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Chapter One
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      Today is the last day of the Summer session. Several upcoming seniors took my viticulture summer class this time around. I love how renting the space on Duskwood Winery’s land, to grow our own grapes, has spiked interest in the classes I teach at the Paranormal Orphanage and Academy.

      “Thanks, professor.”

      My students pile into the school van. Freddy, one of the lizardmen who is part of the campus guard team, drives them back to campus.

      I wave them off as I notice Aggie, one of the winery’s owners, walking toward me.

      “Everything all set? My guys are ready to take care of the student plot through mid-September until your class starts back up.”

      “Awesome, thanks Aggie. Being able to rent this lot has really exploded interest in my classes. Appreciate you and your sisters.”

      Walking to my car, I mull over the winery sisters in my head. All four are beyond gorgeous. All four are also beyond dangerous. They are four of the most powerful witches I have ever met in my lifetime. They focus their magical arts on the winery, but I have heard some stories from their youth - and wowza.
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        * * *

      

      I would love to experience each one for a healthy romp in the hay, but I’m smart enough to not mess with a witch’s heart.

      My buddies, Leonardo and Destry, enjoy a beer on my patio. The three of us, all professors at POAA, live in the staff housing on campus. Although, I see Destry breaking free from bachelor life sooner than later. The centaur is in love - cue animated princess birds singing.

      Don’t get me wrong. I am thrilled for Destry. He has always enjoyed his loner life, but it’s been a kick watching him fall head over heels for a woman. Something I have never experienced. Or have sought to be fully honest. Settling down feels like the antithesis to who I am.

      I am a lover. And it’s a pleasure to share my skills with any, and all, women who are happy to enjoy them.

      “Well? Do you want to join us?” I ask Destry.

      “Nah, you have fun at the Foxhole. Ros and I have plans.”

      I roll my eyes toward Leonardo, who laughs in response.

      “Careful there, Giles. You never know when Cupid’s arrow will pierce your playboy heart.”

      That causes me to choke, and beer comes out of my nose. The fellas laugh at the sight of me.

      After washing up, I nudge Leo.

      “How about you? At least for another beer? I’d rather not scope out tonight’s pickings alone.”

      Leonardo laughs and shakes his head in disbelief.
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        * * *

      

      “I will never understand why women find you so charming,” he needles me, “but, yeah, I’ll join you. Just for one beer, though.”

      Calvin, Foxhole’s owner, greets Leonardo and I when we walk in. We park our butts on the usual bar seats, which gives me an excellent view of my Friday Night Choices.

      “I know you want to be single until you’re buried but, I have to admit, seeing Destry bonkers over a woman makes me want the same.”

      “Whoa, seriously?”

      I look at Leonardo in shock. He’s been my wingman for the last few years, ever since he started teaching at the academy.

      “Yeah. I mean, I’m not hopping on Cinder and swiping left and right or anything. I just feel open to the possibility. That’s a new feeling.”

      “Well, man, then you’re stronger than I am. I can’t picture walking away from this freedom.”

      I expressively wave my hands around the bar. Leonardo laughs.

      “Dramatic much?”

      A group of giggling young women, who look to be about 20 years my junior, loudly enter. One of them is decked out in a Bride-to-Be tiara and a feather boa. They pile into a corner booth and I wave Calvin over to me.

      “Shots for their table, please.”

      Calvin gives me a knowing smile and a wink.

      “You got it, boss.”

      Leonardo eyes me with suspicion.

      “I’m not watching you break your own rule, am I?”

      “No, of course not. I’m not trying to get anyone drunk. I just thought it would make it easier for me to infiltrate their little party. That rule is hard and fast, and I will never break it.”

      Leo nods and finishes his beer.

      “OK, well, just making sure. And, now that you’ve got your in, I’m going to head out. Tomorrow night my brother and I are driving to LA, so I want to get some sleep.”

      “Thanks for coming out, man.”

      I watch Leonardo walk out of the bar as two familiar faces pass him to enter. Ugh, the Wallace sisters.

      “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

      The sisters walk up and get into my face.

      “Look who it is, sissy, the town whore.”

      “Whoa, ladies, why the hostility?”

      “Shut the hell up, Giles. If you’re going to put your penis into every skirt that comes into this place, then expect some of those skirts to tell you that you’re a fucking piece of shit.”

      “A slutty piece of shit.”

      The two of them are directly in my face, anger dripping off of them.

      “Hey, ladies, get out of my customer’s face. If you plan to stay, then go grab a booth.”

      Calvin slides his arm in the space between their bodies and mine.

      “Why do you stand up for such a jerk, Calvin?”

      “Listen, ladies, you may not like his choices, but he is honest about them. Any woman who leaves here with him knows perfectly well they aren’t leaving with their next husband.”

