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Chapter 1


Laura

So... I take a breath as I shield my face against the rain and wind that splashes at me.

I must be the unluckiest person ever.

I have to make it to the check-in counter for my dorm before it closes or I’ll be sleeping on the street for the night, except my car broke, one of the wheels of my luggage fell off, and it is pouring...

A bolt of lightning strikes through the sky, and the thunder that follows shakes the ground.

This college campus is such a stupid place... This place is so proud of its history that the gate and the wall are all old-fashioned with a dumb-looking gargoyle sitting in the center of the road, making the road itself fork for him.

I roll my eyes at the stone statue. It is a big one. The gargoyle’s wings spread to the side. He hunches over with his arms between his legs, grabbing onto the edge of the stage he stands on as if he’s examining people walking by, waiting to strike and bite them. Such a dumb statue.

There is ugly green moss on it, looking as if no one has taken care of him for years. Pretty much what I expected from the photos of this place.

I hurry past the statue. The primitive road is soaked. I can only hope the mud won’t make it too hard on my luggage.

The gargoyle looks to be muscular and pretty strong, but that’s just a statue and won’t help me.

I check my watch again. I really need to get going.

There are trees around. The scent of wet mud and leaves may as well suffocate me. Maybe it will be pleasant when the weather is good. For now, that’s definitely not a good time to even take an extra second here.

It doesn’t take minutes before I’m drenched. I trudge through the road, hoping the weather will get better.

Except... Knowing my luck, that’s not happening.

A shadow flashes by my side. I jump to dodge from whatever that is, only tripping over the luggage and...

Fuck... Wet mud sticks to my ass and pain spreads through my poor butt.

“Fuck this stupid place!” I shout into the heavy rain. No one is around, no one will hear me, no one will care.

I stare at the luggage, which sits on the ground, not going to pull its own weight.

I push against the ground, picking myself up. If I don’t make it to the counter in time, it’s going to be worse.

Why isn’t this place designed for cars too? There has to be a better plan than this, even though I know that this place was built before cars were even invented. But it doesn’t mean...

I turn around by the gargoyle. If that thing wasn’t sitting in the middle of the path, or someone actually moved its ass out of the way, the road would be wide enough, and cars could get through the gate. Then I wouldn’t have to be a dumbass on the road. It’s all his fault.

It must be dumb to blame a statue for how miserable I am, but I don’t want to care.

I grab the handle of the luggage, getting it back up and ready to go. This fucking rain...

When I arrive at the dorm, I’m a total mess. I push the door open, hoping no one except the receptionist will be there.

The lady stares at me. “Um... Are you here to register?”

I nod. “Yeah.” I drag the luggage with me into the lobby. Everything inside is clean and tidy, except me...

The lady puts up a smile and pretends to overlook my mess. My cheeks burn so hot when I pull my purse to get my student card. I wish I could turn invisible.

As soon as I arrive at the door to my dorm room, I put the key in and turn, but it won’t move. I pull the key, turn it upside down, and try again, but the lock still won’t budge.

Fuck my luck...

I stare at my luggage, not wanting to haul it to the lobby again. But knowing my luck... It may be lost somehow if I don’t bring it with me. I check my watch again. I better hurry before the counter will close.

The lady at the counter apologizes and swaps my key. Apparently, she mixed it up.

I’m too tired to even be mad at her. I turn to leave the counter. “Please tell me the hot water and everything is fine.”

She checks the notice board behind her. “It looks like the case.” She pulls a slip of paper from the side and gives it to me. “If something breaks, just call this number.”

I resist the urge to glare at her. The paper doesn’t seem to be good luck. But at the same time, if I don’t take it now, maybe I will end up needing it later.

It must be the gargoyle statue’s fault. It watched me when I walked through the gate. I don’t even want to care why I thought about it again, but it is what it is.

The ride in the lift feels like a lifetime. It will be great if I could teleport myself all the way to the bed, fresh and clean, that’s for sure.

Please... No one is there. Nothing can be worse than...

The door opens to a group of people...

They look at me and their chatter dies. My cheeks glow red even though there’s no need to be. I live here, just like them. There’s no reason for me to feel out of place.

I pull my luggage with me, hoping the mud from the road that may still be on my ass won’t be too obvious.

They part way at the door for me to walk past, then they get into the lift and I hurry my way through the corridor, hoping none of those people will remember me. More than likely, they are all in different classes from mine and with a different major, so...

I take a breath. It should be fine...

This time, the key works smoothly. My room smells great, even though this is the first time I’m there.

I put everything to the side, pulling out my clothes to get to the shower. I need to get out of these stinky clothes that seem to be dripping water.

This can’t be further from what I hoped for my time in college, but knowing my luck, this may be about right.

The hot water is working, thankfully. The warm wash brings the sucky day away. I wet my hair, only to remember that...

I forgot to bring in the bottle of shampoo and body wash...

This fucking life...


Chapter 2


Laura

The weather is a lot better today. It feels like I can finally breathe and there’s no risk of rain in sight.

I make sure I bring my umbrella regardless, just in case. When I have my umbrella with me, it’s almost guaranteed that it won’t rain.

The first lesson of the year went smoothly. I yawn as I get out of the lecture hall, making sure the foldable umbrella is inside my backpack.

For my first week, I think I should walk around the school area to get familiar with places. I take a breath of the fresh scent of trees and plants. This place is famous for its historical aura and greenery, which is pretty obvious when I’m here.

This is what I enjoy and part of the reason why I choose to study here. It feels like I’m studying in a museum.

Across the road leads to the gate and the gargoyle statue, which is still sitting there, watching the streets with those sharp, intense eyes.

If it was a living thing, it’d be scary.

There are a few tourist-looking people taking photos with the statue. Technically, the statue and what’s behind it is private land, but usually, the guards will let people take photos.

There is green moss on the statue, which... kind of look sad.

A statue doesn’t have feelings and surely can’t be upset about what’s growing on it. It probably has been standing there for decades. What’s there to stare at anyway?

Someone taps my shoulder, and I jump at that, spinning around to see...

I clear my throat. “Sorry, I don’t mean to stand in your way.”

I take a step back from the group of other students. I hate this... College should be a time for me to start fresh, but I still don’t want to make myself to get to know new people, even though I probably should.

One of the guys says, “You’re in the same class as us, right? In cultural studies.”

I nod. “Yeah, I think so.” I think those of us are the only ones around the lecture hall at this time of the day.

He asks, “We’re trying to arrange for a dinner for everyone in the class. Will you join?”

No, thank you, I’d rather be on my own and spend my evenings reading instead of attempting and failing at small talk. “Sure, that sounds like a lot of fun.”

Fuck my life... Why do I feel the need to agree to that stupidity? I’m going to be the odd one and it just won’t work...

He grins. “That’s great. We’ll meet at the restaurant at the school at six. Look forward to seeing you!”

He leaves with the group, looking like they already know each other.

How did that even happen?

I don’t understand people with a lot of friends, maybe I’m too introverted for my own good.

Now that I’ve agreed to go, maybe I should take my time and enjoy solitude while I still have it.


Chapter 3


Gisett

Well... I stare at the other side of the road like I’ve been doing for more days than I can remember.

But peace is better than...

Fuck... Is this the time of the year again?

A group of students, drunk ones, come from across the streets.

I am the guardian, the gargoyle of the college!

But they soon arrive, not even caring about the history of the campus and what I’ve done for this place. They spray cream on my face as if that’s funny or something...

These silly humans...

I hate them. But I’m supposed to remain in my place, which is boring already, yet...

They laugh, and a few kick me. I don’t know what’s going on in their heads. They can’t hurt me with their silly kicks. All they can hurt is their own feet.

One of the women, the one with golden hair who tried to move into the dorm yesterday, stands to the side, clearly not joining in with the rest of the group.

I remember her. She was the one with broken luggage who fell on her ass.

She seems nice. At least she doesn’t seem to enjoy making me look silly.

I can growl and scare away all these humans, but I’m not allowed to. It’s my job to protect humans, even when they don’t care to leave me alone.

I resist the urge to wince when a few of them climb onto me. I’m going to be the shame of my kind, geez...

The cute woman remains by the side of the group, staring at me with concern. No one has ever cared about a statue and looked at me like that.

Maybe I should have helped her with her luggage. That small box of stuff is easy to handle. She can’t weigh a ton either.

But she would be scared and... Maybe it would be far-fetched to hope that she’d stop the rest of the students.

I don’t remember who started this “climb the gargoyle” or this “let’s spray cream on the gargoyle so the ants will haunt him” thing. But... Messing with me has become a tradition for students new to the college.

Another person climbs onto my shoulder. The ones on the ground take photos and laugh. I suppose they are enjoying their time, but I’d be happier if it didn’t involve me.

Ouch... One of the dumbasses stomps on my knee... Someone should teach them to treat me with kindness.

They keep laughing and shoving one another. Students are bad, drunk ones are worse.

The cream on my face tickles. I’m not a piece of cake. Why do they feel the need to do that?

Except the students shout for each other to take turns on me... I just want peace.

“Laura, It’s your turn.” One of the boys, who may be the leader of this group, waves to the cute woman to the side.

Her eyes widen. “Me?”

“Yes, take a photo with us.” He points at me.

Is she going to climb the gargoyle?

She goes to the base of the statue and puts her hand on my thigh. “Like this?”

“Do something more!”

She stares at me. My heart beat races as I wait for what she has in store for me. I hope it won’t be too bad. There were others going hard on my wings, as if they wanted to tear them off me.

She climbs onto the base where I stand, grabs my wing, and pokes my cheek. “Better?”

Maybe not all students are that creative when it comes to messing with the gargoyle.

The crowd boos at her. She rolls her eyes. “Fine...” She watches me again and mouths a sorry.

I get that. It won’t be easy to do nothing when everyone wants some “fun.”

She mouths a sorry as she puts her arm behind my back and grabs both of my wings. Her small hands don’t hurt compared to those who try to tear at my wings.

One would think she’s silly for feeling sorry over poking fun at a statue anyway.

But I like her.

The crowd cheers and takes a few photos before it’s another person’s round.

It’s such torture when most of their touches tickle, but I have to remain still. I silently chant my spell, putting most of my body back into pieces of stone, shutting down my senses.

It will be easier to remain still when I lock up my ability to move.

One year, some guys decided that tickling me was their game, so... It was better than tearing my wings, yet... Humans aren’t supposed to know that I live. It would be hilariously bad for me if I laughed.

The woman, Laura, heads back to the sideline as she watches me trying to survive another year of craziness.

This is such a night...


Chapter 4


Laura

Maybe it is silly to feel sorry for a statue, but I do.

I stared as it... survived through the torture.

It was a tradition for every freshman to pose and take a photo with the gargoyle statue, but... Putting cream on its face is a bit mean. Not to mention, what if they break the statue? It may have stood for decades, but... It feels wrong to do that to a historical thing.

I get out of bed and head to the window. From my window, I can barely see the statue. It is far away, but not too far.

No one is around the statue. It is already late. I have lessons tomorrow, so I should be sleeping, but I keep thinking about the statue. The cream and the gross moss are still on it, which no one cares about.

Maybe it has to wait until the rain is here again for the cream to be gone. Before that, ants may be there chewing on it.

In the tradition of messing with the statue, there’s no session of picking up the mess. The statue is just expected to survive it.

I rub my temple. It’s just dumb. A statue won’t feel anything. Why do I have to care about it?

Gargoyle is ugly anyway.

Well... It has wings and pointy ears like a bat, then... those eyes are scary. It is set there because people believe that it can fend out evil stuff. For me, it may as well scare me away from the campus.

My cheek warms up when I remember the cringe-worthy photo I took with the statue. Why did I think that’s a good idea?

But the poor statue...

It keeps lingering in my mind, refusing to let go of me as if it has something to tell me.

But that’s impossible. It’s a statue, dammit.

The streetlight near the statue flickers. It must be bored standing there on its own.

The sky is clear, and it seems like it won’t rain. Maybe I can clean the gargoyle.

Well... Who on earth comes up with such a dumb idea? It’s still hot this time of the year, I could be sleeping.

But there seems to be an echo in my chest. It may as well be the gargoyle asking for help. But it’s more likely just my thoughts, not a whisper from a statue, which is essentially a big carved stone.

I check the time, it’s getting late. I should know the better thing to do compared to running outside trying to clean a statue.

My lesson the next day is early, making it even easier to make up my mind.

I leave the window, closing the blind. I should sleep. The party and the people tired me out, even though all I did was sit in the corner and try not to make eye contact with anyone. I should have just refused to join the party, but I didn’t want to make myself look like a bigger nerd than I already am.

I should stop at my bed to get back onto it. Instead, I head to the door, opening it to check the corridors.

It is dim out there, which is fitting when it is late in the night. Only a few lights are still on. There’s no rule saying that I can’t be outside. I just have to make sure I bring my student card and keys with me.

The statue isn’t too far away. I can go with a bucket of water and clean the gargoyle within half an hour. There’s no rule saying that I can’t clean the statue anyway. I’ll just use water, it won’t be bad for the gargoyle.

I gather what I need and peek out the door again. It is still dim outside. No one is going to know that I snuck out of my room.

No, I’m not sneaking out of my room. I live here and have every right to leave and go back to my room as I wish.

I take the bucket, making sure I bring my keys and everything I need.

This is going to be a stupid idea, but I’m going ahead with it, regardless.

It is cooler outside when it is deep into the night.

The trees at the roadside can’t be that deep, but those look to be forming a forest by now.

Maybe a monster will jump out of the trees and bite my ass.

I clench tighter at the handle of the bucket. I’m already outside of the dorm building, may as well keep going.

It is quiet, despite my heartbeat racing as if drums going off at my ears.

There’s nothing to be worried about except there are no street lights between the dorm building and the gate. The only lights are on the far end of the road, which isn’t too helpful, yet.

I walk as fast as I can without spilling the water.

This is all the gargoyle’s fault.

At the statue, the cream is still on it. Some of the cream has melted and dripped onto its chest. This poor thing can’t even clean himself.

“Look at you... You’re lucky I’m dumb enough to be here.”

I wet the towel and wipe the cream off the statue’s face. It looks better this way.

I rinse the towel, lifting it again at the moss on its arms and body as a whole. “No one cares about how you look, huh?”

It says nothing, which... What am I even doing? Talking to a statue?

Speaking of which...

The statue feels warm despite the towel and the water. It isn’t cold out here given the time of the year, but the statue is still warmer than it should be.

I dip a finger into the water. It is pretty cool.

I stare at the statue, rubbing the arm, where I just wiped. It still feels warmer than it should be. Maybe it is the remaining heat from earlier in the day, despite... the water I used on it.

“You can’t be alive, right?” I poke its ear, which...

Maybe I’ve studied too hard to get into this college and it’s driving me insane. Or it is the few drinks I had at the party.

I wet the towel again, moving onto the rest of the statue’s body.

I stand on the base of the statue, reaching for the wings. Hopefully, no one will see this.

There’s no rule saying that one must not clean the statue, but there are probably rules somewhere that no climbing is allowed.

I pick off the last piece of moss from the wings. “You look better now.”

I take a step back to stare at my work. Maybe I should clean the rest of the statue while I’m here.

The gargoyle still looks... scary.

I wet the towel again, going to the statue when...

Something moved at my side.

I spin around, but there’s nothing.

The statue and I are the only thing in sight.

I poke the chest of the statue. “This can’t be a living gargoyle, right?”

It says nothing in reply.

What am I even doing?

I clean the knees and legs of the gargoyle. “Even though you can’t talk and aren’t alive, it feels better to be with you than with other students. Maybe I’m such a nerd.”

I feel the arms again and... find them warm like before I cleaned them. They weren’t that way when I was with the group and they messed with the statue. The statue was cold back then...

Or is it?

Was I too self-conscious back then that I didn’t pay attention to the warmth of the statue?

I keep going with the towel, trying to make myself stop thinking about silly stuff.

It is cool late in the night, but I’m still sweating as I rinse the towel and get back to the platform of the statue. The gargoyle better be thankful.

It takes effort to scrub off the moss that has probably been on him for decades, if not longer, but I make progress.

I finish with its back and... Do I rub its ass? And then his crotch?

Well, it’s a statue, so who cares?

It still feels like I’m rubbing its cock, even though there’s nothing but a smooth stone surface to be cleaned. A statue won’t mind anyway.

When it is all done, the statue looks... like a gargoyle.

I pick up the bucket and hurry back to the dorm building. It must be late. I need some sleep. I don’t know what will happen next, but I bet the others who enjoy messing with the statue won’t be too happy to see their work disappear.

