone knocked on the door and the three froze in place. Peeling her hands off her face, Sofia watched the door crack open with wide eyes. A tall, broad-shouldered, purple-fleshed man stepped inside gently. Large rams’ horns protruded from his forehead. The healer, though gorgeous, was imposing. His golden gaze softened as he looked at the family in the room. Cream healer’s robes with silver embroidered hearts fluttered around him as he shut the door behind him. He sat in the armchair across from them. “Hello! I’m healer Luca. I hear we’ve been experiencing some sickness?”
“Yes,” Sofia swallowed over her heavy tongue. 
“And I’ve got the report from the adoption agency about your particular medical history. Since we are not in contact with our birth parents.” Luca opened the file over his thighs and plucked a paper out of the file. “I want to preface this by saying that you are, in fact, not going to die.”
“Mom!” Sofia hissed, snapping her head to the right to glare at her mother. 
“What? I told them you were worried about it and to make sure they addressed it. You’re such a worry wart I knew if they didn’t say it specifically you wouldn’t believe it!” Her mother whined. 
“Ms. Silverstone, I understand your symptoms have been severe, but they are completely normal for a malnourished Succubus.”
The room went dead silent. What little oxygen in her lungs left with a long wheeze. Succubus? Sofia cupped her hands around her mouth as she leaned over her lap. Pressure returned to her forehead as she tried to tuck her face in between her knees. Her parents said nothing. It worried her more that they didn’t. Their warm palms stroked her back. Tears welled up in her eyes as she realized it was… so fucking relieving to hear it was a simple answer. Gasping for air, she looked up from her lap. “So, I’m… not dying?”
“No, you aren’t,” Luca chuckled, passing a paper across the room to her. She took it gingerly and gazed over it. “You’ve never had to see a healer in the past because you are half Elf and half Fiend, specifically Succubus. You’re biologically immune to most everything except your own hunger. I’ve checked your records and you’ve just recently turned twenty-five, correct?”
“Yeah, like three weeks ago.” Her voice cracked as she scanned the paper. It had no names, no identification, but it did point out her parents were elvish and fiend with no other remarkable medical history. Seeing the word Succubus on paper was startling. However, it was comforting at the same time. “Is that when most Succubi get hungry?”
“Well, Succubi are sexual feeders and don’t often come into their powers until about your age, it’s a little harder to pinpoint for one with elvish blood as well, but with it being your birthday recently, I would say you’ve started to bloom.”
Sofia handed him back the paper, exhaling softly. “How do I fix it then?”
Luca glanced at her parents before smiling at her softly. “You feed off sexual energy and life force, when in absence of those things, often Succubi and other feeders will resort to devouring people whole. Without your parental Fiend, who would normally teach and guide you through your bloom year, you are more likely to kill your partners than feed off them.” He glanced at her parents a second time, “Mr. and Mrs. Silverstone, would you mind returning to the waiting room while I administer some care and instruct Sofia on how to feed properly? This will take some time and it will be graphic and uncomfortable for you to witness.”
How to feed…. Oh no… Her eyes widened. Luca locked eyes with her and she realized what he meant. Show her how to feed? Like? On people! Her mouth dropped open in shock. He nodded solemnly.
Sofia’s attention darted to her parents, almost afraid to let them out of her sight. They stared at her, waiting for her permission to leave. Holding onto her arm, they smiled at her softly. With trembling hands, Sofia nodded and motioned for her parents to leave. She was an adult, and she could do this. She was an adult! And she could do this! They squeezed her tight before bouncing off the couch. Walking hand in hand, the two shuffled out of the room and out of sight. 
“Sofia?” She tore her attention from the door to Luca who had set his clipboard aside. He slipped his robes off his shoulders to expose purple skin covered in golden streaks and tattoos. His broad chest was subtly muscular with a hard definition around his slender hips and his pelvis. Drool filled her mouth and she struggled to swallow it. What the? The craving returned to her core.  Oh no! Like someone had a hand around her organs, they squished and tugged everything within her as he stood up. His hands were on the drawstrings of his pants, and he stared down at her.
“Wait, like you’re serious?” She blurted out. 
“You need to feed, and sexual feeders only feed one way.”
“But like isn’t this against some kind of medical professional code?” She stammered, unable to make her body move. This was real. It’s not a fever dream. Fuck he smelt so good. She squeaked, “Won’t I hurt you, I don’t know how to do this?” 
Sofia flapped her hands at him vaguely. Not that he didn’t look scrumptious. Something dark in her whispered for her to shut up and eat. Eat him. Take him by the hips, slam her mouth over his, and suck the soul out of him. Devour. 
“I’m an incubus, Sofia, you couldn’t hurt me if you tried.” He motioned with two fingers for her to come to him. The whispers subsided as his voice floated around in her skull.
Her legs were wet noodles as she fumbled her way out of the couch. He beckoned her closer with those long fingers. Something deep within her dragged her body closer until she was melting in his hands. Fucking magical lure. Her head cleared, her throat eased, her insides unclenched, and it felt like she could breathe again. Fuck if it didn’t work. He cupped her cheek with one hand and lifted her chin for her to stare up into his face. Breathing in his scent was intoxicating as her body filled with desire. 
“So that’s why they brought me to this room and why you’re my healer, huh?” She babbled, drunk off some feeling in the air. It soaked everything as her stomach finally stopped growling. 
“I am a specialist, yes. I work solely with sex feeders and creatures in heat,” He chuckled. Deep musky scents of old leather, parchment, sage, and a hint of champagne floated into her nose.
“You smell so fucking good,” She moaned. 