      The Wallace sisters roll their eyes and slouch off to a booth.
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        * * *

      

      I give Calvin a shoulder pat and make my way over to the table of giggling young women.

      The next morning, I wake up next to the previous evening’s plaything. I think her name is May. Or Kay. Or Jessica.

      She is already awake and working on a laptop.

      “Oh, hey, you’re awake. Thanks for last night. Your shoes are by the door.”

      Dang.

      Out in the morning sunshine, I stretch and rub my eyes. My car is sitting back at the bar. I order myself a rideshare and sit on the curb to wait.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          Daphne
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      I cut my car’s engine at the large wrought-iron gates. A creaking black sign, moving in the mountain breeze, announces my location: Paranormal Orphanage and Academy. A lizardman walks out of the guard tower to greet me.

      “Hello, may I help you?”

      “Hi, yes, I’m Daphne Bates. I am the new world history professor and I have a meeting with Dean Atwater.”

      “Yes, Professor Bates, you’re on the list. Just follow the driveway and you’ll see signs for guest parking.”

      The gates open to reveal a long driveway cutting through the mountain forest. I put my car in drive as I mull over my new title.

      Professor Bates.

      I’d been Ms. Bates for years at my previous high school in Texas. Mrs. Jones before the divorce.

      After 15 years, I knew I needed a change. Employer change, but also a change of location. Texas was my ex-husband’s home state. I was done with the heat, humidity, and bugs. So that canceled out returning to my birth state of Florida.

      California mountain life, here I come.

      I park in a guest spot and stretch my legs. The campus is lovely, with lots of trees lining the walkways and vines covering the buildings. A group of students are hanging out on a grassy hill nearby. I take in the sight of them.

      Several students are human looking, but I also spot a young centaur, a couple of lizardfolk, and someone I think would be called a fae. The young girl is showing off her large, feathered wings that stretch out from her back. They are iridescent with blacks, purples, and a hint of dark green.

      I smile to myself. These students remind me of Kara, my foster sister. She was my age and a changeling. When she died, we were seniors in high school. She had been my closest friend.

      In my grief, after graduation, I foolishly got married to the first guy that paid me any attention. I was a mother to twins before I turned 20. Once they were in kindergarten, I got my associates at our local community college then received a bachelor's in Teacher Education via an online program.

      My husband was not supportive of my schooling but also expected me to work, keep the house clean, and do 99.9% of the parenting. After I had a few years of teaching under my belt, I found my courage and left him when the girls were ten.

      The divorce was messy. Even though I could count on one hand the times my ex changed a diaper, he tried to get sole custody of our girls. Our judge saw through his bullshit, however, and I ended up with full custody. He received visitation, which he rarely sought once I won in court.

      The girls’ father turned a corner after a health scare and now makes more of an effort to be in their lives. He is even paying for their college educations. I have to admit, that’s a perk for me as well. It allowed me to leave my teaching job and try something new once the girls were away at school.

      Now here I am, about to start my new life as a world history teacher for paranormal high school students. I wanted to live in the mountains and being able to teach kids like Kara is the icing on the cake.

      I head to the front office and inform the secretary that I am here for an appointment with the dean. A moment later, a towering man comes out of a back office and introduces himself to me as Dean Atwater.

      I shake his hand in his massive shadow and crane my neck to make eye contact. At 5’ 2”, I always feel short, but at this moment I wouldn’t be surprised if I had suddenly morphed into a kindergartner.

      Dean Atwater takes me on a tour of the campus. We end up at an empty office, which he declares is mine.

      “I also need to show you to your apartment in the faculty living quarters.”

      We pass the students on the grassy hill and the dean gives them a wave. We head up a flight of stairs that promises me a future with strong calves and my new home greets us at the top.

      “You are apartment 2C. Here are your keys. Do you need any help moving in?”

      “No thank you, sir. I brought little with me and also have an order of furniture arriving this evening.”

      “Perfect. On Monday, we will have our first staff meeting of the year at 9:00am in the auditorium. Here’s my card. Please text me with questions. I will be back at home with my family, near Branwen Beach, but let me know if you need anything and I’ll make sure someone helps you. We are excited to have you on staff.”
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        * * *

      

      “Thank you.”

      Monday morning comes quickly. The furniture delivery and unpacking took up my entire weekend, but it went smoothly. I did not have time to explore the campus more so I have not met any of my colleagues. Many live on campus like I do.

      Coffee and donuts greet me outside of the auditorium. I grab a black cup of joe and head inside. I am met by the most diverse staff I have ever worked with.

      I am not the only human professor, but I am definitely in the minority. My eyes fall upon a variety of paranormal folk, such as a centaur, a beastman, a few lizardmen, and several witches. But one person stands out to me. Maybe because he’s staring at me with an intensity I cannot ignore.