Maybe I shouldn’t have cleaned the moss and fallen leaves off the statue. Now it’s obvious that someone cleaned it instead of rain doing its thing.

Everyone knows that no one cares about the statue...

Fuck... This better not be the end of my college life when it hasn’t even officially begun. Well, at least not that far into the beginning.


Chapter 5


Laura

I wake up sweating so much that the sheet is wet. I sit up and sigh.

What is wrong with me?

I keep thinking about... gargoyle... To be specific, the gargoyle from the statue at the gate.

Technically, I know that I can’t control what I dream about, and it is usually about what I unconsciously think about and maybe pieces of memory in the day.

But thinking about a gargoyle hugging me and wrapping his wings around me feels like another thing.

I take a breath, but my heart is still racing.

In the dream, the gargoyle came alive and looked at me. He told me that... he wanted to thank me and...

He hugged me and his touches linger. In the dream, I was more than eager to enjoy his touches.

The dream almost feels real.

The window is closed when I’ve been running the air-conditioner. It is impossible for a gargoyle to have been here.

The dream makes no sense. Inside it, I apparently ignored how the gargoyle is a statue.

There’s a buzz in my pussy when it feels like the dream is alive again and the gargoyle is right here.

He was a huge guy in my dream. I gasp when heat slowly builds in my stomach.

I resist the urge to touch myself. I have lessons to attend, and I don’t have time for my fantasy about gargoyle.

But...

If the gargoyle is real...

No way...

In the dream, he asked whether he could come tonight, and I said yes.

But it was a dream, so that wasn’t real, right?

I don’t remember how the dream began and how I ran into the gargoyle, but...

I shiver at how my back is soaked with sweat. It almost feels like...

My heart skips a beat when my fingers work my pussy, sending pulses of pleasure through my body.

Maybe it won’t be a bad idea to enjoy my time with a gargoyle, except he’s not real.

I let out a moan when the pleasure smacks me harder than I expected.

I spread my arms and legs on the bed, letting the bliss linger.

Unless I fix myself almost at once, there’s no way I’d make it to my lesson in time.

I hate college... One would think I’ve spent enough time studying already...

It takes a bit to get everything I need and make sure I leave nothing important behind, which I’ve been bad at a lot of times. I’m in need of a fresh start. I’m an adult now, so I should know how to handle myself better.

I dash out of the lift and into the lobby of the dorm building, almost bumping into a few who are waiting for the lift to arrive.

I keep up my speed, hoping they won’t notice and remember me. I don’t even have time to slow down other than tossing out a sorry before I’m gone.

There are trees along the roadside, and it is hot with the scorching sun up there, threatening to roast me alive.

And...

At the end of the path, there is a group over there, circling... the gargoyle statue.

I sigh. What was I thinking about? Someone, or say, a lot of people, are going to notice the difference.

My heartbeat races almost at once. While I’m kind of proud that I cleaned the gargoyle and it looks good, I kind of wish I didn’t do that. I don’t know whether there’ll be consequences for that, but I already want to hide from everyone.

“Hey, Laura. Have you seen this?”

Oh fuck... Some of these are my classmates and we spent the evening together.

I ask, “What happened with the statue?”

He points at the statue. “He looks super clean, somehow. I mean, even the moss is gone.”

I suppose even he, the party boy, doesn’t want to mention that he sprayed the cream onto the gargoyle’s face.

I take a step closer to the statue, which I did last night, too. “Did it rain? But the moss, though.”

“Right? Maybe the staff cleaned it.”

“But through the night?”

He laughs. “Do you think the gargoyle can go and clean himself? He would have done it long ago.”

I snort a laugh, hoping I sound genuine enough. “Maybe it’s another group of new students.”

“Ah, I like your train of thought. Maybe that’s the case. It’s not what I expected, but regardless. I suppose we should get going before we’ll get into trouble.”

“Sure, let’s go.”

A few of us head toward the lecture hall. I turn around to glance at the gargoyle. It is still at its spot, like what a statue does.

But...

Am I seeing things?

Did the gargoyle blink?

“What are you doing? Come on!” My classmates wave at me, gesturing for me to cross the road.

“I’m coming!”

I’m probably overthinking it. A gargoyle statue isn’t going to wink at me.

But...

It feels like the statue is looking at me. Is that the same as how the eyes in paintings seem to be staring all the time? Or is there something with the gargoyle?


Chapter 6


Laura

I... It is so dumb to have fallen asleep in the library. I meant to study and get a head start for the school year, but that didn’t work out well.

The library is one of the few buildings that are open 24 hours a day, so no one told me or woke me when it got late. I suppose that means sleeping in the library isn’t that rare for the staff working there. But it’s not working out well for me.

I check my watch as I pack my laptop and everything into my backpack. It is already later than my usual dinner time. It is dark outside, and I shouldn’t be out until this late in the day. My bed and my room turn out to be a lot more enticing. Maybe I should have gone back to my room. It isn’t like I can’t study there anyway.

But it is what it is, and it is already too late to regret my life choices.

I put on my backpack and hurry out of the library. There’s still a short walk before I’ll be back.

It is dark outside. The dim street light doesn’t help at all. I’m not in the dorm area yet, and it’s already scaring me. This college is famous for its nice greenery and nature, but I’m not enjoying that at all right now.

I look around as I walk, making sure I don’t trip on the uneven ground that’s paved with bricks.

This is such an old-fashioned place. It feels like something bad may happen.

The college is in a suburban area, not that far from the city, but it feels like I’m in another world.

The trees are so thick in the evening that it feels like a wolf can jump out at any time, even though, logically, that’s not going to happen at all. Just like the gargoyle won’t wink at me ever.

The gate that leads to the dorm area comes into view. I take a breath and pick up speed. I can use a nice shower and—

Something moves from the side. I spin around to see someone coming at me. That doesn’t feel right at all, so I start dashing along the road.

Who the fuck is that?

They chase behind me. I hop and skip, trying to make my way on the rugged road.

But a force yanks at my backpack.

I trip and fall, my elbows smashing at the ground.

I roll to make the fall easier, but whoever is attacking me keeps pulling at me, trying to get my backpack off me.

They kick my stomach, swearing as they try to get hold of me.

I hate this!

Where are the guards or police or whoever that’s supposed to help?

I scream, but only get kicked harder. I wince with tears in my eyes. Why must this happen to me?

There’s a shout, which’s not mine. Then there’s a growl, which’s also not mine.

There’s a low thud of something heavy falling.

No one is grabbing me now. Is someone else here to help me?

I gasp and clench my jaw, crawling my way off the ground.

I have to get away from whatever happened and make my way as far away as possible.

My whole body hurts. Before I take a few steps, I end up on the ground again.

The screams and shouts continue, they... sound painful.

Does the guard fight like that?

Something grabs me again. My body’s lifted off the ground almost at once.

“No! Put me down!” I scream, but whoever has me grunts.

“I’m here to help you.”

“Put me down!” I don’t care who that is. I just want to be left alone.

“Hush!”

My body lifts off the ground even more, as if I’m flying, except it’s impossible.

I shout again. “Kidnap! Someone’s kidnapping me!” I kick and flap my arms. If I make it hard enough to kidnap me, maybe whoever that is will give up.

I don’t wish for someone else to be kidnapped, but I don’t want to be the victim.

He grunts with a hoarse voice again. “You have to make it hard, huh?”

He taps me with something. All my energy leaves me. Every single bit of that drained out of my body almost at once.

Now I can’t move. I can’t even utter a word.

Where’s he taking me to? Who even is he?


Chapter 7


Laura

My head hurts. I hate this.

I open my eyes to... the ceiling of my room, which... I don’t remember heading home on my own after I apparently got smacked on the road by someone trying to take my bag.

Wait...

Does that mean whoever kidnapped me got their way?

I sit up despite the throbbing headache.

The ceiling is familiar, but it doesn’t mean I’m in the dorm room just like that.

In front of me, at the other side of the room sits...

A black guy who’s not exactly black, more like the black from bronze, like... the color of a statue. The kind of black that shines.

More importantly, he has wings... he also has pointy ears. And... he’s staring at his phone, seemingly unaware of me.

I pinch my cheeks. It hurts, so... am I not dreaming?

Maybe this is another dream about a gargoyle.

This guy looks exactly like that. The gargoyle statue coming alive.

I let out a breath. “So, you’re in my dream again.”

He looks up from his phone and grins at me. He shoves his phone into his pocket. “Except this time, it’s not a dream.”

“What? Not a dream?”

He comes over to my bed. He’s a lot taller and stronger than he looks when he’s at a distance. He waves his hand in front of me. “Not a dream.”

“Is this some kind of gargoyle prank?” Maybe this is one of my classmates. Those people love messing around, which I don’t mind most of the time. But for them to dress like a gargoyle and paint all over their body... “This is quite some effort put into this costume.”

He spreads his arms to the side, as well as his wings. “This isn’t a costume.”

I lift my brows at him. “Are you a real gargoyle?”

“Yes, I am.”

Is this a joke?

But he looks to be serious about that.

“Somehow, you look exactly like the gargoyle statue at the gate.”

“Because I’m that gargoyle.”

Now, I stare at him harder. “No way...”

I head to the window. I can see the statue’s back from here.

At the far end of the gate, there’s no gargoyle.

What the fuck...

I spin around to stare at this man, no, this gargoyle. “Geez, are you real?”

He smirks. “I’m as real as you.”

I point at the window when I have no idea where else to put my arms. “Everyone can see the statue’s missing.”

He shakes his head. “No, you are the only one who can see me missing.”

“Are you going to tell me that it’s some kind of magic? And that I’m the only one who can see you?”

He frowns as if he is confused. “What do you mean by that? Everyone knows that magic exists, no?”

He either means exactly what he said, or this is the most elaborate prank ever pulled in history and he is the best actor ever.

I say, “Just explain everything, please.”

“Okay, I saw that the robber tried to attack you, so I jumped in to help. It’s my job to make sure everyone is safe on the campus.”

“Ah, so you run around helping everyone.”

He clears his throat. “I do that at times, I can’t let everyone see me.”

“Can everyone see you?”

“Yes, they walk by me every day. But like this, see me walking around and talking, hell no.”

“There are some kind of rules for gargoyles.”

“Do you also know about that?”

The more I talk to him, the more confusing it gets. “Not really. I’m not a gargoyle after all.”

“I’m tasked to look after this campus by other magical beings. So, helping you is something extra. But I’m grateful that you cleaned me.”

I suck in an abrupt breath. Now he really sounds like that gargoyle who helped me. I heard him when he told me to stop struggling.

Wait... If he is the gargoyle and sits like a statue, it means that he can feel it when people touch his body. And if that’s the case, when I cleaned him, he’d feel me rubbing his crotch...

Fuck... That’s not what I expected, or could even imagine.

I point at him even though that’s going to be rude. “And you’re here half-naked.”

He stares at himself, seemingly unaware until I mentioned it. “Is this wrong? I think I shouldn’t show up naked, so I put pants on. I’ve seen humans, especially men, walking around with only pants.” He tugs on the band of his pants. “Is this wrong?”

I lift my brows at him. “Are you serious?”

“I am. I said I’d look for you tonight, but apparently, you needed me earlier than that.”

I swallow and stare harder at him. What does that mean? That I’d... need him later? And it just so happened that I got attacked by a robber, so I needed him earlier?

He spreads his wings and his arms as if he’s showing off his physique. He is chiseled and muscular, which makes for a good scene for sure. But...

He smirks at me. “It has been years, if not decades, since a human saw me walking around.”

“As a statue, countless sees you.”

“That doesn’t count.”

“I still don’t understand. Somehow, you decided to show up in front of me, among all people.”

He leans closer. My cheeks are burning. His spicy scent wraps around me, almost choking me, for good. He lifts my cheek with a finger. “Because you’re special.”

“Like... What’s so special about me? I’m just another freshman. Is that because I cleaned you despite the fact that you can move and should have washed yourself instead?”

He laughs. When his face is that close to mine, his heated breath lands on me, setting my inside on fire. Not to mention when he is mere inches from me, I can almost feel his warmth. Now... My dream last night flashes in my mind again, which...

He says, “Look, I’m only here because you said I could visit you tonight. I can leave if I’m making you uncomfortable.”

“That was a dream. I had a dream last night, no?”

“It’s not exactly a dream. I tried to talk to you, but you were asleep.”

I lift my hand between us to put some distance between us, except there was no distance between us from the beginning, so my hand ends up on his chest as if I set out to pat him. He is a heavy dude to push against and I don’t even know whether he feels the push. He doesn’t move a tiny bit.

I push harder and he finally takes a step back with a frown as if he’s confused. I say, “I don’t understand. It is a dream, right? How can you be talking to me like that?” And... hugged me like that. Did he actually hug me? Or did I imagine that?

He clears his throat. “I hate how humans don’t learn magic anymore, then we wouldn’t have to be stuck in this talk. Say, I prompted the dream. So that happened when you were sleeping, so it qualified as a dream, but at the same time, it happened. I asked you, and you said I could come.”

“So... Was I fully conscious when that happened?” That I actually let him hug me and enjoyed that?

He nods. “Yes, you were. But I suppose you may have thought it was a dream like you thought we were in your dream a bit earlier.”

“Were you in the room last night?”

“No, I was outside, enjoying the wind and my clean wings.”

It... Doesn’t feel comfortable when I didn’t know what happened. It wasn’t that fair. If I knew that was real, I wouldn’t have let him hug me. Even though he is pretty handsome and can hug me well, we just met, if that.

He says, “I’m sorry. I didn’t think about that when I did it, I kept forgetting humans nowadays don’t know about magic and gargoyles like me anymore. I didn’t mean to take advantage of you with the hug and stuff. I thought you were fine with that.”

“Did you... read my mind? That’s creepy.”

He stares at me. “Is that not meant for me? I’m sorry...”

Did I say my thoughts out loud? “Did you read my mind, or did I say something?”

“You can’t be thinking about me when you think your private thoughts. Otherwise, it’d feel like it’s meant for me.”

“So... You can hear my thoughts as if I speak them.”

“Yes, but only if you want me to know about that.”

“I didn’t want you to know about that though. Like... I didn’t expect to tell you that.”

He scratches his head and rubs his pointy ear. “I think we have work to do with that. I don’t hear every thought, but if people think about me hard enough alongside their thoughts, I can hear that. You’ll have to guard your thoughts to stay safe from other beings.”

He goes to the window, looking out of it as if he’s trying to make sure we’re alone. He can’t be watching out for another human, no human will be peeking or trying to get in through the window. “It’s a dangerous world out there.”

“With the robber, that’s for sure.”

“Also with all the beings outside. I’m not the only one who humans don’t think exists. Um… To be simple, I mean there are other beings out there even though you’ve never heard about them before.”

I take a breath. “So... Other monsters, or say, mythical beings exist out there and are alive?”

His frown grows deeper. “Indeed. Be careful out there. Some of them lurk among humans like me, some hide and wait to strike.”

I still can’t accept that it’s the truth. All the mythical beings? “Like... Even unicorns exist out there?”

“They do. Why are you that surprised?”

I swallow. “That’s wild.”

“Is that? It feels normal to me.”

“Why don’t I know about that?”

He shrugs. “I don’t know. I think you should, humans should, but somehow... I’m only allowed to show up for humans who will keep a secret and who are important to me, so...”

Am I that important to him? Because I may be the only one who cleaned him in decades?

He comes closer to me again, almost as if he is sniffing me. “You’re the special one.”

“Like, special for you to hug and take as your own?”

He blinks and his eyes darken. “Do you also feel that?”

I flinch. Is that what he feels and what I should feel too? “Well, maybe you took how I cleaned you a bit too seriously. I just don’t like how they defaced a statue, and I didn’t know you are alive.”

He blinks, but the sparks in his eyes fade. “I see. It’s okay. I understand.”

Now, I kind of feel sorry for him. “I suppose you can hug me if you want.”

He gives a wry smile. “I’m only going to do things that you are comfortable with and want.”

“You hugged me last night.”

“I did. Did you never want that and only agreed because you thought it was a dream?”

I go up to him. He is a lot taller than me, and with his wide wings and strong arms, he can smash me without a problem. But at the same time, it feels right to be with him. If last night’s hugs were real, he did give good hugs.

He spreads his arms. “A hug?”

I invite myself into his arms. My inside is burning, when he wraps his arms around me, the fire grows even stronger. “You’re the gargoyle who specifically came looking for me.”

He wraps his wings around me, too, having me safely with him. “I do. You feel special.”

“Yeah? Or maybe you haven’t been getting hugs a ton.”