“That’s the pheromones. Incubi are energy creators, while Succubi are feeders. I cause desire and create it, you devour it. Take off your jeans.”
“What?” She squawked. Stumbling over her feet, she tripped backward. He caught her mid-fall and scooped her up by the small of her back. “Wait, so we’re actually?”
“I’m going to fuck you, yes.” Luca guided her toward the couch. He said it so plain as day. She tried and failed to swallow more drool pooling in her mouth. He held her firmly, speaking plainly. “Welcome to being a Succubus. I’m going to feed you and show you how to do it safely, then I’m going to prescribe you a subscription to a sexual coach here in King’s Fall, we have a few- myself included. They’ll help you get through your bloom safely. I would also suggest only partnering with beings of hard constitution. No humans, no elves, no Fae, for your first year you’re going to need someone sturdy or at the very least another fiend.”
Luca loosened his pants before sitting down on the couch. Sofia blinked rapidly. This is happening… it’s real and it’s happening… Her heart raced as she glanced down at her own pants and fiddled with the button. She’s a succubus and this was something she needed to do. It shouldn’t feel so surreal or strange. She wasn’t a stranger to sex; she’d had partners once upon a time. Granted, it had been a while. Then, when she finally got her pants undone, she glanced up. Luca sat, perfectly patient and attentive to her face. It was hollow and medical, a professional gaze, and that was the worst part for her. She wouldn’t mind if it were passionate or even affectionate, but he was analytical and soft. She shouldn’t mind. He’s kind and her healer. 
Shoving her jeans off her hips, her underwear following, she stepped out of everything including her sneakers. Luca pushed his pants down his hips and instantly, the whirling, stomach clenching, and woozy headache returned. Oh… alot of things make so much more sense now. She faltered and nearly fell over. He grabbed her by the hips and lowered her onto the couch. Her legs clumsily straddled him.
“Easy, Sofia, breathe, I wish you had come to me sooner. You’re severely malnourished and this will be your first feeding.”
“I didn’t know,” She croaked. Her world spun as he moved her into his lap and over his cock. She felt like she was attached to a tilt-a-whirl at high speed. Her hands slapped down onto his shoulders and gripped him hard. He neither flinched nor said another word as he lifted his cock to her slit. Easing her down onto him, her vision slowed, and the spin lessoned. When had she grown wet? He cupped her right hip and her chin. Bringing her face to his, he traced her lower lip with his thumb. He smells so good. Her mouth fell open as he thrust up into her gingerly.
Luca kept her mouth open, bringing it to his. “Breathe deeply, it’s going to feel like you’re inhaling smoke, just keep breathing.”
She inhaled through her mouth and a dusty cloud of something clogged her throat. He didn’t let her flinch or pull away. Rocking his hips in tandem with hers, he set a pace that left her insides tingling. Juices drenched them as she grew hungrier. Something in her knew what it wanted. After a moment, she took over. Riding him frantically, fucking him deeper inside her till his cock knocked into her organs. He was thick, but he was longer than he was girthy and it curled up toward her g-spot in a way that left her walls fluttering. Before she knew it, she covered his mouth in hers. Saliva pooled in her mouth as their tongues and teeth gnashed together. One of his hands rested at the back of her neck, the other snaked between them. Two precise fingers teased her clit. Her thrusts grew rough, desperate. She was chasing her orgasm and for the first time in weeks, she felt like she was eating something. Her stomach was warm as she sucked along his tongue. Her nostrils filled with heavy smoke she couldn’t see.
Gasping, she tossed her head back, grinding down hard on him. The room was filled with purple smoke with golden flecks. Her eyes scanned the cozy medical room with wonder. Her insides tightened; her orgasm built like a coil deep within her. As it snapped, all the smoke was sucked into her. Through her pores, her nose, her mouth, she devoured it. Her legs trembled as her cum dribbled down his shaft and coated his pelvis. Blinking away the haze in her eyes, her attention shifted to his face. Luca smiled at her warmly. Hands to her sides, he steadied her on his lap despite how limp she felt. 
“Better?”
“Infinitely,” She gasped. “Is… did I do it? Did I do it right?”
“You did great, Sofia.” The praise was sweet and genuine, and it settled her nerves. Then he continued with a soft sigh, tucking himself away. He didn’t finish? She was focused on their laps until he used two fingers under her chin to redirect her attention to his face. “There are certain things our bodies automatically know. Now, that being said, you’re still in bloom. You’re going to need to feed often. Do you currently have a lover we can have come in for coaching?”
Sofia snorted, shaking her head. Did she have a lover? She had a vibrator and lived in her parents house. “I don’t. I’m, uh, it’s not like I don’t like it, I just, er… you know I’m a lot.”
Luca chuckled, “Understood. Then, let’s get you cleaned up and go over some things you can do until you find yourself a sturdy lover. And remember, no wimpy breeds. No humans, no elves, no fae, nothing squishy.”
Nothing squishy? She didn’t have time to look for someone to snack on. She was more worried about finding a new job. Sofia didn’t imagine she could ever return to her old job. Despite living with her parents, she had been saving up to get her own place. The dream had been to strike out on her own and figure it out from there… She didn’t know what it was, but she was always figuring things out along the way. First, however, she would need to get another well-paying job that did not have so many hot people in it. 
Knowing she was a Succubus and, therefore, biologically horny, she needed a job that wasn’t a hazard to her health. 

      [image: image-placeholder]
If Amadeus Worthington ever saw the spineless buffoon again, he would wring his little human neck. Everything was a mess, and his office was ready to explode.  Meetings he had scheduled months out were canceled, emails he had set to send on Monday morning were erased, and files he ordered from the registrar’s office were sent back. His whole week was ruined because one assistant got his feelings hurt. George was a dead man if Amadeus ever saw him again. 