      I take a deep breath and meet his gaze. I am looking at the cinnamon brown eyes of a satyr. While he is taller than me, which is easy, he doesn’t look to be taller than 5’8”. His muscular torso is bare minus soft looking auburn chest hair nestled on top of his pronounced pecs. His legs, shaped like those of a goat, are covered in the same shade of auburn, and he wears a leather flap to hide whatever treat hangs between his legs.

      Treat? Where the heck did that come from?

      Holy crap. I’m attracted to a satyr.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          Giles
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      I am handing Leonardo a donut when a sight behind his shoulder takes my breath away.

      A petite but curvy woman walks into the auditorium with an air of nervous confidence around her. I shove the jelly donut into Leo’s open hand and step to the side to get a better view of this new beauty.

      The woman stands maybe 5’2”. She is diminutive in stature, but her thick body packs a punch. Her breasts fill in her blouse to the T, leaving little to the imagination. Her waist curves in but her belly looks soft and inviting. The woman’s hips round out nicely and, although I can not see it, I know her ass is a perfect size to grab.

      She sports a dark brown bob with silver hairs playing throughout the curls. Her eyes look to be brown like mine but larger, with long lashes. Our eyes lock together, and I don’t want to look away. My cock tingles at the mere sight of her and I am grateful I am covered down under.

      Two throats clear loudly next to me. I turn to see Leonardo and Destry smirking my way.

      “Like what you see?” Leo asks.

      “He always likes what he sees,” Destry quips.

      “I do like what I see, but there’s something else. I feel like I know her.”

      “You know Murphy’s rules. Stay away from the staff, Romeo.”

      I shake my head at Leo.

      “No, I know. But that’s only for casual encounters.”
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        * * *

      

      Leonardo opens his mouth to respond, eyes colored with surprise, but Murphy interrupts him with the announcement that the meeting is about to start.

      The day is packed with trainings and I don’t see Daphne (thanks for the intro, Murph) for the rest of the day. I learn she is a history teacher, so our paths won’t cross during these training days, since viticulture is an extracurricular, not a core class.

      Destry invites Leo and I to dinner. His girlfriend, Rosamund, is spending dinner with her music department colleagues.

      We order pizza and crack open some beers. Destry heads to his patio to care for his plant children, as he refers to them.

      “So,” Leonardo eyes me from the couch, “can I ask you a question?”

      “Go for it.”

      “Did I literally watch you fall in love, at first sight, this morning?”

      I choke on my sip of beer, which burns into my nostrils. I hop up and grab a tissue. Leo laughs at my reaction while I blow my nose.

      “Dude, was it my question?” he laughs.

      I rub my nose while Destry returns inside.

      “What did I miss?”

      “Apparently asking Giles here if we witnessed him falling head over heels for the new world history professor meant his nose needed a beer wash.”

      “Gross.”

      “Anyway,” I interrupt, a little too loudly.

      “Spill it, G-man. What the heck happened this morning?”

      “Fuck if I know. I’ve never reacted like that to the sight of a woman before. Is that what happened? A falling in love at first sight deal? That’s actually possible?”

      “You know my story with Ros. So, yup, it’s possible.”

      “Damn. What the heck, man. I’m out of my element.”

      The pizza arrives, and we devour three pies between us. Compared to my two giant friends, I am a shorty. But my satyr self still eats a lot.

      Rosamund comes over and the four of us hang out on the patio.

      “Giles here has fallen in love.”

      “Seriously? Giles, is Destry telling me the truth?”

      I can’t help but laugh at Rosamund’s surprise.

      Every single person in my world is well aware of my active bachelor life. I have never desired a romantic partner, minus a quick roll in the hay. I am always upfront and honest about my intentions, but I have still left several pissed off women in my wake.
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        * * *

      

      “That’s what these two tell me. I saw that new professor Daphne, and my body reacted in a way I have never experienced in my 45 years. Well, not just my body. My entire being. It was wild.”

      Leo and I head out a few minutes later and before I head to my apartment, he stops me on the walkway.

      “Well? What’s your plan?”

      “With Daphne?”

      “Yeah. Are you going to ask her out?”

      “Murphy wouldn’t like that.”

      “Only if it was to hook up with her. But it sure seems like this isn’t a hookup.”

      “Right. Gah. I’m in unfamiliar territory. I need to think.”

      “OK, mate. May I make one suggestion, though?”

      “Shoot.”

      “I’d ask her to go somewhere you’ve never been to troll for ass. Or cook her dinner at home. Make her that insanely good lamb stew you cooked for Yule last year.”

      I give Leo a side hug and a slap on the back.

      “Good idea. Thanks.”
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