His body is hot, making it comfortable to stay with him. He chuckles as he strokes my back. “You may have a point, but it’s not like that. I’m a gargoyle who has been alive for a long time. I’ve seen a lot of things.”

“But all you do is sit there and play statue.”

“Well, that’s part of the job. Trust me, just by being a statue, you can see a lot.”

“Doesn’t sound too fun when freshman always mess with you.”

“Indeed.” There seems to be a low hum coming from his chest to me, echoing through my body. “This year, a freshman decided that she’s going to clean my wings and... my whole body.”

I snort a laugh. “Now, you’re crazy for her, huh?”

His cock twitches, at this proximity, there’s no way I’ll miss that. His size is... impressive. He lets out a soft moan. “I feel like an animal.”

“Is gargoyle an animal?”

He flexes an arm. “We’re beasts.”

I run my hand over his back. His muscles pulse with heat, warm like how it felt when I rubbed him and cleaned him. His skin is rough, almost the same as how he felt as a statue.

“Are you the beast that will devour me?” My heart almost jumps out of my throat as I say the words. I’ve never asked for something like that. Most of the time, I just want to be on my own and I can’t wait to get out of social situations, let alone asking a gargoyle to be here with me. “Or am I supposed to be scared of you?”

He lifts my chin. “I can devour you and make it feel good.”

Do I move my hand to his cock? I’ve never done something like this, so...

Am I that tempting to a gargoyle? Special, or so he said about me.

He sucks in a breath with his eyes closed when I run my hand over his hard cock. “I suppose that’s a yes and I suppose you want me to hug you and do something more.”

Is this a bad idea?

I may have touched myself in the morning as I thought about gargoyles, but when he’s here in front of me…


Chapter 8


Laura

I take another breath. The dorm room is relatively new to me, and for now, it almost fades away, as if I’m back in a dream.

But the gargoyle standing in front of me is supposed to be real and very alive. His wings are right there by his sides and his red eyes are burning through my body, reaching deep into my soul.

He licks his lips as if I’m his food. “Trust me, I’ll make it good.”

With the bulge at his crotch, I don’t doubt that. But...

I take half a step back, but I soon stop myself. “I... Am I supposed to be scared of a gargoyle? I... I don’t know about that.”

He takes a step back when I expect him to be pissed. This isn’t the first time I pulled back in our brief talk. He says, “I mean, a lot are scared of my kind. That’s part of the point of why we look the way we look; to deter and protect. There’s no need to be scared of me unless you’re my enemy. My enemies are beings who try to hurt humans on the campus, especially the magical beings.”

It makes sense, except maybe it doesn’t make any sense. There’s a buzz in my head, almost there to make sure I can’t think straight. “But...”

“Nothing you aren’t comfortable with.”

But... Maybe I want something. It feels like I want him even though I don’t even understand what that entails. It is supposed to feel good right? But... “It feels like it will hurt.”

“My cock? Don’t worry.”

I take another step back regardless, even when he hasn’t moved closer. “I... I’ve never done something like that.” I may have thought about being with someone and hooking up, but I’ve never actually done that. Just thinking about talking to someone gets me nervous, so… letting them touch me is yet another level.

He tilts his head to the side. “You aren’t freshly an adult.”

“I just got into college.”

He lifts his brows with a faint smirk. “Don’t lie to a gargoyle.”

I have no idea whether he guessed it right or peeked into my mind, which I hope he didn’t. He probably wouldn’t, knowing that I don’t like that.

My gaze drifts to the side. “Well... Still not that old.”

He says, “I’ll take my time, as long as it will take for it to feel good.”

This is some craziness. “I suppose that can work.”

He flaps his wings slowly, almost as if he is trying not to whirlwind and mess with things in the room. “I promise with my wings.”

Is that a gargoyle’s way of promising things? “I’m nervous.”

“This is your first time after all. I’d be honored.”

This may as well be the worst idea ever. I did want a fresh start in this college, but in no way does that mean to be fucking a gargoyle. I could tell others about that, and they’d think I meant a gargoyle-styled dildo.

I worked a few years before I got into college, which I didn’t tell anyone. But somehow, he knows...

Maybe he guessed it. Someone who’s good at gauging people’s age can probably do that.

I’ve never had the courage to date anyone, not that anyone would be interested in me anyway. I’m just a weirdo and can’t even talk well with others.

But this gargoyle right in front of me thinks that I’m worth showing up for.

I murmur. “It’s wild. No one even talks to me much, but you’re here.”

He scowls. “Who’s that? Who doesn’t even want to talk to you?”

I take his fist and stroke his knuckles. “I mean, I don’t really talk to others, either, so I don’t blame them. I’ve never been good at making friends.”

He blinks as if he’s trying to understand me. I think I’ve made it simple to understand.

He says, “But... I still don’t get it. You are kind.”

I sigh. “Maybe. I don’t know. All I did was clean your wings, come on.”

He chuckles. “And clean something else too.”

My cheeks grow hot again. “You’d enjoy the cock rub.”

He gestures for me to get closer. “Here, I’ll show you good pussy rubs, and pussy banging, if that’s what you want.”

Even though he insists that this isn’t a dream, it feels like I’m in a dream. I go up and hug him. Maybe I should think less and just do what I want.

“Yes, gargoyle. Well, what’s your name?”

“Gisett.”

“Wait, do you have your name on the base of the statue or something already?”

He shakes his head. “I’m just a regular gargoyle who hasn’t earned the right to have my name written on a plate.”

“Does that mean there are famous gargoyles?”

“Indeed, but maybe humans don’t know their names.”

I guess the world is a lot larger than I know or can even imagine.

He watches me for another second. “Hey, I’m still a strong gargoyle who drove away evil spirits from the campus, even though that was a long time ago. How else do you think I earned to stay here?”

I stare at him with my brain smacked empty. I don’t think he’s lying to me, but if he is, I’d be the biggest idiot in the world to believe him. Yet...

Is it a thing that when people proclaim something wild with such certainty that what they say kind of feels real?

But he is a gargoyle... I rubbed his chest and no body paint fell off, the wings can move as he wills, so I guess it isn’t that impossible for what he said to have happened.

I nod. “I don’t doubt you’re strong.” Though it feels silly that sitting on campus, playing statues is actually a prize for gargoyles.

He picks me up and I wrap my arms around him at once. It almost feels like I’m back into my dream from last night. “Here.” He puts me on the bed, climbing onto it and straddling me. He sniffs me and kisses my cheek. “Mm... You smell good. Tasty.”

“Do gargoyles eat humans?”

He chuckles and reaches between my legs. “It depends on which kind of eat we’re referring to. I can make everything great.”

I gasp when he rubs me. I’m so wet that it’s almost embarrassing. Is this supposed to be it? That... He is turning me on even though he isn’t a human.

But he has those juicy abs...

Maybe... Maybe it’s my problem. Maybe I feel so strongly for him because I’ve never been with someone else.

Or is it?

Now, I wish I had been with someone else, then I could make a comparison. But that would mean I would have to be out there meeting people, find someone who wants to date me, but then someone breaks up with them, all of that just so I can figure out why I’m feeling this way for a gargoyle.

Totally not worth it.

Gisett huffs and yanks off my trousers and my panties, all in a swift motion. “You should focus on me.”

I shiver at his low growl, now this feels scary.

He tosses my clothes to the side. “I hope I won’t scare you. It’s just... a bit hard for me to be polite all the time. It’ll feel like I can’t even make out the words. Just know that I’d never hurt you.”

I take a breath, trying to calm myself. “Maybe I’m just too sensitive.”

He shakes his head as he fishes out his thick cock. “No, I’m supposed to be kind of scary. And we just met, so I won’t blame you at all.”

I gasp at his huge monster. I cover my mouth at once, not wanting to look rude.

He chuckles with a proud smirk. “Scared you, huh?”

I know men care quite some about their cock size, even though no one has ever stood in front of me with their cocks dangling out there. Looks like it’s the same case with gargoyles.

His cock is black like the rest of his body. He moves closer to me and takes my hand, moving it to his cock, but pausing an inch before I’ll be touching it. “Do you, like... want to... um...?”

I thought I would be the only one nervous. Maybe he had been a statue for so long that he didn’t get a lot of interaction with other beings too, at least not the pleasant kind of interaction.

I hold his cock with both hands. He is burning hot. I won’t be able to hold him with one hand, which is pretty crazy.

He moans and his cock twitches. “Have you ever imagined fucking a gargoyle?”

“No, never.” I run my hands up and down his cock. The surface of his cock is rough like the rest of his body. I bit the inside of my mouth, apparently, he was going to rub my inside so hard that I may die. I may have never taken a cock inside me, I can imagine...

“Then I can’t surprise you.”

I roll my eyes and am about to smack his shoulder when I remember that... I’m not dumb enough to smack a statue.

He seems to see that and the smirk on his face grows. “Here, let’s have some fun.”

I gasp when he pushes a finger into me, slowly. “I’m not sure whether this is how it should work.”

He taps my cheek with the tip of his wing. “Don’t worry. I’ll get you ready for my cock.”

I’m still not sure about that, but he sends waves of electrical sparks down my body with his fingers. He moves his thick finger in and out of me, stretching me. His finger feels a lot larger in my pussy than when I see them somewhere else. He is a big guy, but that’s a bit much.

But I like how it feels. He makes my toes curl with the movement. It’s a lot different from touching myself, which I don’t do a lot anyway.

He nudges the bottom of my boobs as if he’s weighing them. “Imagine if I push my cock into you.”

I’d probably be dead. His cock is surely thicker than his finger, so if his finger is already stretching me, there’s no chance his cock can fit into me. “There’s no way you can fit into me.”

“Oh, don’t let your experience limit your imagination.”

I want him to be right, then I can feel his cock, but at the same time, I don’t see how that can work.

He rubs me harder, making dirty wet noise with my pussy. I arch and move to let his finger reach deeper into me. I clench onto the bed sheet, trying to enjoy him more. I close my eyes, trying not to think about his huge cock.

The pleasure grows slowly, creeping up at me. My pussy sucks his finger, enjoying the rub.

I... I want more... but I’m not sure whether I’m ready for that.

I gasp when his finger leaves me, but soon replaced by a thick and hot thing that almost burn my clit.

My eyes snap open to his cock rubbing against my entrance. He moves his cock up and down me, rubbing against my clit at times. Holly fuck, he’s so thick that this can’t work.

He smirks as he watches me. He must be enjoying this and liking how I struggle to even look him in the eyes. My gaze is glued onto his cock, watching it run along my pussy.

“Gisett, are you sure?”

He nods. “I am. Just tell me if it hurts and we’ll stop, okay?”

I take a breath. “You really have to stop if I tell you.”

“I will.” He winks. “But you’re not going to need that.”

He teases me some more. I want to try him out, but... I don’t want to be dead in the process.

I’ve never wanted something this hard, but...

He wraps his arms around me and the tip of his cock arrives at my entrance, right there. “Here we go.”

I close my eyes, getting ready for the pain.

He grunts as he pushes in. “Look at you. One would think I’m torturing you or something.”

I grab his back with my body tense. “I... Fuck, you’re huge.”

“Relax. You can’t imagine the pain before it even exists. That’s not fair.”

I gasp. “It’s easy for you to say. I heard it’s going to hurt.”

“That means whoever doing that is dumb. I’m a professional.”

“At fucking women?”

He blinks and pauses. “Um... No? Look, I know what I’m doing, even though I don’t fuck around tons. You are in safe hands and wings.”

He rubs my clit, probably trying to calm me down. “It’s going to be fine and you’re going to enjoy our time together.”

This is what he said...

He pulls a bit before pushing into me again. “You are soaking wet.”

My body is burning hot, and his cock isn’t helping. He stretches me as he gets deeper into me, but surprisingly, it doesn’t hurt as much as I imagined.

He chuckles as he eases himself into me. “Just relax. Your nails are digging into my back.”

“Oh, sorry!”

“It’s okay, you won’t hurt me. It just tells me that you’re anxious. Does it hurt?”

“Not as bad as I thought.”

“So... is it bad?”

“For now, it’s boring.”

His eyes darken and his cock twitches in me, seemingly getting even thicker. Maybe I should shut up and there’s a reason I shouldn’t be talking tons...


Chapter 9


Gisett

Is this tiny human teasing me?

That my cock is boring?

I grunt. “What did you just say?”

She sucks in a breath and her gaze darts to the side. “Well... We aren’t doing anything other than you hovering over me.”

“So, you’re saying that you’d want me to fuck you harder, huh?”

She is probably messing with me and being a tease; otherwise, she’s delusional.

Her tight pussy squeezes so hard at me that it is tempting to devour her. If I don’t have to make sure she’ll enjoy this, I’d be ramming into her body and making her scream. But she’s not going to like that.

My heartbeat races like crazy. It has been a while since I’ve been this keen on doing something.

I slowly move my cock, making sure she’s ready for me. Her pussy is soaked and surely ready, but I want to take my time. Maybe I’m still too scary for her, especially when I’m more than a size bigger than her. Even among gargoyles, I’m an impressive one, that’s for sure.

I kiss the tip of her nose. “Take a breath and let it out slowly. Relax and enjoy.”

“Easy for you to say.” She punches my chest with her small fist, which tickles.

I move some more, making my way deeper into her. She lets out a soft moan instead of a breath. Her cheeks grow even redder. I hope she’s feeling well. My skin’s never going to show red, but for humans, maybe she’s still fine.

My cock twitches, aching for more action, but I have to make myself gentle enough for her.

Slowly, her pussy starts squeezing me harder and she starts moving, taking me into her small body.

Truth be told, I don’t understand how she can take me in, but it is what it is. Even though she doesn’t seem to know magic, her body is magical.

She wraps her arms around me. “So... this is how it should be, huh?”

“How’s it feeling?”

If she lets me, maybe I can feel her feeling right here, but that’s a bit creepy even for me.

I thrust into her, hitting her deepest spot. She moans and wraps her arms even tighter around me. Now, she’s ready for fun.

She starts smiling, and that’s even more satisfying than getting my cock into her. I want her. I want more than this, more than tonight.

I kiss her as I move in and out of her. I’ve been around for a long time and on the campus for a long time too, but...

Maybe she’s magical, even though she has no idea about that.

I pick up speed as she seems to grow accustomed to my size. I’ve always been right, and this is no different. This is my human, and I’ll protect her.

A surge of heat echoes in my body, going all the way from my stomach to my wings and then some. I was in doubt when I met her. Now that I get my way into her, I can feel it.

She moans. “Fuck me harder.”

Yes... This is what I want to do.

I snarl, take a breath, and get going. “I’ve told you, you’re going to enjoy me.”

Her eyes snap open and she flinches. Her pussy squeezes hard at me at once. I shudder, resisting the urge to come inside her. I want to enjoy her longer than this, but apparently, I’ve scared her.

I blink. “Did I scare you?”

She rolls her eyes, seeming trying to relax. “I suppose you did. I know you didn’t mean it. It’s just... I’ve never met a gargoyle, so...”

“I still feel like a monster, huh?”

She strokes my side, and I start enjoying her pussy again. She says, “You aren’t a human after all.”

“That’s true. I have a better cock than any human.”

She muses over that, which is pretty rude. I hammer into her and her wall takes me in perfectly. I move quicker and quicker, teasing her with long strokes. It should be obvious that I can please her better than anyone out there.

“Oh, yes!” She moans with a grin. Her body tenses with a surge of heat coming at me. “Geeze! This is great.”

I chuckle. “I know you’ll enjoy me. I’ve told you, you just have to relax, then your body will know what to do next.”

She nudges my side, but I don’t know what that means. Am I too heavy to be hovering over her? She pats my side. “Dammit, you’re so heavy.”

“What do you want?”

“Roll around and let me ride you.”

This isn’t what I expected when she said this is her first time fucking someone. “Absolutely.”

She flips me over and gets on me swiftly as if she has been preparing for this. She starts moving her ass in no time, taking me in and out of her tight pussy.

She gasps and pants. “So, this is how it feels.”

“Good?” My heartbeat races as pleasure goes through me. She is so perfect. I hold her waist as she picks up speed, she is a wild one too.

“I think so? I’ve never fucked someone else, so I can’t compare.”

I scowl at her, but try not to scare her. “I want you for myself. No shopping around.”

She laughs and my gut does a flip-flop. She puts her hands on my chest and leans closer. “Look, maybe this is my first time fucking someone, it doesn’t mean I’m easy to please. You don’t get to have me for yourself just by getting your cock into me.”

“Hey, that’s not what I mean.”

With that proud smirk on her face, it feels like I’ve done something wrong. Did she lie to me?

She moves harder, swirling her ass, making it harder and harder to control myself. “Mmm... your fingers.”