Being the Dean of Education for Ark University was no joke. Amadeus was very serious, very organized, and very pissed off. George even came to the office to mess with his desk and move all his perfectly placed envelopes and notepads into the wrong drawers. His pens were scattered across the floor. The poor bookshelves had been tossed like he was looking for some hidden treasure. Amadeus knew George’s true intention was to piss him off and he’d done so fantastically.
Amadeus was spitting fire and it wasn’t because he was a Dragos. Though, the dragon heritage and fire weapon in his throat didn’t help. 
Wrapping his red claws around yet another book tossed carelessly to the floor, he cursed again. “That fucking weasel.”
“Amadeus?” A knock on the doorframe to his office alerted him to another presence. “You asked to see me?”
He straightened up, dusting off his suit pants as he did so, and faced the head of people resources, Glenda Silverstone. The adorable gnome woman in a pink dress stared in awe at his office. “Amadeus, what happened?”
“George quit.” Amadeus slammed the book in his hands onto his desk. The whole room rattled. Glenda tiptoed inside, careful of the littered pens and papers. Amadeus licked his scaley snout angrily. A puff of smoke huffed out of his nostrils. “He’s the first one to quit in such an unprofessional manner.”
“Now, we both know that’s not true, what about Lisa?” Glenda hopped up cartoonishly into one of the armchairs of his office. “Or even Kit?”
“Fair,” Amadeus bent to pick up another stack of books off the floors. “However, they never destroyed my office or deleted everything off my calendar.”
“No!” She gasped, a tiny hand to her mouth. Glenda Silverstone was tiny, behind massive crystal goggles that enlarged her amber eyes. 
“Yes, and the semester starts right around the corner. It will take me weeks just to undo all his fuckery!” Amadeus slammed the other books down onto his desk. Amadeus Worthington was seven feet tall, covered in red scales with black claws, horns, and spines that ran down his tail. Most Dragos, like their Dragon predecessors, were scaley, bulky, large creatures. His teeth were sharp, his tail was heavy, and his eyes were inky black. Amadeus, however, dressed that up in finely tailored suits with matching ties and vests. He invested in fireproof silk so he could wear the smoothest button-downs. There was a weakness in him for a shiny pair of cufflinks. Plus, he did not go anywhere without his pocket watch or crystalpad. 
“We need to get you another assistant, pronto.” Glenda put her clipboard down and waved her hands. Sweet, cotton candy pink magic clouds floated through his office and hoisted all the books off the floor and onto the empty spot on his desk. Amadeus bowed to her softly as a thank you. The magic sorted through the books and returned them to their usual places. 
“I appreciate the offer, Glenda, but I don’t think I can take another disappointment this soon. George left a sour note in my mouth. The office always assigns me these caster dreamers who see this position as an internship to teaching and it’s not. I need an assistant who is organized, efficient, and for fucks sake, someone with at least two brain cells would be nice.” He put his hands on his sides and shook his head. 
Glenda sparkled before him. He eyed her suspiciously. Picking up her clipboard, she glanced down at the paper as if it didn’t happen. But he saw it. He fucking saw it. She looked mischievous and proud of herself in the same look before hiding it behind her clipboard. 
“Glenda?” He warned.
“What?” She peeked up with a sheepish smile. Fucking smug gnome mischief. Amadeus didn’t want to give in, but he liked Glenda. She was the most efficient head of people resources they had. He never had trouble with getting any records, scheduling, or professors if Glenda was in charge. Plus, her adorable motherly face was a sight for sore eyes. She brightened the room and always had cookies to spare. 
“Do you know someone who could be my assistant?” He cocked a scaley brow up on his face. 
“Oh! I’m so glad you asked!” She gushed, rushing across the chair. “So, my daughter, Sofia, left her previous employment at Amaztec. She was one of the assistants to the Sales Head, and so she’s already super familiar with the work, she’s a real pro. And, bonus points, I know for a fact the girl is organized and has plenty of brain cells.”
Amadeus furrowed both brows. Glenda’s Daughter? Out of everyone he figured she’d probably produce the best child worthy of their spit. He wasn’t keen on working with the child of any of his coworkers, but Glenda’s? He could make an exception. Plus… he needed the help. 
“Well, hiring people for this is technically in your wheelhouse, so if you think she’s the best for the job, hire away.” He sighed.
“Oh!” She squealed, dancing in place. “You won’t regret this Amadeus. I promise you’ll be super impressed.”
He chuckled, shaking his head. “I’m more so sorry for your poor daughter who will have to deal with me.”
“Oh please! You’re such a big ol’ softie, Amadeus. She’s had to suffer with me and Reggie the last 25 years, you are child’s play! I bet she’ll have your schedule, calendar, and office whipped back into shape by the end of the week.”
“That would be nice,” He groaned. Stepping around her and the chair, he cast his own cleaning spell to collect all the pens. As much as he liked the physical exertion in snatching up all his scattered items, he had too much work to keep throwing a temper tantrum. A thought occurred to him as Glenda began to skip back toward the door. “Oh! Glenda, you said she left her last job? Why?”
“Pfft, she had a medical emergency, and they were beyond unprofessional and were punishing her for it. Soulless corporate bastards.” She stood next to the frame with a shake of her head. 
“Is she alright?” Amadeus’ face softened. 
“Aw, that’s sweet of you.” Glenda hugged her clipboard and smiled at him broadly. “She’s absolutely right as rain. We got her to a healer, and they fixed her right up. Don’t worry. I’ll send you an email when I’ve done all the paperwork. You leave this to me; you just worry about getting the students registered for the semester.”