I take a breath, trying to loosen my grip on her ass, her soft skin is tempting. I want to hold her by my side. “Did I hurt you?”

“No, but I want to come harder.”

I thrust up into her. She stumbles, almost falling off me. “You should’ve laid there on the bed and let me do my thing. I’d make you come again and again until you can’t take it anymore.”

“So you can’t do that when I ride you?”

How dare she challenge me?

“I can do that. It’s not a problem, not at all.” I thrust up and she crashes on my cock again and again as gravity stays on my side.

She screams and moans, punching my chest at times as she comes on my cock. I like this, she—

There are knocks at the door and I flinch. I can’t let anyone see me here. I can poof out of the room if needed, but... I want to fuck her longer and I don’t want to head home just yet.

She stares at the door, then at me, seemingly clueless. Maybe she should put on clothes and head to the door.

Someone calls from the outside. “Is everything fine? I heard growls and screams.”

She punches me when I move my cock in her again. I know I should stay quiet, but I don’t want to. She yells at the door. “I’m fine, it’s just a horror movie.”

“Okay...” Whoever outside isn’t convinced, but they know better than barging in either.

Laura waits for another second as she takes in my thrusts. She is better at staying quiet than I expected.

She shoots daggers at me with her gaze when whoever’s outside is probably gone. “You just have to mess with me.”

“Is it bad to be seen with me?”

“I was just helping you. No one’s supposed to see your ass.”

“And my cock inside you?”

“Just shut up already.”

“I still want to come inside you.” Just saying that almost shoves me over the line, except I have to make sure she’s fine with that.”

She happily moves her ass, taking my cock in and out of her. “Do it, show me what you got.”

Maybe I’ve found my match.

I hiss and go hard on her until I drive myself deep into her from below enough times that my cock feels like exploding. I pin myself into deepest of her, letting myself go.”

She moans with a hand covering her mouth. But I want her moan at its full power so I can admire my own work. But I can’t ask for more from her. She’s perfect.

She rolls to my side, gasping for air. I wrap my arms and wings around her, holding her tightly to my chest. “Are you tired?”

“I sure am. Didn’t figure this would be so tiring.”

I chuckle. “I tire you out.”

“Not really, I moved a bit too hard.”

“For your first time, I can see that.”

She leans onto me, but her gaze is somewhere distant. Is something wrong? She was eager to try things out with me, right?

I stroke her back. She yawns again, closing her eyes with me as her pillow. Maybe I’m overthinking that, she probably is just tired after getting attacked by a dumb robber who got his ass kicked by me and our sex.

My cock twitches when I try to relive our moment together in my head. Now, it feels even more right for me to come here for her.


Chapter 10


Laura

I wake up to... an empty bed. I’m the only one on it, and I’m naked.

My head hurts and my whole body is so sore that it feels like I’m loaded with iron.

Fuck...

Was last night real?

That stupid gargoyle should stay for a bit or at least say goodbye before he left.

Or was he ever here?

I grit my teeth as I gather the strength to push the blanket away. I am naked, so... I actually fucked a gargoyle last night and that’s real, right?

Except it doesn’t feel real enough.

A living gargoyle... and I somehow managed to take his massive cock... None of that makes sense.

The window is closed, almost as if nothing happened.

But...

It feels real.

The gargoyle, Gisett, right? He’s not fake.

If I think about him hard enough...

“Do you miss me?”

I flinch and spin around to find the empty room staring back at me.

“Hehe... It’s me. You wake up, huh?”

I take a breath, slowly letting it out. “So, it’s real. You’re real and the night was real.”

“Yes. Looks like you’ve gotten the hack. Just think about me hard enough and project your thoughts my way.”

Well... I suppose it means that I have to learn to keep some thoughts to myself then, otherwise, it’s going to be weird. “Is this the way mythical beings, like, different species of them communicate?”

“I’m just a gargoyle, so I’m not sure. But between gargoyles, this is good.”

“I can see that.”

I stare at the window harder, narrowing my eyes to make out the statue, where Gisett is at. It is foggy out there, so my attempt is pretty futile. “How are you doing out there?”

“Wet and moist.”

My cheeks grow hot at that. It sounds like something else...

He continues, “Not in a good way. Are you heading for the lesson soon? Maybe I should leave you to your day.”

“Is there an effective distance for this talking?”

“No, it’s wherever we want.”

“I see. I have to get going before it is too late.”

“I’ll talk to you later.”

There seems to be a buzz in my chest as if saying that this is the right thing to do.

I pick out my clothes and put them on, letting out a sigh as my sore limbs complain and moan. Maybe having sex that’s too intense is not good for me.

But when he had his way with me, I didn’t want him to stop.

It took a while for me to make myself presentable again. At least I woke up early enough for everything.

I pack my backpack and open the door, peeking at the corridor. I should get to know others and try to be friendly with everyone, but part of me just wants to make it through the corridor without running into anyone even though I’ll be running into people sooner rather than later.

“Good morning!”

Holly fuck...

I force a smile when another student is going down the corridor. “Morning! Are you heading to lessons too?”

He is a pretty handsome man, who makes my heart skips a beat. He nods. “Yes, I believe we’re in the same class.”

Oh... Fuck... I must look dumb. “Maybe. Sorry about that. I’m not that good at recognizing people. Everyone’s still new to me.”

He keeps the smile going. “Understandable. I only remember you because you were the nicest one to the statue.”

So, he was also there when everyone messed with the gargoyle.

Wait... If he remembers me from that, I swear he’s not the only one. Now... Does the whole class of my year know my face?

Do I scream?

Do I shut the door and regret my existence?

Or do I act like a normal human, pick up my backpack and go down the corridor with him when we’re in the same class and should be heading to the same place?

I take a breath, slowly letting it out. “The statue feels old, so it kind of worries me. What if I break it?”

He laughs. “You’re nice, but I see your point. Let’s go to the lesson together if you’re ready.”

“Sure.” I pretend to be happy, or at least not upset about that.

In the corridor, I stare at the floor even though I probably should try to chat with him or at least make it less awkward.

He seems to see my thoughts. “I’m Ryan, don’t think we introduced ourselves previously on various occasions.”

I force a smile. “I’m Laura.”

“Nice.” He presses the button for the lift. “It is foggy outside. I’ve never liked this kind of weather.”

Oh, it is the old and boring weather talk. “Same. Everything will be wet and gross.”

An awkward silence lands its way between us. I’ve never liked that. I just know that’s going to happen. Now he’s going to tell everyone, and everyone will know that I’m such a weirdo to be around and no one will want to talk to me. This isn’t even a month into my studies, yet—

“At least the lecture hall is going to be fine. I barely had time to finish all the reading material last night. It was quite a journey.”

“Right! I’ve done going through those few chapters too. I like the architectural style and the ways they are preserved. Look, I’ve thought about that...” I keep going even though I probably shouldn’t.

The lift arrives and we get in, but I’m still busy sharing my thoughts. He listens and nods along. I hope I’m not too weird for liking what we opt to study.

When I finally stop to take a breath, he says, “Interesting. I’ve thought about the same too. Have you checked the news about a similar case a while ago?” Now he gets going with related materials, so I suppose I passed the weirdo test.

Maybe he’s a weirdo too, but regardless, I feel better about myself. At least I managed to study in the library before the sky fell on me, metaphorically. Now I have something to chat with him about.

I groan when we get out of the door of the building, into the nasty fog. Visibility is better than when I woke up, but not a ton better.

Ryan chuckles. “Are you from this city? The foggy season is going to last.”

I sigh. “I checked the climate before coming here, so I kind of know. But it doesn’t mean it’s easier to stomach.”

“That’s not wrong either.”

We both sigh as we head toward the gate. I wince when my body still aches. It can be because of my sex with Gisett last night, or... because I was attacked on the way home. I shiver at the thought. I hate that. Why am I such an unlucky person?

As we get closer and closer to the gate, the fog reveals from that there’s a crowd at the statue.

I shiver at that. Nothing is going to be different on the statue, right? Gisett should be able to come and go as he wishes without getting spotted by the public, right? That’s what he told me.

Ryan muses. “So, it looks like the statue is a popular gathering place.”

I try to keep my voice natural. “Yeah, I wonder why. Hasn’t the statue been the same for a long time already? Other than that time someone apparently cleaned it.”

“That’s what I think too. But apparently, people like to stare at it.”

We arrive at the statue. A few who have been around it are leaving, but a few more joined, like us.

The statue looks fine. It is still the same color. The moss isn’t back on it and there’s no cream on its face either.

There’s a warmth in my chest as I stare at the statue.

Gisett’s voice comes. “Morning, my beautiful one. You’re finally here. Well, with a friend.”

I muse to him. “I ran into him in the corridor.”

“Ah, a classmate, I see.”

“Why’s everyone staring at you?”

“I have no idea. Maybe they find me handsome.”

I resist the urge to roll my eyes. “Come on...”

“I mean it. I don’t feel any different today, but they stare at me and murmur things too softly that I can’t hear.”

Ryan says, “Look at the notice.”

Oh, is there one?

I pull my gaze from the statue to the base of the statue. Where there’s a piece of paper stuck to it. It reads... Someone was found badly injured on the path last night. The police are calling for whoever witnessed it to help with the investigation.

My heartbeat spikes for a moment with my blood freezing, but I take a breath to remind myself that it’s not my fault. If this notice is talking about the robber who Gisett smacked last night, the robber has himself to blame for what happened to him.

I bet my ass the robber knows what happened, but he pretended to have forgotten everything when he was rushed into the hospital, and therefore this notice ended up here.

Ryan rubs his chin. “I wonder. Maybe it was too dark at night that this person tripped and fell.”

I’ll play along and pretend to know nothing about that case. “It could be. I think we should install more, if not stronger, streetlamps. But, at the same time, if the lights are too strong, it will make falling asleep in the dorms harder.”

“Valid. I hope it’s not too bad.”

Except I hope that guy suffers enough that he’d never think of doing that again. Someone else may not be as lucky as me. “Who knows what happened.”

He shrugs and we continue to the lecture hall. There is barely enough time for us to get there at a decent pace so that we aren’t soaking in sweat as we rush there.

Not sure if I’m excited for lessons, but I’m sure not excited about meeting a lot of people.


Chapter 11


Laura

“Laura, nice to see you here!” It is one of my classmates. Tracy? I’m not sure.

I take a breath and resist the urge to show how I don’t want to see them. If I packed up a bit quicker, maybe I’d be out of the lecture hall already and I wouldn’t end up getting caught. I did nothing wrong, but I still don’t like this.

These few sure seem excited to see me and with whatever they are going to suggest. Except I’m not super excited about... this group. It’s not even specific to them, I’m just... pretty much done with people after group discussions and all the lessons.

I force a smile regardless.

These few are other women in the class, and they seem to be a friendly group, except...

How do they manage to be friends already when it feels like we’re barely into the semester?

One of them, who has blonde hair, asks, “Do you want to have lunch with us?” She winks. “We can have a girls’ lunch.”

Ryan, who has been sitting next to me in the lesson chuckles. “Girls’ talk, huh? Have fun.”

Now, he leaves. The few women laugh. The blonde one, who I can’t seem to recall her name, says, “Well, well. Hope you don’t mind.”

I shake my head. “Mind our lunch together? Not at all.”

They look at each other, seemingly meaning something else. Maybe it’s about Ryan, who probably would have joined if it was going to be just a lunch session.

She shrugs. “It’s okay, you’ll have more time to spend with him and others.”

I pick up my backpack and get ready to leave. “Let’s grab food then.” I’m hungry, but not hungry for the human interaction this will entail.

I move with the group to the restaurant within the campus. We have another lecture to attend in an hour or so, therefore we aren’t traveling far for food. The food in the restaurant is fine anyway, it just gets repetitive when they don’t switch up the menu.

The others chat about fun places they have visited since coming to the city. They are like me, all of us coming to study from another city. I try to nod along and pretend to know the places when I have never been to any of them.

Maybe I’m at the age of partying and getting to know others, but I just can’t make myself do it. What’s wrong with chilling at home and reading books?

Apparently, that’s not in fashion, which is such a bummer. It would be a lot better for me if we talk about books and maybe aliens, but they don’t seem to be interested in that, not that I’d want to bring that up when they are deep into the current conversation.

We order food and take a seat, getting ready to start the meal. While I’m in the group, it feels like I’m an outsider. I know they don’t mean to leave me out, not that they even know I’m not interested in the topic.

Maybe I can still listen to what’s being said, and I’d learn a thing or two.

What’s Gisett doing? Probably standing there and fast asleep. I can’t imagine sitting there as a statue and staring at the road all day. Not to mention he has been doing that for ages. Worse, apparently, being able to be a statue is a privilege for gargoyles. That’s some kind of torture in disguise. Poor Gisett.

“So, Laura, how about you? Any nice places to recommend?” One of my classmates nudges my side, probably hoping to include me in their conversation.

“I... I’ve been to a few, but you guys already covered it.”

“Ah, I see. Don’t we all go to nice places?”

Another scrolls on her phone and shows us the screen. “Look at this bar, maybe we can get to know new people there.” She winks. “It’s going to be fun.”

Another laughs. “You just want to get laid, huh?”

“What’s wrong with that? I’m just looking to date someone, okay?”

Ah... That’s not what I’m focusing on. It interests me, but it feels like I’d have to spend time with whoever I’m dating, and that’ll take away from my personal time. But if they want to do that, I’m not saying anything against that for sure.

I say, “Testing the water’s never a bad idea.”

The blond one’s eyes light up. “So, are you coming with us?”

Oh fuck... When will I learn to shut up? “I will have to check my schedule.”

“Just come with us, it’s going to be a fun night. They are hosting parties this weekend. Women get free drinks.”

If it’s free, it probably means something is off. I know the bar wants women there so they can get the guys there too, but I’m not interested in being a gimmick.

She nudges me again. “Just come with us, you can sit in the corner if you want anyway. It’s free drinks.”

I’m not interested in a drink even when it’s free. But... Maybe they are just trying to have some fun. I won’t die anyway. “I’ll let you know after I check my schedule.”

“Aw... Okay. We’ll see each other tomorrow anyway, or say, soon enough.”

Yeah... I’m so excited about that.


Chapter 12


Laura

I sigh as I stare at the ceiling from my couch. I’m safely back in my dorm room, which is going to be my home for the coming years. But my heart is still racing and... I still have no idea what I’m doing with my life.

Gisett chuckles as he strokes my side. “So, you gave them your number and you agreed to go to the bar with them in the weekend?”

“Yeah... I’m so bad at saying no.”

“But you’ll enjoy it.”

I sit up and he groans. I was cuddling with him, but now, not. “Look, do you seriously think that it’s a good idea? It’s a bar! There is going to be a ton of people, and the music is going to be loud. You know it’s not a good place when they have to offer free drinks for people to even go there.”

He rolls his eyes. “Come on. You know that’s the oldest advertising trick. Everyone’s there to pick up...” He clicks his tongue, seemingly realizing something. “Well, pick up some fun.”

I narrow my eyes on him. That’s absolutely not what he meant to say.

He clears his throat. “I mean it, you’ll get to know friends.”

I huff. “I don’t think that’s the case. I just... Maybe I don’t want to be out.”

He stretches his wings. “Or maybe you want to be with me.”

I fold my arms. “You sure love to stroke your own ego. Not to mention you invited yourself in my room without telling me first.”

“Hey, I didn’t get spotted by anyone in the dorm. And you said you love the spaghetti.”

I sigh. He’s not wrong. “Well, I’d like a heads up, regardless.”

He wraps his arms around me and pulls me over to his lap. “Fine, fine. I’ll send you a message next time.”

I lean onto him. Somehow, being with him feels good and he doesn’t annoy me even though I planned to read a book or two this evening and I’m sure not doing that in peace when he’s here. “I don’t know. I think I should get to know more people, but sometimes, it feels like I can just be on my own.”

He blinks and watches me. “Just your own? You don’t want to be with other humans, right? How about a gargoyle?”

“You know what I mean.”

“Not even a gargoyle?”

I sigh. I swear he is just messing with me. “At times, not even a gargoyle.”

“Okay... I hope it’s not today.”

“I just want to know whether it’s a bad idea to agree to go.”

“You’ll never know. Sometimes, you have to live a bit.”

I stare at him. Maybe he thought I was a normal person. I’m too weird for that and too... not sociable for my own good. “Okay... I want to read a book now.”

“Do I leave?”

I won’t mind if he does, but if he wants to stay, it can’t be that bad. “Do you have to watch the gate or something? If you keep sneaking out, will you get caught or something?”

He shakes his head and strokes my side. “Not really. Maybe I’m being lax with myself, but it has been a long time since anything has gone wrong, so we’re good.”