He nodded and watched her leave his office. Glenda’s kid, huh? 
He scoffed to himself, “I’m going to have to be careful not to step on her.” Amadeus chortled to himself, puffs of smoke drifting out of his nostrils as he headed back to his desk. She was right, he needed to get the students registered, set up, and ready for the next semester. Assistant or not, he didn’t have time to grumble about a disgruntled previous employee. 
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Chapter One:

Sofia


Sofia steeled herself as she walked up the courtyard to Ark-U. Her mother couldn’t bring her on campus often as she was only a part of the office. While many professors or other employees lived on campus, the Silverstone’s lived off in the city proper. Mostly due to Reginald’s, her father’s, job as one of the head managers of Books&Hexes. He had to be available to go to any storefront in any realm at any time for any reason. Her mother could use portals to get on campus, it just made sense. 
Sofia always liked the campus. A massive grassland filled with cobblestone walkways, stone benches, and grand buildings of varying shapes. The obvious ones, like the wizard tower and the bard’s school, were full of open windows with people yodeling and cooking in different rooms. Those she could pinpoint. 
However, some were just vaguely building shaped with magic portals and orb towers that could teach anything. She knew the history of magic tower was shaped like a tentacle with crystal orb windows for suckers. Yet, she couldn’t help turning around in a circle to absorb the expansive university around her. 
“It still gets me too,” Her mother’s giggle came from her left. Sofia glanced down at her mother trotting alongside her. “Bank right, the admin offices are by the crying willow and the fountain that looks like a dragon gargling magic water.”
Sofia scooped up her mother and took a sharp right turn down a long cobblestone street. The buildings grew further apart as they approached an imposing stone creation in the back corner of the campus. Behind a massive willow tree that did, in fact, mist the air with green tears through its branches, the administrator building loomed. The only rectangular building on campus with tall pillars of veined marble. 
The fountain at the front showed a dragon breaking through the ground, soaring to the sky. It did also, in Sofia’s opinion, look like it was gargling and spewing out water. She set her mother down on the ground by the front door. 
Glenda passed her badge through the scanner and pulled a lever to her left. The iron doors creaked open before them as chains rattled somewhere deep within the foyer. Sofia watched with wide eyes.
“It gets less ominous the more you do it. They purposely don’t grease the doors to keep it creepy.” Glenda waved off her daughter’s facial comment with a flick of her hand. Guiding her inside, away from the empty, cold foyer made of marble from floor to ceiling, Glenda motioned toward the belly of the building. “So, professors get the western wing, Admin gets the southern wing, and the Deans get the eastern wing. You’ll mostly be working in that wing, practically day in and out. Amadeus almost never gets to leave the building let alone his office. I’ll show you to his office and introduce you two. I just need you to promise something.”
Sofia flinched, “Yeah?”
“Honey bunny, fucking breathe.” Her mother cackled, scuttling across the floor to the eastern side. Beyond the first foyer was a golden-lit, candle chandelier looming over an oval-shaped room with a crystal dome. It was full of bookcases and random pillars with artifacts upon them. It had three main archways, one to the left, right, and back wall. 
“Right,” She inhaled sharply and exhaled loudly. “I’m breathing.”
“You’re going to be great.” Glenda led her daughter up a flight of crimson carpeted stairs away from the main floor. 
Sofia took hold of the stone banister and took another deep breath. She’s right! Mom’s always right! She could do this. She was a fucking great assistant. “You’re right, I only lost my job because I tried to eat Zane.”
“Precisely! And you can’t scare, nor can you eat Amadeus, he’s a Dragos. Kind of a thick hide.” Glenda flounced up the stairs with ease while her Elven daughter took the stairs slowly. 
Her thighs burned from having to climb steps in pumps, but that would grow easier with time. Amaztec used elevators. Her pencil skirt threatened to flash her underwear to the world while she climbed. As they stopped on the top step, she shimmied her skirt back down against her thick thighs and straightened her blouse. Glenda waited patiently as Sofia fussed with her outfit. After a nod, Sofia followed her mother down a massive hall to the last office on the floor. Through glass pane doors, a waiting room opened before them. 
Bookshelves carved into the walls full of books, orbs, relics, and other academic trinkets. The floor was cherrywood with a high glossy finish. Along the center was a decorated rug full of depictions of dragons attacking villages, hoarding gold, and all-around being dragons. She eyed it suspiciously. A bit on the nose, but okay. The ceiling was vaulted with plenty of light from the crystal chandelier. There were no windows, just the glass doors framed delicately in cherrywood.  At the back corner was a chunky oak desk with a chair that sat a few feet in front of another set of doors. These doors were the same dark wood as the walls and the trim, 
“So, this is your domain, the main office. Students and other faculty will come to you first before seeing the dean.” She motioned around at the plush couches and seats for lounging. Then, strutting across the floor, she stopped at the desk. Unlocking the top drawer, she pulled out a set of keys and a lanyard. Sofia set her purse down on the desk to take the items. “Those are your keys to the office, to the drawers, and to the cabinets. They stay on you at all times. The lanyard has your employee ID on it, same thing-”
“On me at all times, I know.” Sofia smiled weakly at her mother. “This part is familiar.” 
Glenda beamed before ushering her toward the door, “and this is the inner office.” She knocked.
“Enter!”
The deep rumble of his voice left Sofia shivering. Glenda opened the door. Sofia took a moment to take another deep breath. It’s fine, he’s going to love you, you’re the perfect assistant… just don’t try to eat him. Tossing her lanyard over her head, she stepped through the doorway into the inner office. 