So, he’s going to stay here...

He stands and gets off the couch. He wraps his arms around me. “Thank you for letting me be here with you for the evening. You know where to find me if you want me.”

Is he leaving without needing me to try to kick his ass out because I want my alone time? This is amazing!

I hug him back. “We’ll talk again later.”

He strokes my side. “If you need someone to warm your bed or something.” He winks.

“Is it going to be cold outside?”

Fuck... What am I doing? Even though I like to have him around, I don’t want him around right now. Yet, I’m saying things that can be taken as I’d want him to stay.

He shakes his head. “No, I’m a gargoyle, it’s going to be fine for me. Enjoy your night.” He kisses my forehead and leaves without needing me to say anything.

The room falls into silence when he’s gone. His woody scent lingers in my room, which is pleasant.

I sit on the bed even though I was ready to pick up my book. Maybe having him here won’t be bad.

The walls stare at me, seemingly laughing at me. There’s a simmering of heat inside me. Something about Gisett...

I can’t be wanting the big gargoyle’s cock, right? That has never happened to me. If I get horny easily, I’d probably have fucked someone before I met Gisett, but...

I run my fingers along my hair. I may not be the most sociable, but if I were to go out and look for someone to hook up with, I’d get some bites, right?

No, not that thought...

I don’t want to be fucking random strangers just because.

But when Gisett shows up in my dream and my life, everything seems to make sense, when... Maybe actually, nothing makes sense.

But he has wings, and his pointy ears are real.

The sex between us is also real. I enjoyed that. How did that even happen and how was that even possible?

I let out a breath. He’s a gargoyle, which makes no sense already. When things get wild enough, nothing surprises me anymore.

I head to the window, looking in Gisett’s direction. He is supposed to be back there. He said that he could use some magic to create an illusion that the statue was there, so he could wander. There’s no telling whether I’m looking at his illusion or he actually is there.

Regardless...

Weekend is going to arrive despite the fact that I may not like what it entails. Maybe not liking it isn’t accurate. More like... uncertain about the party and the bar situation.


Chapter 13


Gisett

I let out a breath as I settle into my statue-self. The weather is fine for a gargoyle like me, while I can’t imagine a human like Laura can survive for a whole night on her own, without a blanket or anything.

More like... The moisture is wild this time of the year. Even though I’ve been here for a long time, it still annoys me.

But I’m the gargoyle tasked to protect this place, so I’m going to do just that.

I relax into my position, staring at the gate. It looks to be a boring day, but boring isn’t bad given the alternative.

My cock twitches when the fire in my stomach is still going. I want to hold Laura in my arms and wrap my wings around her. She knows she’s going to enjoy our time together.

But apparently, she decided that reading books is more important.

Now, I’m here, bored.

Maybe it is what it is. She’s a human after all and probably needs more time to recover from our previous night together.

Or maybe she just wants to take a break after her lessons.

In my mind, I scout through the campus, searching for any scent of weird magical beings.

It has been years since the major war broke out, which affected a lot more than just this campus. But that is over now. Other than myself and a few other gargoyles on the campus, there’s no one else.

Everything is peaceful. The air smells like wet mud and plants, which is the best it can be.

I miss her already. Her soft body is so tempting. I want to do naughty things with her, but I know better than to make her entertain me.

I’m a fierce and strong gargoyle, but in front of her, it feels like I’m a silly one.

It doesn’t make sense.

I could demand what I want with my power. She has no idea who I am other than I’m a gargoyle. Given how humans know so little about the magical world, she doesn’t even understand what it means for her to get to know a gargoyle.

Not saying that I’m amazing or something, but a gargoyle like me can’t run around showing ourselves to humans. It has to be a very special human, so special that...

I want to stay with her for a long time, if not for the rest of my life.

But I have no idea whether she wants me, let alone wanting to spend a lot more time with me. We spent a night together and that’s all about it.

My heart races, making it hard to keep a stone face. I’m not a human and I’ve never paid attention to how humans get their mates. Laura should be treated to the highest standard among humans, but I don’t know what that should be. There were couples who took photos with me in beautiful white dresses when they got married, but that’s what happens after the couple confirms that they want to be a couple, not before.

What am I supposed to do?

Do I show her how I’m a great gargoyle that’s good enough to protect her? Do I have to bring her gifts? Can I even ask her what she wants? Does she even like a gargoyle?

I silently sigh even though no one’s around me and I’ve already chanted my magic, so no one can hear me, regardless. I miss her. What’s she doing? Reading a book? That can’t be as interesting as things we can do together, right?

But I suppose that’s what she wants, and she gets to enjoy that...

Or, she may be worrying about the party she has to attend. I don’t understand her. She just wants to make sure her friends are happy, so much so she doesn’t care about her own preferences. She’s a bit too nice. But she’s not going into a war with other beings, so I guess she can be nice to others.

Am I too fierce for her?

Gross... It rains and I remain in my spot. I’m a gargoyle, I don’t melt in rain, but it annoys me regardless. Now that Laura is around, she can help me if moss or something decides to grow on my wings and my body, but the rain itches regardless.

I yawn and close my eyes, getting into full statue mode.

She’s going to be around tomorrow too, so there’s no hurry. Maybe I’ll figure it out. I can’t be the only gargoyle who wants to be with a human, probably.


Chapter 14


Laura

It’s going to be fine. I’ll stay in the corner, and no one is going to kill me.

Most importantly, I have to keep my drink in sight all the time to stay safe. My gargoyle is probably going to save me if something happens, but... that may end up chaotic when his last save ended up pretty bad for the robber, not that I care about the robber anyway.

The safest will be for the drink to just stay with me.

The three friends who make me come with them are chuckling and pointing at hot guys in the bar. It didn’t take long before the wave of people crushed us and sent us in different directions. Maybe I should have tried harder at following them around, but it feels like they are made of magnet or something, people seem to stick to them from the beginning, while I remain the weirdo to the side.

The music hammers at my ear and the flashing lights threaten to blind me. I have no idea why people like this place.

If they want a place to get to know new people, they can try going to a cafe where they can sit and have a sip of coffee. That’ll be a place where people can actually chat, not like this place. I bet I can scream and shout, but no one is going to hear me. Why do these people like to make it hard for themselves? It makes no sense.

I take a seat at a table in the corner, where even the spotlights don’t care. I let out a breath, setting my drink on the table.

Do I take a sip?

It should be an alcoholic drink, but I don’t even know the name. It looks like a glass of orange juice, but I know better.

We ordered it when we first arrived at the bar. it is free, which... I guess it is better than if it costs money.

I don’t drink a lot. I’m not a big fan of drinking, not to mention drinking on my own feels sad. Maybe I can get Gisett to drink with me.

I take a sip of the cocktail. It’s a smooth one with a hint of sweetness. But all I know is that I’m not a fan of bitter alcohol. Maybe telling the bartender that I’d just have whatever my friends have isn’t a good idea. I don’t know the name of a single drink and what’s on the menu’s like a foreign language to me.

No one seems to notice me, which is good news. I sit back and try to relax as much as I can, given the loud music that’s still murdering me.

Maybe something’s wrong with me. Most people in the bar are similar age to me, and most of them, if not all, seem to be enjoying their time. No one’s sitting to the side like me.

But I can’t seem to gather the excitement. I can be excited when I’m in a library or a cafe, but this bar is just not doing it for me.

Speaking of which, maybe I should go to a cafe to get to know people who will share my interest. People like me don’t enjoy a noisy bar like this. So why am I even here?

Groups and groups are dancing in the center of the bar, swaying their bodies and seemingly having fun.

I still don’t understand.

I can’t be the only person who doesn’t like this kind of situation, right? I can’t be that special.

What’s Gisett doing? Still standing there and staring at the street? That’s the most boring job ever.

But even that sounds more enticing than sitting here.

I narrow my eyes, trying to figure out where my friends are, but they remain mixing with the crowd, nowhere to be spotted.

I take another sip of the drink, which makes my cheeks warm. I’m probably not that good with alcohol. I’ve never tested that. This isn’t the right time and place to be testing that.

How long has it been since I arrived? Probably not long enough for me to be gone.

I think I’d have to at least stay for an hour before I can sneak home.

“Laura, can’t believe I ran into you here!”

I look up at Ryan’s curly hair and his grin. It is evening, but he is so energetic that he may as well be just out of bed. How is that even possible?

I force a smile even though I’d rather be left alone. “Hi... Didn’t expect to see you either.”

He chuckles. “Can I take a seat?”

No? “Sure.”

He takes a seat, leaving enough room between us. He glances at my drink. “Sure feels good being a woman, at least for this moment, huh?”

“Yeah... It’s not that bad.” I think I’m trying to convince myself of that instead of actually believing that myself, but whatever...

He chuckles. “Looks like you aren’t a bar person.”

I nod. “Is that obvious?”

“Pretty much when you’re here when everyone else is over there.”

I sigh. “It’s too loud over there. Not to mention I can barely hear you, even though we’re sitting side by side and we aren’t even close to the dancing area.”

He nods. “I can see that. But I think most are here to enjoy the music, the vibe, and maybe the dances.”

I shrug. I don’t agree with that at all. That can’t be further from enjoyment in my book, but maybe Ryan’s enjoying the bar, so I shouldn’t rain on his parade. “Maybe. Why don’t you enjoy the dance a bit too? Since you’re here already.”

He leans a bit closer. “Fancy a dance with me?”

What?

I bite the inside of my mouth, trying to calm myself. This can’t be happening... I must be imagining things.

He gives a nervous laugh. “There are so many people out there, no one will spot us.”

So... He really is asking me for a dance.

I take another sip of my drink. There’s not a lot left, so I finish the rest. Maybe it is the alcohol, there’s a surge of heat inside me, brewing and threatening to spill. “Maybe let’s wait for a slower song.”

“Ah, okay.” He grins and that sends my heartbeat raging.

This is going to be such a bad idea. I’m so bad at dancing. I’m going to step on her feet and it’s going to end so badly that my stomach twitches already.

I take a breath, trying to look normal, maybe the alcohol will make my burning cheeks look normal, or maybe I’m the only one paying attention to that when the lighting in this place is so abnormal.

Worse... The song is tuning out, which means another song is clicking in soon and I’d run out of excuses.

It’s not that I don’t want to dance a tiny bit, but...

My brain is still busy processing why he’s asking me for a dance...

Maybe it’s not going to be that bad.

Ryan stands and reaches a hand to me. “Let’s go?”

It can’t be that bad, right? I told myself I should get to know more people too... I’m not sure whether this is the case, but maybe I can try that. It’s just a dance, after all.

I take his hand, and he leads me to the dancing area. The music is banging there, and I regret my choice at once. It would be a lot better if the music was better, but I can’t do a thing about it...

He chuckles. “Just follow me.”

“I’ll try.” I can barely hear him, and I doubt he can hear me. This bar is stupid. Maybe a lot of bars are like this, which only means that I’m more than right for not liking bars and parties.

I follow his steps regardless. I’m already here, may as well last until the song is over. It can’t be that long. At most, it’ll be five minutes, I can survive that.

He holds my hands, guiding me to the dance moves. “Relax, you’re doing great.”

I take a breath, trying to control myself. It has been a long time since I attempted dancing, so... I almost can’t put my steps together and I swear if I’m not in sneakers, I’d trip and fall. Then everyone will know how much I suck.

We take turns and swirl. I fight to look normal and as if I fit in with this place, even though I know I probably still don’t.

Ryan has a handsome smile on his face. I guess he isn’t a bad guy. Maybe he is here to get to know a new friend too. Seeing we are classmates, it’s not that bad to be with him so I won’t be approached by awkward ones.

My cheeks are heating up even more. I must have drank too much. Where are my friends? Did they leave already?

There are a lot of people around me, not to mention that I’m constantly moving during the dance, I can’t figure out where they are. Are they still having fun somewhere?

Ryan says, “Are you feeling better now? It feels like you are easing into the music.”

Except all I hope is for the music to be over and for me to be off this place. I force a smile. “I hope.”

He chuckles. “Maybe we can go to some other places next time, where it won’t be too noisy.”

That sounds good on the surface. I’d love a quiet place. Actually, it’s hard to be worse than this stupid bar. Yet, he seems to be hinting at taking me out to somewhere else next time. I suppose he’s just trying to be nice.

“We’ll see.”

“Sure.” He seems to be happy. Maybe if I’m not interested, I should’ve rejected that. But... Maybe I’m not that against that. I can go out with someone. But if that’s just the two of us...

Is he asking for a date?

Now Gisett shows up in my mind. He and I shared a night together, but we aren’t dating each other anyway. Also... Is dating a gargoyle a thing? I’d think that gargoyles have their own thing. That’s if Gisett even feels something for me, which I doubt he does.

He saved me from the robber, and we fucked each other, that’s pretty much about it. It was... Maybe I was the rash one.

More importantly, when’s this music going to end?


Chapter 15


Gisett

So... It’s the day of the month again. I suppose I should show up for the monthly gargoyle gathering just so everyone will know that I’m still alive.

This is so not fun.

Maybe Laura isn’t the only one who doesn’t like bars or social situations.

I sigh and make myself go. I peek down the corridor of the dungeon, turning back to make sure I rolled the stone back into its position. Technically, the magic conceals this place from humans and other beings, but I suppose we should still keep the stone here.

Now, the corridor is dark except for the tiny, weak glimmer of light at the corner a distance away. I’ve been here a lot of times. I can pretty much walk down the path with my eyes closed.

The bar is bustling with gargoyles chatting. There’s quite some music too, but I may be able to tolerate that. I’ve never been to a bar operated by humans for other humans. I’d be dead given how gargoyles have a lot more sensitive ears.

I walk through the door. A few glance at me and resume their chatter.

I head straight to the bartender to get a drink. Mckur is a big gargoyle with a big beer belly. He is a nice older one who takes care of everyone. He is wiping beer glasses with a towel, but it doesn’t take long before he sees me.

He grins and sets the glass to the side. “Hello, Gisett, I’m so happy to see you. What’s your drink for the night.” He goes on to turn down the music for me as he wriggles his fingers, waiting to make me something.

The softer music is a lot better for me, even though it has been right for gargoyles. Some of us like our silence, or at least less of the bustling. “Anything.”

“No, that’s not called anything. It should be called, let the bartender decide.”

I nod while resisting the urge to roll my eyes. He sure thinks he’s funny with that. I take a seat, resting my elbow on the bar table.

Usually, this monthly gathering thing is just gargoyles drinking and checking to make sure everyone’s doing fine. Maybe for the younger ones, it’s fun. I don’t understand them.

Mckur hums a song as he gets the bottles and starts making the drink. I lean on the bar table, looking over the scene instead.

There are a lot of gargoyles around, most of them I at least know the name of. I count them in my head. Even though I’m not a big fan of spending an evening sitting around, watching everyone, and knowing everyone’s fine isn’t that bad. I suppose that’s part of my job. Most, or say, unless someone’s sick, all gargoyles in the city will gather.

It doesn’t take long before Mckur taps my wing. “Here you go, champ.”

I roll my eyes at that, but I pick up the glass, regardless. It is a mysterious green drink, which... I take a sip despite it doesn’t look enticing at all. It has a weird grassy vibe, but it smoother than I expected.

Mckur watches me with his eyes almost glowing. “How’s it?”

“Well... Good?”

“Nice.”

“More importantly, how many times have I told you to stop calling me champ?”

He winks. “I know it has been a long time, but before someone else takes your place, the name will follow you.”

I huff. “So, when another strong gargoyle comes along, you’d forget about me.”

He blinks. “Don’t be silly. No one will ever forget about you.”

I take another sip of my drink. “Is everyone here already?”

He nods. “I think so. I counted as I served everyone.”

“Good to know.”

“How’s life?”

“Well, it’s the same old. Nothing’s better than something.”

“For sure. But you get to be at the college, man, that has to be amazing.”

I smile. I didn’t fight hard for that, but I got to stay at the college, which is a bonus. “Yeah, that’s pretty cool.”

He leans closer to me, so I lean back, but he frowns at me.

I clear my throat. “What’s wrong?”

He leans closer again. I resist the urge not to move. He sniffs at me. I swallow, not knowing what’s wrong. I don’t remember pigeons messing with me. Pigeons can feel vibrations and noises that humans can’t, so I know to hum that frequency to get them off me. There’s no way I smell bad either.

He rubs his chin with something in his eyes. “So... It looks like you’ve been having fun.”

“I don’t get it.” My heart skipped a beat when he said that. Is that a reference to Laura? But there’s no way Mckur can know about that. He lives in the dungeon like quite a lot of other gargoyles, so...

He smirks. “I may not be that young, but my nose is still pristine.” He pinches the air with two fingers. Maybe that means something, not for me. He must have been watching human movies or something.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He glances to the side, apparently making sure no one’s too close to us that they may hear us. “Look, I bet you’ve found yourself a fancy mate somewhere.”

A surge of heat rushes to my cheeks. I can only hope my skin color is dark enough that Mckur won’t find out. “No.”

He examines me, not remotely convinced. “Well, or like what the humans say, getting laid.”

“Stop that silliness.”

“But I smell that from you. A cute female.”

“Shut up.” I hiss at him, but he isn’t intimidated at all. He knows I’m not going to hurt him, so my glare isn’t working well.

He muses, isn’t leaving me alone at all. “There’s no shame in finding yourself a mate.”

Except Laura and I aren’t mates. I don’t even know whether she feels something for me past lust. I want her. I want to gather her in my arms and share my time with her, not just about sex and how good her tight pussy pleases me.

Mckur continues, “You’re the gargoyle who can get whoever you want.”

I shake my head. “Stop that.”

He moves back to his spot, seemingly finally giving up. Or knowing him... seemingly he thinks that he has confirmed his suspicion. “You should enjoy yourself, you deserve it.”

I roll my eyes. “All I’ve done that’s deemed different from other gargoyles is that I had a tiny bit more achievement in the battle that’s long over.”

“You still get to wear that as a badge of honor forever. Just tell that female you want her.” He winks. “I believe in you.”

It can’t be that simple. He’s just making things up.

I down my drink and get off the seat. Coming here is the worst thing I could have done for the evening. I have to fix that quickly.

Mckur yells at my back. “Where’re you going?”

“Somewhere.”

“But we haven’t done the chanting yet!”

Ah... right...

I stop at the door and turn back. I don’t think humans have something like this, maybe Laura could have sneaked out of her bar trip, but I can’t. “When will it be?”

Mckur eyes me up and down with an annoying smirk. “Are you in a hurry?”

“Yes.”

“Hm... Someone’s waiting at home?”

I roll my eyes at him. “Can you just stop that stupidity?”

“Fine, fine.” With that smile still hanging on his face, I doubt he’s going to stop. “Just so you know, I’m more than happy for you.”

I hiss at him and flex my wings. If he keeps talking about that, I’ve warned him. I’m not going to be ashamed of having a mate or embarrassed by that, but Laura and I aren’t mates and we aren’t even dating. It’s not fair to both of us.

Mckur says, “Just enjoy your time here, okay? We’ll start the chanting...” He checked the candle that was flickering at the side of the bar. “Probably in ten minutes.”

“Okay...”

Mckur is the one responsible for figuring it out and doing the chanting with everyone. It’s not like we must do that or everyone will be dead, but as gargoyles, we still do that in every gathering. I don’t even know how he determines the starting time, but he has his way of doing it.

I take a seat at the bar table again, but this time, I lean against the table and watch everyone in the bar.

Some of them are chatting around tables, some are drinking and playing some kind of card games.

At least this place smells like gargoyles and partially, like home.

My heartbeat races and there are tingles in my wings. If Laura becomes my mate, I’ll get to bring her along and show her the things here. She seems to be interested in statues or something, as seen from books on her bookshelf. While gargoyles can act like statues, we have actual statues that recorded the war that was around, which I doubt humans know about. Maybe she will be interested too.

I want to share everything with her, but I don’t know whether she’ll be interested. I don’t like the guessing game, maybe I have to end it.

What’s she doing?

Does she...

I grit my teeth when a surge of fire lights in my stomach. She’s an attractive female, if she’s in the bar, will some men from somewhere try to get their hands on her?

Fuck that... If I find that male, whatever species that thing is, I’m going to smack him. I don’t even care. Laura and I may not have agreed to be mates, I’m always going to protect her.

“Champ... It’s time. I thought you couldn’t wait.”

I shudder when Mckur’s voice yanks me back to reality. “I’m just getting ready.”

“Yeah, are you ready by now? Everyone’s waiting for you or is already moving over to the chamber.”

I get off the chair and roll my eyes at him. He chuckles and doesn’t seem to care.

It is the thing again... I’m so indifferent about it... I’d much rather be at Laura’s place, but who knows whether she is back already?


Chapter 16


Laura

I collapse on the couch when I finally get back into my dorm room, closing and locking the door behind me. It has been quite an evening.

My head hurts from the one freaking drink that I finished. I’m so out of practice when it comes to partying. People seem to say that college is a good time for partying, but... I just want to fit in with everyone. I’m not special and don’t want to stand out.

I let out a breath, trying to get up so I could get a glass of water.

But a glass of water shows up in front of me. I blink until my eyes also focus on the hand that’s holding it. “Oh, you’re here.”

It is Gisett. He has a warm smile on his handsome face. “You’re back.”

I nod and take the glass from him. “Yes, I survived it.” I gulp down the water, hoping it will head my tense forehead and nerves. “Thanks.”

He sits by my side, and I find myself leaning onto him almost at once. Maybe I’m done with humans for the night, but I can deal with a gargoyle.

He wraps his wings around me. “You seem to be tired.”

“I am. I’m just not a party person, why must I make myself do this again and again?”

“To be fair, I think this is the first—“

“No, second time I have gone out with people since I got into this college, not to mention the lunches and dinners.”

He chuckles and strokes my side, almost as if he doesn’t find that an issue. “You survived.”

“That’s what I said. I don’t like that at all. But it feels like I’m going to have to stick with some of that for the whole four years to come.”

“Minus a month or two.” He winks as if he said something super smart.

“Just shut up and let me relax for the night.”

He kisses my temple, almost melting me with his hot lips. “Do I prepare the bathtub for you? With some massaging too?”

A surge of heat rushes to my cheeks and vibrates through my body. “You want to see me naked, huh?”

“Oh, maybe?” He sure sounds innocent enough. “I’ve seen you naked anyway.” He puts me on his lap, making it easier to meet his eyes when he is a taller guy than me.

He holds my side and makes sure I stay seated on his lap. He leans closer and rests his forehead on mine. “Don’t be shy. Let me know what you want.”

My heart races when his red eyes pierce into me, almost as if he can cut into my soul just like that. I try to not think about him too hard, then I can probably keep my thoughts to myself. I don’t have to do that when I’m with Ryan.

Gisett is still waiting. It feels bad to make him wait when he just wants to do something for me. Am I getting too close to him for our own good?

Like... I like to have him around, but when it comes to... I’ve never imagined letting a guy in my room all the time and he’s just here whenever he wants, almost as if we’re dating or something.

I don’t remember there’s this part in the gargoyle lore, but maybe that’s something I don’t know.

I clear my throat. “After we fucked that night, it looks like you invite yourself into my life and decide to stay just like that.”

He watches me with wide eyes as if he is surprised or something.

Did I say the wrong thing?

But that’s what’s happening.

He clears his throat. “So... Do you not want me around?”

No? But... “I think I’m tired.”

“I can bathe you and put you to the bed.”

I shake my head. “I want some time for myself. No others, not even gargoyles.”

He squeezes out a smile. “Okay. You know how to find me.”

I nod. The throbbing headache is creeping up and it hurts more than I want to bear. He puts me to the side, on the couch. “Laura, do I put you on the bed instead? And give you another water?”

Maybe I should tell him to just leave, but I let him.

The bed is a lot more comfortable than the couch and having my water bottle filled up by my side is great.

He stands at the side of the bed, still watching me.

I pull the blanket and wrap it around me. It hurts to even make out words, so I roll to the other side, hoping he’d know to leave.

But...

“Laura, the party is fine, right? Did anyone hurt you?”

“No.”

“Okay, I’m leaving.”

Even though he is a huge guy, his steps are quiet. There’s only light vibration that spreads from his feet on the floor to the bed.

He’s gone.

I close my eyes, willing the headache to be gone. I just want to fit in with everyone. But when Gisett wanders around me, it feels like...

Fuck...

What if he doesn’t exist and I’ve been imagining things?

I really should sleep before I keep coming up with even more bizarre ideas.


Chapter 17


Gisett

I don’t understand.

The wind blows at me and lightning threatens to bring along rain. I remain in my spot, staring at the road that’s still empty. It is still early in the morning. No one’s walking around.

For once, I hate this.

If I don’t have to be here, I can be in the dungeon and cry.

But I’m a strong gargoyle, I don’t cry over that silliness.

Is Laura the silliness?

It feels wrong to say that. But I can’t figure it out anymore. I know we aren’t dating or anything, but saying that I just invited myself over is mean. If she didn’t want me there, she could have just told me, and I’d leave. She knows that, right?

I just want to make sure she’s fine, but maybe she thinks that I’m too possessive of her.

Am I?

But I want to hold her and tell her that I care about her.

Maybe she wasn’t in a good mood. And maybe I did show up a bit too much.

She doesn’t understand. It feels like I need to be there even though I know I won’t be dead if I’m not there and she didn’t need me to be there either. She is capable of taking care of herself.

I grit my teeth, trying to make myself stop. She doesn’t need me to be there and I’m probably scaring her. I’m a bigger male, and I’m a gargoyle, which can’t be more different from a human. Maybe if I was something else, she wouldn’t be as intimidated.

But maybe she was just tired and I’m just imagining things.

Slowly, there are people walking on the road, most of them heading to the other side of the college campus, where the teaching buildings are.

Today, no one stares at me, which is good. Even though I’m pretty used to getting gazes because I’m a pretty awesome gargoyle, it sometimes makes me uncomfortable. I can’t even blink, or at least I’d feel like I can’t blink without getting spotted.

Where’s Laura? She has lessons for the day, right? I can’t wait to see her.

I sniff in the air, trying to catch her scent. It’s not easy given how the wind blows this time of the year, but I try regardless. Maybe she was too tired last night.

Wait...

Today’s Saturday, so she’s not going to have lessons. That’s probably also why the party was held last evening.

Now... Given how she was too tired to even talk to me, she probably isn’t going to be around for a while.

I take a deep breath, letting out a sigh. Maybe I should take a nap before she show ups. She loves reading, so the chance of her staying in her dorm room is high.

My wings itch, wanting to get to her and hold her. But after she told me to leave last night, I should respect her personal space.

Students walk past me without giving another side eye to me. The freshness of a gargoyle sitting at the gate wears off quickly to most, which I don’t mind at all.

Time slowly ticks along, the sun gets stronger and stronger. The fog and thick clouds are gone, but the air is still moist.

I’m still lonely here.

Wait...

I sniff in the air again. There’s a very faint sweet scent. It can’t be wrong, Laura is nearby and heading my way.

Where’s she going? To the library? She’s been a hardworking one, at least from how it looks. But this is a weekend, humans take a break from their jobs and studies on these two days, no?

Laura is there with a man, no, a kid compared to me. I know that curly-haired boy. He’s the one who keeps showing up around her. Now, he’s chatting with her. She seems to be happy. Her eyes are on him, not even glancing at me.

They walk along the road, arriving at the gate. Instead of heading to the buildings and the library, they turn at the gate and probably head to the bus stop.

Where are they going?

I want to follow and figure it out, but I know better than that. She deserves her own space and gets to know new people.

But... Was that guy also at the party? And...

I swallow with a heavy knot in my stomach. Did Laura already decide to date him? That can be the reason she doesn’t want me to be around her room as much, or at all.

Did I lose my chance with her? Because I didn’t ask her quickly enough?

I knew something was up when I caught another male’s scent on her. Even though I know I can’t make her stop getting to know others when I didn’t make it clear to her that I want her as my mate.

It’s a bar, so she probably danced with that guy.

But I’m the one who can protect her. What can that tiny human male do if something’s to happen? I’d never wish for bad things to happen to her, but who knows about the future?

I resist the urge to wrap my wings, which may show when people look at me. I close my eyes, chanting my magic to make sure no one can see my movement.

I clench a fist, hating every bit of this. Is it too late to talk to her about that? That... I want her as my mate?

Worst, she’d tell me that she’s not interested.

My cock twitches, wanting to hold her in my arms again. Is this the case of how when the last time something shows it, you’d never know until it’s over?

Maybe I should have listened to Mckur and talked to Laura before this mess. But I just want to make sure she’s comfortable around me first, before I ask for more.

What do I do?


Chapter 18


Laura

I take a sip of my coffee when the group decides to take a break at the coffee shop inside the museum. The coffee cup has the name of the museum, which is pretty nice.

The shop is filled with the sweet scent of coffee, which wakes me on its own. There’s soft music going in the background, which isn’t loud enough to interrupt our chatter, but enough to make it less obvious to other customers walking by.

On the walls, there are paintings that are in an old-fashioned style. Those are paintings of famous buildings in the city, which include Gisett. He makes for a handsome “building” under the artist’s skillful paint brushes.

“This is such a great trip. I’m not too annoyed at how early Ryan wanted us to wake up, after all.” One of my friends chuckles as she lets out a breath.

All of us study the same subject, after all, and this special exhibition in the museum is a must-go. It is going to close in a few weeks, which coincides with our mid-term examination. None of us are a fan of exams, but it is what it is, and we better check off this museum visit before we get too busy for it.

I check my phone, looking at the photos we took. “Yes, this is a fruitful trip.”

Ryan grins. “I’m glad. It’s also great that we’re students and the admission is almost free.”

“Saved enough for the coffee.” The other friend chuckles too.

Somehow, it’s the four of us. The three of us girls and Ryan, who somehow manage to be here with us, the probably nosy ones.

We are going to chat about something else when Ryan’s phone buzzes. He checks it and excuses himself to pick up a call.

Now, there are only the three of us left.

“Hey...” One of them elbows my side.

“What?”

“Don’t you think Ryan kind of wants to tag along when you’re around?”

My heart skips a beat while I fight to look normal. “What do you mean?”

My other friend says, “Didn’t he ask you for a dance last night?”

I shrug. “He saw me sitting in the corner.”

“No way, it doesn’t matter. He wanted to ask you for a dance, come on.”

I roll my eyes. “Both of you are still drunk.”

That can’t be what’s happening, right?

“Laura, you know it yourself. Maybe it’s time for you to forget about your imaginary friend and give him a chance. Also, give yourself a chance.”

“What do you even mean? Imaginary friend?”

She chuckles as if she doesn’t hear me. I’m going to ask about that, but Ryan’s almost back and I’d rather he know nothing about this stupid talk. Can this museum visit be what they make up? Just so I’d end up spending more time with Ryan because these two think that I won’t go out with him alone?

Holly...

Maybe they meant to help, but I don’t need this kind of help.

I don’t have imaginary friends anyway, even though my mind drifts to Gisett almost at once. He may not exist for others, he exists for me. At least he shows up for me and lets me see him.

Well... That does sound like an imaginary friend.

Except he’s not my imagination. Not at all.

He is probably somewhere enjoying the sun and staring at the street. Or maybe he curses the sun for being too hot as he waits there, taking on the prestigious job of a statue.

I just don’t understand gargoyles.

“Laura, what are you doing? Chatting with your imaginary friends?”

I roll my eyes. “Stop it. There are no imaginary friends in my head. I don’t imagine friends, unless all of you are imaginary.”

They laugh and my cheeks warm up at that. I hope they will drop it.

One of my friends muses, “Look, won’t it be great if there’ll be someone who takes care of you at times, who you can talk to, and who you take care of at times?”

I silently roll my eyes. These people just want to be dating someone. I don’t mind being with someone, but I’m sure not making it a priority just like that.

Gisett’s mildly upset face shows up in my mind, but his handsome grin when he told me he saved me comes up too.

Is he someone...

But he’s a gargoyle. And... he can never be with me out in public. Not to mention... The normal thing to do is to date another human, right?

I steal a glance at Ryan, who’s too busy chatting with the group to catch me. If he’s really looking to date me, maybe I can give him a chance.

But something about that doesn’t sit well with me.

It doesn’t take long before coffee is gone, and we should move onto the next show room. I stand, letting out a breath as I tell myself to focus on the exhibition instead of stupid relationship stuff. There’s a time and place for everything.

Ryan collects all the cups and tosses them to the bin. I pick up my bag, but my gaze follows his back.

How bad will it be if there can be something between him and me?

I don’t feel the same way for him compared to Gisett. I don’t know which is better or worse, it’s just different.

Gisett is the big gargoyle who can’t seem to peel himself away from me, but he’s not that annoying. Yet...

I should stop all these silly thoughts until later...


Chapter 19


Laura

I arrive at my dorm room, waving goodbye to Ryan, who insisted on walking me back here. He and I live on the same floor, after all. I don’t see a reason to refuse that.