His office was massive. A square room that, despite being surrounded by shelves and cabinets, was spacious. High ceiling with a crystal dome much like the main entryway. Two plush couches framed the side walls. At the center were two seats across from a hefty cherrywood desk with golden accents. Behind the desk was the dragon man himself. 
Sofia had always been tall, as an elf and the child of gnomes, she always felt like a pretty, plump tree. Yet he dwarfed her and made her squirm in her own skin. Clutching the keys in one hand, she tried not to stare… but he was too fucking cool not to stare. 
Red scales covered his dragon head, thick brow bones with black spikes along the edge. He had a line of black spines like dorsal fins down the back side of his head. Curled back around his head were thick black horns with razor-sharp points at the end. He was staring down at stacks of something on his desk, so she couldn’t see his face. However, she could see his snout and the glistening scales across it. He was broad all over and thick, like made of muscle but also not ripped in the sense gym bros were ripped. 
Amadeus was a solid, brick wall of a Dragos. Sofia liked his thick claws. They didn’t look razor sharp but she imagined they could rip through many things. She also liked how classy he was dressed, like a vintage suit model. His black suit had silver pinstripes so thin she barely caught them except where they reflected in the light. It fit him like a leather glove that was stitched onto him. Why did she already feel like drooling? 
“Good morning Mrs. Silverstone and Ms. …” He trailed off as he lifted his head and squinted at Sofia with confusion. “You’re taller.”
“I know! How dare her!” Glenda snickered, pushing on the back of Sofia’s calf. She stumbled forward at her mother’s hefty shove. “Amadeus Worthington, Sofia Silverstone.”
“It’s fantastic to meet you!” Sofia chirped through her tight throat. 
“Likewise,” He stood up from his desk. Towering over her, she almost let out a squeak in surprise. Oh, if only. It took her a moment to step forward and finally take his outstretched hand. When he shook it, she could feel his restraint. He could squish her in one squeeze. Please. Her throat closed around any voice she once owned. She stared up into his inky pools for eyes. His eyes reflected her and she could see the amazed stare plastered to her round face. Amadeus cleared his throat softly as he took his hand back. “I assume Glenda informed you what it is I do and what it is you’ll be doing?”
Right! Focus! Clearing her own throat and wrenching the professionalism out from the depths of her feet where it’d fallen, she nodded with a blush. “Yes, You’re the Dean of Education. Your office ensures all registering, setting up, overseeing, scheduling, and approving classes for the school. Then, during the school year, you’re the one in charge of making sure diplomas are created, classes stay on curriculum, and their portfolios are updated, correct?”
Amadeus spared Glenda an impressed look that made Sofia’s heart soar. Take that Amaztec, bitch. Returning his smoldering gaze to her, he nodded briefly. “Correct, that about covers all of it. There are small things here and there you’ll pick up, because, unfortunately, I’ve picked up responsibilities from all over the place. But in time I feel you’ll have a thorough understanding of the whole process. Glenda has had nothing but high praise for you. She thinks very highly of you.”
Sofia let out a soft giggle and snort as she tucked some of her hair behind her ear. He raised a brow as she swiftly cleared her throat, “Oh, that wasn’t a tall joke.”
“It wasn’t.”
“Right, um, so.” She felt the embarrassment crawl on her face as she turned to stare at her mother in fear. Her mother looked proud and amused. Clearly, her new boss wasn’t. Stop! Fucking! It! Up! Panic threatened to shake her resolve as she turned back to Amadeus. “When would you like me to start?”
“Immediately.” He stepped away from the desk and she scrambled to follow him. His strides were even larger than hers. “Thank you, Glenda, I’ll let you know when I can send her down to finish up any paperwork.”
“Not to worry, she’s fully signed in and on the payroll, the only thing I need from her is to start working.” Glenda bowed to them before skittering away. She left her daughter with a good luck wink before disappearing from view.
Amadeus was already in her part of the office and retrieving a crystal pad from the drawer. She came up beside him and shifted her purse out of the way. Setting up the stand and keyboard, he set up her space before pulling out a second, much larger pad and placing it on the desk. “So, the small one is your email and communications tablet. This large one is calendar, events, systems, and general use. You’ll need to get comfortable using both, usually at the same time.”
“You got it. Multi-tasking is my middle name.” She stood closer to the desk as she watched him open the locked screens on the devices. 
“I was aware your middle name is Opal.” He didn’t flinch or even turn to look at her. 
“It… is.” She made a mental note not to make any more jokes. 
He’s a serious guy, yeesh. She would have to learn to be more deadpan and serious if she was going to survive. Amaztec had enjoyed that she was a little goofy and personable, it made her likable to all the other employees. Unfortunately, that changed to Succubus allure when she hit her bloom. Sofia was still reeling over the new information Luca gave her. She would have to be more than careful about everything. Even being too personable could enchant someone and make it hard on her. According to Luca, the more she enchanted someone, the more likely she would crave feeding from them. 
Because magic, because it’s always some magical bullshit reason.
“Alright, passwords are reset. Pick your new code. Whatever it is, make sure you have it memorized and ready to use at the drop of a dime.” He stepped away from the desk and motioned for her to type something on both screens. 
She bowed her head and typed a quick code into the screens. The same thing she used for her phone, so she was already used to it. With a nod, he pulled up the programs on each. “Go ahead and dig through it, I’ve got to finish the register notice I was working on, but then we’ll meet back up and go over your responsibilities. You’re my assistant, but it’s going to be different from a sales assistant or corporate assistant.”