I close the door after he’s gone. Finally, I’m done with people for the day. I put my backpack on the couch as I head to the bathroom to wash my face.

Wait...

I head to my bedroom instead. It is empty, like it should be. Maybe Gisett isn’t around. I don’t think gargoyles hide under a bed.

I check the room throughout, there’s no gargoyle, not even his scent. Am I upset that he isn’t here?

But I’m the one telling him to give me my personal space.

I shrug. I’ve been on my own for longer than his existence in my life. I’m going to be fine.

Compared to wondering what Gisett is up to, I should record this museum trip before I forget about the things I saw.

I wash my face, take a shower, and take a seat at my desk. It has been a fruitful day, even though it was awkward at times when my friends seem to want to give Ryan and me room, which is completely unnecessary. This isn’t high school, why are we doing that?

My phone buzzes. Ryan sends a few photos to the group chat, which I’m still not sure whether I’m happy to be in. At least I can be friends with them, not like some of the wilder people in my class. I scroll through the photos on my phone, only ending on the photo with Gisett.

Well, I’m not sure whether that counts. That’s the photo of me messing with the gargoyle. There’s cream on Gisett’s face and I pretend to be happy standing next to him, holding onto his wing to keep my balance.

This is such a silly photo. I’m going to delete it, but... Gisett looks silly with moss and cream. When the few sprayed cream onto his face, he probably couldn’t see how he looked, so...

I turn around to the couch, only remembering that he isn’t around.

Maybe he is busy, otherwise, he’d ask whether he can be here, or surprise me with his presence.

Another message from Ryan pops up, taking up the screen. He asks whether I’ll go to the library with him, and it isn’t in the group chat, which means that...

Before I can reply, a message from Gisett comes. He just can’t keep himself away from me.

He’s nice and cares about me, but... dating him is as far from normal as that can be.

I type to tell him not to come. He sends a smiling face, regardless. I don’t think he is happy.

But if I type something else, he may misunderstand. I... I stand and head to the window, looking in the direction of the statue. Gisett is still there, right? I narrow my eyes, making out the statue’s shape with the tiny help of the dim streetlights.

Maybe I should talk to Gisett, then it’ll be done. Probably.


Chapter 20


Gisett

Yesterday was a whole day without seeing Laura, not counting how she walked around with that annoying human male.

I hate that. But I can’t do anything if that’s what Laura wants.

Why doesn’t she want a gargoyle? I can bring her along and fly along the city. She’s going to enjoy that.

I stare at myself. No, the illusion of myself as a statue. I can’t stand being in that spot, which is such a weird feeling. A lot of gargoyles would love to do that, but...

What’s Laura doing?

I check my phone again. The last message we shared is the smiling face I sent after she told me not to show up at her place, which is pretty sad. But maybe it’s even more pathetic to hope for a response.

But I couldn’t make her want me, so...

The sun is setting, which means students are heading back to their dorm room, or just walking around, getting to places.

Is Laura going to walk by? She is going to, but is she going to even look at me?

My phone buzzes with a message from her. I hurry to check it out. She said she’d be back in half an hour, and I could wait for her in her room.

My heart skips a beat. I’ve been wanting that, but now that I have a word from her, I’m not sure what to think. I should be happy, but I can’t feel that. Maybe today’s the day she tells me that she doesn’t like gargoyles, and I should go back to being a statue.

What do I do next? Sit there and wait for another female who hits deep into my heart?

I shake my head, trying to shake away the thoughts. She hasn’t said anything, so I shouldn’t think about that before she says a thing. I’ll know very soon.

I arrive at her home soon enough, so soon that she isn’t around yet. I stare at the door with an urge to get out of here. Somehow, I wanted to be here, but when I’m here, it feels like I shouldn’t be.

While I’m still alone, I flex my arm. It has been a while since I’ve beaten up something, but that doesn’t mean I’m weak. My muscles are fine, and my magic ability is still on par. Do I not look like a good mate?

Now that I think about it, what do humans look for in a mate? It can’t be the same as what gargoyles look for, right?

Maybe Laura wants someone literate who knows a lot of different knowledge. Then I may not be the best, even though I’d hate to admit that.

I head to her bedroom, staring at her bed, where we spent nights together. She’ll be back soon. That annoying guy maybe with her, so I should stay away from the living room.

I head to the corner, leaning onto the wall as I stare at the empty bed. The pillow and the blanket are all messed up. She must have been in a hurry when she left for lessons. or she doesn’t care to fold everything up, which I understand. I don’t do that myself too, but that’s when I sleep on a bed, which has been a while.

There’s a click at the door. Laura’s chuckle comes and lures me to the outside like a perfect bait. But I know better than letting anyone else see me. She is with someone else, and that’s exactly what annoys me the most. I don’t even know the guy, but I hate him already.

It takes longer than it should for the door to be closed and Laura should be on her own and she’s ready for the talk.

Do I go outside and tell her I’m here? Or do I wait for her to look for me, not knowing if she’s alone?

There’s only her scent in the room, so she should be alone, but for once... I wonder whether she wants to see me. Or is she going to regret her decision and tell me to be back the next day?

“Gisett, are you here?”

So, here goes nothing.

I get out of her room. She doesn’t seem to be surprised. She gives a tight smile. “You’re here already.”

I grit my teeth when the other male’s scent on her is strong, but I fight to keep my emotions to myself. “Yes, I figured you have something to tell me.”

She blinks as if she is surprised. “I mean...”

I shrug. “It’s okay. Just tell me.”

She watches me for another moment. A thick silence lingers between us. I hate that, but there’s nothing I can do to stop it. Maybe as well take it on the face.

I take a step back. “Just so you know, it’s okay whatever you want to say. I hope I don’t intimidate you.”

She looks to the side, avoiding my gaze. “So... You want to cut to the chase.”

“I do. If something is to happen regardless, just do it. I don’t want to keep waiting and guessing.”

She nods again. I want to hold her in my arms and tell her that we can solve everything together, but that’s not what she wants. Or say, I should wait for her to say something before jumping to conclusions myself.

She says, “I think you are a great gargoyle.”

Yeah... but I’m still not good enough for her.

She continues, “But I’m a human.”

I nod. That’s a fact and there’s nothing we can do to change that.

She says, “I know you care about me, and we’ve shared plenty of intimate time.”

It hurts more than getting my wings burned by magical flames from a while back. I fight to keep my head up, but it’s not that easy.

She takes a step closer to me but stops before she’ll be right in front of me. Maybe she’s still scared of me. I think red eyes aren’t a thing among humans naturally.

“Gisett... I... We can’t. We can be friends, but not like this.”

“Like this? Like... Dating each other, even though we’ve never talked about that before?”

She swallows and her cheeks grow red. “Yeah... We never mentioned that before, but for me, it feels like we’re closer than friends, which...”

“Isn’t what you want.”

She nods. “Maybe in another world, we’d both be humans or gargoyles.”

I spread my hands to the side. “But me being a gargoyle doesn’t stop us from getting to know each other.”

She sniffs, there are tears in her eyes and that hurts a lot. “But we can’t. I’ve been wanting to be normal and be with others without looking like a weirdo.”

“That you have to make yourself date someone else, just because?”

Her mouth opens and closes. I grit my teeth, trying to stop myself, but I can’t. “And you’re going to date that kid, just so your friends will think that you’re cool?”

“Hey! He’s not a kid. No, I mean, I’m not dating anyone, I...”

I hiss at her. “Maybe the two of you haven’t talked about that, but you are thinking about that, right? Giving him a chance, somehow that’s how it should work in your head.”

She takes a deep breath, putting her hand between us. “I don’t want to explain that. I just want you to know that... Thank you for caring about me and helping me more than once.”

“Why do you care what others think?”

“You can’t even be out in public with me.”

Ah... I stare at my hands. Even if I can pass as someone who loves sunbathing a bit too much, I can’t hide my wings, so she’s not wrong. “So... you want a mate who you can show around.”

She shakes her head. “I... I don’t know how to explain it. It’s just... We aren’t even the same species.”

I don’t believe that’s the main reason, but if she insists that’s the reason we can’t even give that a try... I sigh. “I see. It’s okay. I understand. Just so you know, I hope you’ll be happy.”

She takes my hand, gently squeezing it. “Thank you.”

I try to smile so that I won’t look as scary. “A last hug?”

She nods and hugs me. “I’m sorry.”

I wrap my arms and wings around her. This hurts, but... if she doesn’t want me, why make both of us miserable?

Her soft body leans against me. I want to keep holding her, but...

I let go of her before the storm in my stomach rages through. I still don’t understand when I’m stronger than any man she can find. But I suppose humans have a different standard than gargoyles.

I give her a last pat on the head before I leave. If I talk, my voice may crack, and I hate that.

She... will be happier without me, and that sucks.


Chapter 21


Laura

Did I do something wrong?

Why does it hurt so badly that it feels like I’m suffocating?

I wake up to a soaked pillow, and that’s if I even fell asleep in the first place.

Gisett...

Maybe I shouldn’t let him hug me. It feels like he took a piece of me away with him.

Is that his magic?

But he won’t hurt me, right?

I push against the bed to sit up. The blank wall at the other side of the room stares back at me. There is light coming from the window. I really should get going.

But... I turn to get off the bed, yet my legs are weak, and I may trip and fall.

I take a deep breath when tears surge in me again.

But that’s what I should do. Gisett can’t run around with me like any other person can. Not to mention...

No, just no. I can find someone else who will care about me, even if that’s not Ryan.

Am I still the unluckiest person out there because...

My phone buzzes. It is my alarm, but all I want to do is remain in bed and pretend the outside world ceases to exist.

That is an entertaining thought, but not very practical. I can pretend the world doesn’t exist as much as I want, but it exists, and there will be consequences for doing stupid things.

For example, my professor won’t be happy. Then my friends will find me missing, and I will have to entertain their questions about my absence, which will prove to be more trouble than moving my ass to the lecture hall.

I suppose I can pretend to be busy after the lesson, then I can sneak back here.

I shake my head. That’s not the right thought. I can do whatever I want with my free time, so there is no sneaking back here.

It won’t do me any good to keep overthinking things.

The clock is ticking and I better hurry.

I don’t know whether it is lucky or not that Gisett and I kind of found each other, but I’ll deal with it. He is a great gargoyle, he doesn’t need a human as his mate.

I get ready for lessons, picking up my bag and making sure everything’s safely inside. Okay, I can do this. Now, I can focus on interacting with other humans.

Outside, in the corridor, no one’s around. I let out a breath and head in the direction of the lift. It looks like everyone’s out and doing things already, so I better catch up with them.

Today’s a great day. From the glass door of the dorm building, the sky and the sun are already outside. I push the door open when someone shows up to my side. “Oh, morning.”

It is Ryan, he grins so widely that I almost can’t see his eyes. “Morning, nice to meet you.”

This isn’t a random encounter, he’s been waiting for me. I shrug. “Don’t you worry that we’ll be late together?”

He chuckles. “We better get going if that’s the case.”

I roll my eyes but follow him as he opens the door for me.

It is a nice day outside, but we better hurry.

There are quite some students around too, some seem to have a lot more time than us while the others are in a hurry too.

As I head down the path, the gargoyle statue shows up. My heart races, even though his back is to me and he isn’t even looking at me. It feels... wrong.

When I go past the statue, I turn around to see it in the face.

Even though I know Gisett’s gargoyle face is going to be the same when he is in statue mode, he looks... sad. Somehow, the wings don’t look as strong, too.

“Is something wrong with the statue?” Ryan asks as he stops and looks at the statue too.

There’s a surge of heat in my heart that doesn’t seem to be mine, but it’s gone soon enough, almost as if it’s a mistake or something.

Is that... Gisett?

I will for him in my mind, but I can’t seem to feel a single word from him. Maybe he’s still upset with me, which... I know I’m in the wrong.

No, we’ve never agreed to be mates or be dating each other, so if he feels bad about that, it’s not my fault.

That’s what I chant to myself as I turn away from him, yet, the load in my guts remains. “Nothing, let’s get going before the lesson starts.”

I hurry to go down the road before Ryan can say another word. I don’t want to think about that anymore. I need time for myself and can’t be near the statue.


Chapter 22


Gisett

So... Laura runs away from me with that human. And that’s after I refused to talk to her.

I stare at her back, gritting my teeth as the fire simmers in me. I know what to do in this instance — keep being a statue. But knowing what to do and doing what I should do is different. One is far harder than the other.

If it were up to me, I’d jump and run over to her, keeping her for myself. But I can’t do that, even though my wings ache and hurt to do that.

She continues down the road, soon disappearing behind the gate that leads to the teaching buildings.

I’m such a failure...

I close my eyes and spread my wings a bit more. The sun is here anyway. I guess I may as well enjoy it. It could be... raining...

Maybe I don’t bring the best luck, the clouds are gathering, which isn’t a great sign...

When are we out of the rainy season?

The day is long when I have nothing to look forward to. Laura shouldn’t have that kind of power over me, but...

I miss her.

But she won’t miss me.

It is getting darker and darker as the sun sets, but there’s no sign of her, not even her scent.

There’s only one road leading to the dorm building unless she plans to walk through the woods and bushes.

She won’t do that, right? I’m not that important and she won’t bother to do all that just to avoid me. I’m just a statue.

I sigh. If I weren’t a gargoyle, she would give me a chance.

For once, I don’t want to be a gargoyle...

I shiver when her scent comes from a distance. Maybe she’s heading home. I can’t be there with her, and she won’t hug me, but watching her isn’t that bad.

It takes a while. Her legs are shorter than mine, so I guess it is going to take even longer before she arrives.

I miss her...

My throat gets tight when she shows up, but so does the fucking boy who follows her everywhere. I sneer at them.

Why?

What makes that fucking guy better than me? Just because he’s a human? Just because it is so important to be dating a human?

I clench a fist, trying to push down the flame that threatens to burst out of me.

She glances at me but looks away soon after.

The guy keeps talking to her and she seems happy. They chat as they go down the path, where I can’t watch anymore.

Now that she’s back home, maybe I can be somewhere else.

At the door to the bar in the gargoyle’s dungeon, I pause. It’s not that I can’t be here, but... I’m usually only once a month, yet... This is far away from yet another month since a few days ago.

Mckur is going to have so much to say.

I take my hand back to myself, hoping no one has found out that I’m here. Maybe I should stay at the campus. It can’t be that bad.

As Laura said, she and I weren’t even dating to begin with. She didn’t reject me, she was just... never interested.

I wonder which stings harder.

The door shifts and moves. I take a step back, not knowing whether I should run to leave or pretend I’ve just arrived.

Mckur’s at the other side of the door, he watches me with his head tilted to the side. “So, I smell a gargoyle, then I wonder why no one’s coming in.”

I huff. “There are gargoyles everywhere around here, what do you even mean?”

He sighs as if he’s telling me to stop with the nonsense. I roll my eyes. “I mean it. We know only gargoyles are here.”

He gestures into the bar. “Come, tell me what you need, champ.”

I hiss. “Stop acting as if I don’t belong. Otherwise, if you want me gone, I can leave.”

“Hey, that’s not what I mean, come on. Just come inside, I’m not standing here with you for long.” He opens the door wider for me.

I walk through the door, hoping no one’s inside. The music is pretty loud but tolerable. Before Mckur goes to tone it down, I stop him. I don’t need the attention.

It is pretty dim here, so there’s a chance no one sees me.

“Champ, you don’t have to be... Wait... Did something happen in the campus? Are those devils back at it? Do you need—“

I lift a hand to stop him. “The campus is fine. Nothing comes along to threaten it.”

“Okay... But you seem... defeated.”

I sigh. “Give me something.” I take a seat at the bar table. “Anything.”

“I told you that’s called let the bartender choose.”

I glare at him. I’m not in the mood for this stupidity. I just want to be drunk or do something that can turn my mind off.

He shrugs. “Okay, champ. I get it. Papa Mckur knows everything.”

I suck in a breath, fighting to let it out slowly to calm myself. He’s not going to stop grinding my gear. He’s not my father, but... every gargoyle seems to find Mckur to be the father figure here. He does take care of everyone, but I’m not calling him Papa Mckur, not ever. How old are we? Come on...

He chuckles. “Don’t you hate hearing that, huh?”

He pours liquor into the mixing jar swiftly. I’m not sure whether he knows what he’s doing. All he does is pour everything in, doing it so quickly that it feels like he isn’t paying attention to what he’s putting into the jar.

But I’m here and it’s too late to back out of the mysterious mixture. I hope I won’t spend the night in the toilet from that... purple thing.

He pours the content, which I can’t even name into a glass, handing it to me. The liquid dances as the glass is set on the table. “Here you go.”