“Of course,” She took a hold of the chair behind the desk. As he turned from her, sage, tonka bean, and sandalwood filled her nose with little mercy. Her organs turned into husks of clenched flesh as her desire returned. Fuck me.
Amadeus walked away from her desk and left her reeling in his wake.  She swallowed the scent of his cologne. Legs weak, she fumbled her way into her seat. Hunger returned like a boulder to her body. It crushed her under its weight as she fought it. He said she could last a few days off her meal. Yet, here she was, mouth filling up with saliva and sex painfully clenched. 
Amadeus wasn’t squishy.
“No,” she hissed under her breath as she snatched up her purse. “Not again.”
She riffled through its contents till she found the bottle of serum she’d safely tucked into one of the pockets. Pulling out the amber glass, she unscrewed the dropper off the top. She tossed her head back and let the crimson liquid hit her tongue and dull the feelings. It was liquid sex, or so Luca called it. It would weaken the cravings, but it wasn’t food. It was like a band-aid. Yet, sitting back against her seat, she felt it take the grip her hunger clenched around her and loosen its fingers. 
“Apologies,”
Sofia lurched forward, tucking the bottle against her sternum, and folding her body around it to hide it. She stared at Amadeus in the doorway, clearly trying to look away. Swallowing hard, she scrambled to cap the bottle and return it back to its place. “Sorry, it’s medicine, I promise.”
“I understand. Your mother said you had a health emergency, as the reason you left Amaztec.” 
That’s what she was calling it? Clever. Sofia spun in her chair to face him fully, a blush burning across her whole face and chest. It stung to meet his eye. She didn’t want to, but when she did, she relaxed. He stared at her with a softer expression than his usual stony exterior. Finally, she mustered up the courage to speak, “It was a scary time. No one knew what it was or why because my parents thought I was just an elf.”
“Then, I assume it is not a surprise or improper for me to ask if you’re adopted?” He arched a thick, scaly brow as he leaned against the open door frame. Somehow, seeing him relax into the wood brought a smile to her lips. Like he was more personable now. Maybe he had jitters too? Maybe he was worried she wasn’t a good employee, all the same things she worried about? 
“I am.” She chuckled, “What gave me away?”
“You’re not a gnome.” He eyed her from top to bottom before landing his gaze on her face. “Are you alright now? I do not know many sicknesses that could cause an emergency to an elf. They are immune to most illnesses as far as I know.” 
“Uh, yeah, I’m fine. It was something in my medical history. My biological parents gave it to me,” She lied, unable to confess. Being a fiend didn’t matter, but she wasn’t sure of his opinion on Succubi. She wasn’t ready to face any backlash on something she didn’t know she was until a day or two ago. It shouldn’t change anything except for they were sexual feeders… not exactly appropriate office talk. 
“Well, I am glad you’re well then. I thought I smelt something; it must be your medicine.” He pushed off the door. 
“Oh! What does it smell like? I can’t smell it.” She plucked it off the desk and opened it a crack. Bringing the glass to her nose, she sniffed but it was odorless and tasteless. The only thing she noticed about it was the color. 
“Blood.” 
Her eyes bulged as she stared at the viscous red liquid. Twisting the cap, she closed and set the bottle back on the desk. “I’m not a vampire, I promise.”
“I didn’t think you were.” He turned from the doorway and stalked back into his office. 
Sofia sat, frozen in her seat, staring at the spot where he left. Does he always just… leave? She felt her left eye twitch. Inch by inch, she pivoted her chair to face her desk again. He’s serious again. Tucking her bottle into her purse, she set her purse under the desk and did as he asked. She fiddled with the crystalpads and dug through the programs, testing it by making fake calendar events, opening the email and sending her mother a tester email, using the chat function to ask her mother if she’d gotten it, and more. She took a good thirty minutes to get back into the throes of it. Once she’d used the tech, it was the same thing as keeping all her tabs and screens organized and keeping her space clear. 
Her mother’s response popped up on the screen:
How are you doing? Are your cravings kicking back in yet?
She could feel them, at the back of her mind. Like a ghost haunting her, she felt its ever-present shadow over her. Her hunger was not satiated. Luca said she wouldn’t feel full until she was fed regularly. Most Succubi have a handful of steady, regular lovers to feed from. His words rang within her skull as she wasn’t even sure she could handle a relationship. She hadn’t been in one in a long time because she’d always been too busy. Now it was life or death for her to have a social life… awesome. 
Sofia pouted to herself as her fingers hovered over the response box.  Was it too much to ask for one? One sturdy, not squishy, lover who liked to snuggle? Who liked to be curled up on a couch and watch movies with popcorn in the dark? Maybe it wasn’t as much because she was busy but she was picky. She wasn’t for mindless flings. Sex with Luca had been filling but empty at the same time. If it’s not passion… it’s not worth it. She wanted fiery passion, that’s what she hungered for, someone to passionately grab her by the waist and throw her against a wall and kiss her-
“Ms. Silverstone, are you ready?”
Yes Daddy. Her insides screamed. Panic rushed through her blood. Where did that come from?
“Yes sir!” She chirped, launching to her feet. She brought her email crystal pad with her and tucked away the message from her mother. Pulling up the notepad on the device, she stepped into his office. Stop that! He’s not Daddy and he’s not available! Sofia couldn’t afford to be horny at work.
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Chapter two: 

Amadeus


Sofia’s energy was far different and vastly superior to George’s. When he explained what he needed to be done, she didn’t ask why but asked how soon he wanted it done. When he asked her to send an email to someone, she asked what he wanted it to say and not why. When he instructed her to draw on his whiteboard as he broke down the classes, she didn’t ask what classes did what or who taught them. She took up her marker and scribbled fast as he listed off the laundry list. Lastly, when he told her to put something on the schedule, it was done in seconds. 
Thank the dragon’s horde for Glenda. 
Sofia was efficient and prepared. She took instructions well and asked genuine questions about how to do something and not why. Why was his biggest pet peeve. He wasn’t here to teach; he had an entire university to run. 
By the end of the first day, he already felt the pressure of the workday relieved. They’d fixed his schedule and re-matched professors to the classes they were teaching. Thankfully, he’d had most of his schedule already pre-scratched into his personal notebook. She also didn’t ask him why he kept a notebook with his schedule even though she put it in the office calendar. 
“Thank you, Ms. Silverstone. You are dismissed for the day,” He stood in front of his board, finishing up placing strings along the board. Waving a clawed hand toward her, he stepped away from his work toward his desk. 
“I shall see you tomorrow, Mr. Worthington.” She bowed her head and ducked out of the room.
He also liked how she didn’t linger. Fucking all around, infinitely better. The sounds of her shutting down and locking up for the day filled the office. Her keys jingled as she clearly locked up her desk. Good girl. He always had to lock up behind George. Stepping back to his desk, he eyed the board one last time. They would need to get all the professors scheduled for meetings about their courses, their classrooms, their curriculum, and the textbooks they were requiring. He tapped a claw against his chin as he ran the numbers through his head. 
A knock at the doorframe ripped him out of his thoughts. Blinking, his attention darted to Sofia in the doorway. She smiled apologetically before dipping back inside once more. “Just one last thing, I saw this note on the outside door. I’m not sure who sent it.”
He beckoned her closer with a claw. It was not lost on him how submissive and sweet she looked when she did exactly what he asked. Even when he didn’t ask. The way her eyes dropped to the floor, the way she shuffled fast in her pumps or the way she waited with her hands folded neatly behind her. Adorable, smart, and tall. Thankfully tall. There was no way she was biologically related to Glenda. He knew she had to be adopted from the second he saw her. 
Six foot tall, round face, onyx black hair, a sharp nose that had an elven upturn at the tip, almost making her too adorable to take seriously. Her cherry red eyes sparkled in the daylight. He would be a liar if he said he hadn’t enjoyed the way her backside presented in that pencil skirt. He’d always liked plump females, especially those with hips and ass to grab. Amadeus didn’t consider himself a picky man. He enjoyed his fair share of everything King’s Fall had to offer. But his preference was anyone he could be rough with and would do exactly as he said. Was Amadeus a control freak? Yes, and he liked it that way.
However, the reminder that, adopted or not, she was related to Glenda popped back into his head. The sweet gnomish woman who brought him cookies and swatted his hand with rolled-up papers. That was her mother. And… well… as much as he enjoyed a taste of his lecherous thoughts, they were distracting, and they weren’t helpful. He didn’t have space in his mind, nor did he have time on his calendar. 
She handed him the note and sat back on her heels as per usual. Hands folded sweetly behind her as she watched him read it. He flicked the envelope open with a claw and slid a thick parchment out. His eyes scanned the paper and he audibly groaned. Fuck! Sofia arched a brow, but he shook his head. He set the parchment and envelope aflame. Was it that time already? He returned his attention to Sofia. “A reminder, nothing more. Thank you for bringing it to me, you’re free to go again.”
She smiled warmly, bowed her head, and wheeled away from him. Amadeus stared at the floor of his office, the sound of her heels clicking was soon muffled by the carpet. After she passed through the door and the echo of its click filled his office, he threw his head back and groaned. “Fucking dragon’s fire! Every year!”
Amadeus had pushed off his Heat every year for the last four years. There simply wasn’t time for the breeding season in his life. He would have to take time off to deal with bothersome emotions and guttural reactions. He couldn’t. There was no way! After George’s fuckery, he certainly didn’t have the time to take a month-long vacation. The semester was upon them, and they were disgustingly unprepared. 
The note had been a warning:
Hello Amadeus Nikolai Worthington;
This is your yearly reminder of your Heat. Your health report has informed us you will reach your first wave by the first and shall be within it till the 30th. We are here for you and should you find yourself in need of assistance during this period of health changes, please give us a call or refer to your physician. Your sexual physician is listed as: Healer Luca Monroe. Once more this is a reminder from your health care provider about your upcoming biological sexual health change. Please take all usual precautions.
Amadeus exhaled, long plumes of smoke trickling out of his nose. He dug into his pockets to retrieve his phone. Another thing he was grateful for, Sofia didn’t open his mail. George opened so many letters of his and then told him what was in them. He was sure it wouldn’t phase her, a professional like herself. But… that didn’t mean he wanted the pretty Elf to see the notice ‘hey! Your boss is about to be uncontrollably horny for 30 days, batten down the hatches!’
Hitting the number for Luca’s office, he put the device to the side of his face. The trill of the call going through did nothing to calm his irritation. Luca’s nurse picked up, as per usual. “Hello Mr. Worthington, how may I assist you?”
“I just got my notice about my Heat,” He grumbled. 
“Oh! Yay! We’re so excited for you, are you going to participate in Heat this year?” Her excited voice grated his nerves. 
“No, I would like to discuss my options with Luca.”
“Oh, that’s okay, let me grab him for you. Do you mind if I place you on a brief hold?” 
“That’s fine, thank you.” He sat down on the edge of his desk and tapped his claw against his phone. The hold music was some static-sounding guitar and saxophone melody. He couldn’t place it. It was somewhere between familiar and oddly wrong at the same time. After a few moments, the phone picked back up again. 
“Hello? Mr. Worthington?”
“Luca, thank you for answering. I got my Heat notice.” He tried not to growl. 
“And you sound so excited about that.” Luca’s snicker didn’t help. 
“I do not have time to deal with Heat this year. We’re already behind here at the university and I’ve got professors to track down and a new assistant to get up to speed. I need you to suppress it like you did last year.”
There was a long pause before Luca sighed. “Amadeus, I can’t do that.”
“What? Why not?” Amadeus scoffed, pushing off his desk. 
“You’ve put it off for four years. You’ve built up so much that your body is likely to reject the suppression serum as it is. Remember last year? You came in for stomach cramps, back pain, and blood loss? If I try again this year, it will be at the cost of your health, Amadeus. You’re going to have to flush all those pent-up seasons out of your system. The suppression serum is meant to help for one or two years, for new parents and newly aged Dragos. Amadeus, you’re in your prime Heat years.”
“Yes, but I don’t want to breed. That’s the whole point of coming to you, is to keep this whole thing under control.” He put a hand to his scaly forehead and dug his claws deep into the center of his forehead. Scratching between the grooves, he shuddered as he raked his claws down his face. 
“I know, and I absolutely get that, but Amadeus, you could cause harm to your body, permanent damage to your body if we try again this year. It’s my honest, professional opinion that you need to take the time off and come spend the time at the resort. Get all of it out of your system. It’s going to be intense, and you should probably be watched over to make sure you don’t rut yourself into a bad place.”
The resort? Amadeus hadn’t been there in years, and he couldn’t afford the time away from work. The university might burn down if he didn’t get his office together. Sure, he could spend the weekends there but… at what cost? 
“Luca, I can’t.” He sighed. 
“It’s your health and your Heat, I can’t force you to do anything, but I can’t give you the suppression serum. You’re going to have to enter Heat.”
Damn. Amadeus scratched the top of his snout, pacing the room. “Well, fuck then, I guess. I’ve been avoiding it long enough.”
Luca chuckled softly over the other side. “Yes, you have, but I’m here for you, and as I said, there is the resort. Your insurance covers all stays at the resort. Do you have a partner to at least help ease this Heat for you?”
“If I don’t have time for Heat, I definitely don’t have time for a partner.” Amadeus slowed to a stop beside his desk and leaned against it. “I’ll visit the resort on the weekends and I’ll figure it out. I’m a big dragon, I can keep my dick in my pants during the work week.”
Luca laughed but let Amadeus hang up. Setting his phone on the desk, Amadeus sat in the hollow silence of his office. Glancing up toward the crystal dome over his office, he watched birds and clouds float overhead. Heat? Seriously! Out of everything to forget and to have to deal with! He bet George purposely deleted the reminder on his calendar with malicious intent. Fucker.
This was precisely why he kept a second calendar. 
He tapped his claws against the side of his desk as he let the realization absorb into his body. Amadeus Worthington was going to be forced to go into Heat in the next few days… and he had no one to fuck through it. 
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Chapter Three

Sofia


Sofia pushed open the glass doors softly. It was dangerously early. Thankfully, the campus coffee shop was open 24 hours. She sipped from her travel mug and savored the roasted coffee. Caramel danced on her tongue as she used her butt to slide the door shut behind her. It had barely clicked shut when Amadeus’ voice rumbled from the inner office. “Good morning, Ms. Silverstone.”
Fuck he’s got good hearing. She internally screamed as she flew across the room toward his door. She skidded to a stop at his doorway and smiled at him inside. “Good morning, Mr. Worthington.” 
He was even more handsomely dressed than he had been the day before. In a navy suit with a matching vest and tie, he sat upon the edge of his desk with his crystalpad in hand. He glanced up from the pad and nodded in acknowledgment to her. She ducked out of the doorway and set her purse under the desk. Plucking the serum out of her purse, she dropped two drops onto her tongue and sucked down coffee swiftly to cover it up. 
“Ms. Silverstone.”
“Fuck,” She hissed under her breath, poking the bottle back in her purse. Wait, did he hear that? Shit! Wheeling around with a masterful smile on her face, she stepped back into his doorway. “Yes sir?”
“Is the medicine not something you administer at the same time? As in could we schedule it at a certain time?” He arched a brow, not even regarding her. 
“Oh, right, you can smell it.” She grimaced as she fiddled with her fingers in front of her. “If it bothers you that much, I can leave the room to take it.”
“No, that’s alright, I was merely curious.” His uninterested huff did nothing to calm the panic in her veins. However, when he glanced up at her, his face was soft again. 
Daddy? Sorry. Internally she was hitting her subconscious with a stick. She smiled and nodded, “One moment, let me grab my tools.”
“No need, you can use mine, we need to walk and talk today. How comfortable are those shoes?” He nodded down to her pumps. 
Sofia laughed nervously as she scuttled forward. Tucking her hands behind her back, she sat back on her heel. “They’re pumps, so they’re as comfortable as they’re going to get.”
“Hmm.” He said nothing more than his grunt of acknowledgement. Sofia was prepared to have to ice her own ankles after the day. Then, with a snap of his opposite hand, a ring of fire sparked into the air. Her eyes widened as ropes of flames wrapped around her ankles. She gasped. Stepped back, she spread her legs an extra inch as she watched them spin around her flesh. They steadily died down to two separate golden anklets. Dainty chains of glistening yellow with little dragons dangling off them like a charm. 
“Sir?” She glanced up. 
“That will keep your feet from falling off.” He pushed off
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