I swear something shimmers inside the liquid. “What did you put in it?”

“Faerie’s dust.”

I stare at him, not sure whether I should take him seriously.

He nods. “Surprised, huh? My guy brought that in today. I was going to tell you, but you’re here already. Did you catch wind of that?”

I take a sip of the drink. It is spicy. I don’t understand the combination. “Is faerie’s dust supposed to be spicy?”

“A tad bit. Depends on species.”

I lift the glass and stare at the liquid. “How did the guy come into possession of such a thing?”

“Right? But that’s the hunter’s secret.”

I nod. “I get it.”

Faerie’s dust is the nickname of the glittery powder from a very rare type of fungi that is rumored to only live in the cleanest mountain with the best air, soil, water, and everything imaginable. The powder is said to be able to heal whatever injuries are out there.

I don’t believe every part of that myself. Some parts have to be exaggerated by the hunters so that they can sell stuff for more.

The powder is good for health, probably, but it’s not perfect and that magical.

There’s a surge of heat swirling inside my stomach. Maybe it has to do with the faerie’s dust, or maybe it’s just the alcohol.

Mckur watches me with eager eyes again. I roll my eyes. I don’t want to entertain him. Maybe I should have stayed on the campus to save my trouble. There won’t be alcohol, but there won’t be anyone to interrupt me either.

His gaze remains on me for another moment before he sighs. “I mean... I want you to be comfortable when you’re here.”

I take another sip of my drink. I want to be comfortable when I’m here too. The music is fine for me today. If it is louder, or if I stay here for longer, it may be able to drown my thoughts. The other gargoyles have enough respect for me that they won’t talk to me unless they have to. I’m pretty well known as the one who doesn’t talk much, except Mckur has yet to get a notice.

He works on a few other drinks for others while I stare at my own glass.

Why doesn’t Laura want me?

She told me, but I refused to take that as an answer. There has to be something more to that, right?

Just because I’m a gargoyle?

I have nice wings...

Maybe I’m a disappointment even though I tried to impress her.

Why?

I hate losing her without even knowing the reason for it. When it comes to her, it feels like I haven’t even started to fight, but it’s over.

A heavy hand finds its way to my shoulder. It is Mckur again. He has a light frown. “Do you want to talk? Or be somewhere quiet?”

I nod. I don’t want to think, but I can’t do anything about that. My legs are heavy, and I don’t like my wings.

Maybe Laura doesn’t like wings. I move the tip of my wings, trying to stretch them, but not really trying. Maybe the wings are too stiff for her.

Mckur brings me to one of the meeting rooms downstairs. This is near the chamber for the chanting, which we sometimes use after the ritual. It is darker here than the outside. There’s no artificial wall here other than the door. The rest are stones from the cave itself.

I let out a breath. This place is cooler than upstairs, so it may be able to cool my head too.

There’s a round table for gargoyles to chat and enjoy a drink or two. There are chairs around it, which I put my slumping body onto.

Mckur puts my glass of drink on the table, which I didn’t remember to take with me. He sits next to me. “Look, something’s wrong, huh?”

I don’t want to talk about that. I take a sip of my drink, willing the pain in my chest to be gone.

He remains by my side and doesn’t even care about my silence. He should know better than stay here, but he keeps thinking everyone likes him and wants his presence in the room.

I close my eyes when the burn from the alcohol surges in me. I need more of that to keep myself sane. This may not be the best way to flee from my trouble, but I’m doing what helps.

He chuckles. “Don’t choke from drinking too quickly.”

I grunt but almost choke doing that.

He sighs and shakes his head, but a faint smile remains on his face. I hiss at him. “Just shut up and leave me alone.”

“What happened? It has been a while since I saw you this dejected. Is that with your new friend?”

“I don’t have a new friend.”

He leans closer to me as if he’s sniffing me once again. “But you do, right? Or did.”

I grit my teeth, resisting the urge to punch him in the face. Despite my fist aching to do just that, I know better than that.

He pats my shoulder. “Tell me, what did she say?”

“Why must you insist that she even exists?”

“Who are we fooling? Don’t you forget I watched almost everyone grow up? Since you were a small gargoyle, I’ve been taking care of you. There was that time--”

“Fine, fine...” I roll my eyes so hard that my eyeballs may fall out of their sockets. I don’t need a dose of my embarrassing past, which Mckur seems to remember, while I don’t. Maybe I was too young to have memories of those times, but I still don’t need the reminder.

He smiles. “Then you get my point.”

I down the rest of the drink, letting the heat linger in my throat. “She said... she doesn’t want to date a gargoyle.”

He scowls. “Why? What’s she? A human?”

I nod. “Yeah... A human female. I mean... I don’t think I can, or should convince her to give a gargoyle a try, so...”

He hisses and rubs his hands together. “No way. We’re gargoyles and we are awesome. Who doesn’t like wings and strong arms that are sturdy like stones?”

“She’s free to think whatever she wants.”

“Not wrong, but she should give you a chance and get to know how amazing you are.”

I shrug. Maybe I don’t really hate him, it’s just...

He stands and sends the chair squeaking. “We have to show her how amazing—“

“No, leave her alone.”

“But it’s not fair to you. She can say you’re an ass and that’ll be a better reason to reject you over you being a gargoyle. Now that I think about it, as a gargoyle myself, I have to fix that.”

“Stop that... You know that humans don’t know a lot about us. She doesn’t even know we exist until a short while ago. I think...” I run my finger along the glass, wiping away the water droplets on it. “Maybe I scared her. maybe she thinks that gargoyles are scary.”

“Well... I can’t say for others, but you surely can be intimidating.”

I hiss. “You know that I’m only intimidating against our enemies.”

He sighs. “Yeah, not wrong.”

I rub my temple. “I guess it is what it is. I’ll have to watch them together until they graduate and get out of the college.”

“Wait... She’s with someone else already?”

I nod. I suck as a gargoyle and I’m a shame to everyone. “I suppose. She said that she’s going to be with a human, so... Maybe she has been wanting to date that one. She said that she could never be out in the open with me, and that... she wants to be normal like other humans, which means no gargoyle.

Mckur grunts. “That’s wild. I can’t stand that even when I’m not you. I’ll get us more drinks!” He storms out of the meeting room with wings poised. Even his belly juggles as he walks, which has to take quite some movement to move that size of fat.

But this isn’t the time to mock him, even though he won’t care and always laughs at his beer belly. I just... don’t know what to do.

Logically, it’s not that big of a deal. It’s just a female doesn’t want me as her mate. I’m not dead and no one’s dying.

It doesn’t take long before Mckur’s footsteps come from the door. He stomps on the staircases as if they annoyed him.

“I’m back, champ.” He puts two jugs of beer. “Here, we’re going to drink together.”

I lift my brows at him. “What’s your reason for drinking?”

“Um... To show support.”

I take the jug regardless. It’s just his excuse to sit here and drink with me.

He lifts his. “Here, we’re going to toast for a better mate for you. how dare she!”

I force a smile. “It’s okay, I’ll be fine.” I toast with his jug before I take a long sip. The cold liquid runs down my throat, but it doesn’t help the fire in my stomach.

When will this be over and when will I stop thinking about her?


Chapter 23


Laura

I try to hang out with everyone and do well in class, but...

It’s okay. I’ll figure it out. This may be the first mid-term examination for my college time, but this isn’t the first exam I’ve been through.

My heart races so hard that it may jump out of my chest. I clench a fist, only to find my palms sweaty.

I stare at the partition in front of me that divides the desks into cubicles for students to study. It is a wooden partition board that’s cold and hard, so boring, without a hint of life.

If I’m not in a library, I would be screaming. It feels like I’m trapped. Why did I put myself in such a jail?

Ryan’s on the other side of the partition board, probably doing a lot better than me.

I was hoping to do great in class and everything, but for now, I just want to hide and ignore everything.

I rub my temple, trying to calm myself. Why do I have to be so nervous?

My gut twitches and my mind keeps wandering. I don’t even know whether I can keep going with this.

“Hey, are you fine? You look tired.” I turn around to find Ryan next to me with his water bottle. Maybe he’s here to ask whether I’d want to get a refill with him. The machine’s at the other end of the library, which makes for a decent walk from the seat and can act as a much-needed break.

I pick up my water bottle. “I think I’m just tired.”

He gives me a hand and I take it, despite something in me screaming for me to thank him and move on.

We never said anything about dating each other or something like that. We just somehow always find ourselves spending time together. Or maybe I’m the one finding that out while he has been wanting to spend more time with me.

We head down the corridor between the shelves, heading for water. The soft carpet that layered the floor takes away our footsteps. The warm lighting in the library is there to hide the fact that we’re just trapped here for who knows what.

Studying, yeah... that.

Even though I told Gisett that we couldn’t be together, I still think about him all the time. For example, there are a few bronze statues in the library, especially in the lobby, where they go with the display board about the history of this school and library. These bronze statues have nothing to do with gargoyles, but I still think about him.

I’ve never dreamed about Gisett or gargoyles since I rejected him. Part of me doesn’t mind dreaming about him again, but it feels wrong, like... Maybe I shouldn’t think about him like that.

What’s he doing?

I’ve been trying my best to look away from Gisett when I head home, but he’s such a big statue that it’s hard to not see it.

Is he mad at me?

I told him we could still be friends, but maybe that’s not what he wants.

Ryan and I arrive at the water dispenser, and we take turns filling up our bottles. He lets out a breath. “It’s quite a day.”

“Yeah...” I cover my mouth as I yawn. The water dispenser is further away from the desks and study area, so it is fine for us to talk a bit more without disturbing anyone. “I think I’ll stay for another half an hour and call it a day.”

“Do you want to have dinner together?”

I shake my head. “I’m too tired for that this evening.”

“I see. I get it. Don’t study too hard.” He winks, which makes my cheeks burning hot.

But at the same time, I think about Gisett again. This is getting annoying. He refuses to leave my brain.

Well... I’m the one who keeps thinking about him.

The remaining half an hour is a blur. I think I go through a few more pages, but I’m not sure whether I remember the words, let alone understand them.

Maybe it’s a bad idea to stay for longer when my mind isn’t at it anymore.

It’s all Gisett’s fault. He is the reason nothing’s working out well. My luck is just... Maybe I should have told him that this wasn’t going to work in the beginning, then I wouldn’t end up in this situation. I should have... told him before I felt something for him. And I should have controlled myself not to fuck him. Then it’d be better. At least it should be better.

Ryan leaves the library with me. We part ways at the fork of the road to the dorm building and the restaurant, respectively. It is still early. The sun is still setting, so it should be fine for me to head home on my own.

I can’t be unlucky enough to run into a robber again, right?

Gisett will... he said he will protect me if something happens, not that I’d wish for bad things to happen to me, that’s for sure.

Down the road, there are quite a few other students and passersby, which makes the journey feel safer. The gates are in sight in no time, also... Gisett’s there, too.

I stare at the statue as I walk closer and closer to it. Who designed this stupid road? There should be more than one path that leads back to the dorm building. Then I won’t have to keep seeing him all the time.

The statue feels dead, even though it sounds weird to be thinking that. A statue has never been alive, but knowing it is Gisett makes it feel different.

The time when we would talk in that strange magical way... I think about Gisett and hold the thought in my chest. Since the day I told him off, I haven’t felt the same vibration in my chest. It’s like... the other side of the phone is gone, no one’s there anymore. Not only that, the call doesn’t even go out.

The statue’s eyes look at me, but it feels different.

Maybe Gisett isn’t around.

I sigh. “Where are you? It’s all your fault. Like... something like that.”

I look around, making sure no one’s close enough to hear my ramblings against a statue. Gisett may not be here at this moment, he will be back soon. I thought he was usually here unless he’s with me. But maybe...

Maybe he found himself a mate. He doesn’t care that I’m a human, so... his mate can be a human or a gargoyle.

My chest tightens with that thought. I should be happy for him but at the same time...

I... Maybe I miss him. Now that I get us into this situation, I have no one to blame but myself. “Gisett, you aren’t showing up for me anymore, huh?”

I’ve been trying to spend time with Ryan, but it’s not the same. It feels like he can be a good friend, but it doesn’t feel like I have that kind of connection with him. While with Gisett, he can always comfort me, even when I’m tired. I’ve never been too tired to have Gisett with me, yet...

Maybe I should get my gargoyle back. but I was the one telling him that there was no future for us. I run my hand over my face. Maybe I can never go out with him to public places, and people around me are going to keep saying that I should date someone, but I’d be enjoying myself with Gisett.

I stare at the statue for a bit longer. Do I message him? he may not want to chat with me or think about me, but he still checks his message, right?

There’s a knot in my stomach, as if urging me to do something, but it doesn’t feel right.

Before I spend too much time in front of the statue and look suspicious, I continue heading down the road. Except the urge remains in my chest. I’ve tried to be normal almost my whole life, but that hasn’t worked out as I hoped. Yet, at the same time, it hasn’t been as bad as I imagined either.

But the problem is... will Gisett still want to deal with me? He did nothing wrong, and I told him that I didn’t want to date a gargoyle, I didn’t even give him a chance.

Maybe Ryan’s not that interested in me after all. I can be dating someone else, not that he and I have been dating anyway. There could be another human out there waiting for me and we’d get along great.

Or not...

Or maybe I’ve already run into someone who I can get along with great.

It is getting darker. There are birds chirping in the woods. My shadow is long under what’s left of the sun. I pick up speed, not wanting to run into another robber or something dangerous again. When my luck sucks, which happens quite a lot, I don’t want today to be that day.

Where’s Gisett?

I pull out my phone to check for messages. I keep scrolling to look for Gisset. It has been a while since we—

I halt when there’s a shadow in front of me.

No way, I—

It’s a bird... Probably a crow.

I let out a breath. That stupid bird is going to give me a heart attack any day. I glance at my phone again. In the rush to halt before I bump into the bird, my fingers send me out of the app for messages. Now, I have to start the scrolling once again...

Stupid bird.

Maybe this is a sign I should wait to message Gisset after I get home safely. I don’t want to risk my luck. Humans can be a lot more dangerous than birds. Not to mention I know that Gisett isn’t around, and he can’t help me in time. He has some magic under his sleeves, but he has to know about my situation first, which may take time. I may not survive until then.

I open the door to the dorm building, getting in as quickly as the door opens wide enough for me to slip through.

Fuck... I forgot about my backpack, and it’s stuck over there.

I try to open the door again so I can unstuck myself, but my hands can’t reach the door. Yet, if I keep moving forward, my backpack will be ruined.

Maybe I should walk backward, and that should—

“Miss, looks like you need help.” It’s a hoarse male voice, which doesn’t sound like good news at all.

I jump, but I can’t move enough to get out of the way and into safety. I open my mouth to scream, but the door lets go of my backpack out of nowhere. I was trying to run forward, but now that the door doesn’t hold me back, I stumble forward. I try to steady myself, but my feet hit each other.

“Fuck!” I yell as I close my eyes, bracing for impact.

But the pain doesn’t arrive. Instead, I hit something softer than the tiled floor. “Wow, wow.” The guy’s there and...

I open my eyes to see a masked figure in front of me, who’s also the one holding me in his arms. He is masked, with sunglasses, despite that it isn’t that sunny outside. He also has a stupidly big hat with bulges to the sides, where the ears should be. “Who even are you? Security! I—“

He hisses and covers his mouth. “Stop the stupidity.” He puts me down and runs to the door.

I stare at him. Do I run and chase after him? For what?

I blink as I stare at the door a bit longer. I thought the guy dashed out, but...

There’s no need to be curious about what happened with that guy, but I head to the door again and open it. Outside, all the way to the statue, there’s no one on the path.

So...

I feel my face. Did I see things?

But someone did help me, right? Otherwise, I’d end up on the floor.

Now that I think about it... With how hard the guy tried to hide himself with awkward clothes and accessories...

Is that... Gisett?

Really?

I dash to the lift, I have to—

I turn around and run to the door. First, I have to pick up my student card that fell when I tripped and almost fell.


Chapter 24


Gisett

I sit on the strongest branch of the tree a distance away from Laura’s dorm building. “Am I... too weak?”

Mckur chuckles and pats my arm. It is a miracle the branch remains steady despite his weight. “You just care about her a bit too much.”

I roll my eyes. “But she doesn’t care about me. Like... She’s not going to consider a gargoyle, even if I helped her. It’s just a backpack. She could have figured it out soon enough, within seconds.”

“Well, well. What else should you have done? Sit there and watch her struggle?”

I sigh. It may not be a good idea to let Mckur be here. As the gargoyle who’s in charge of the campus, I can shoo him away, but he’s Mckur, so... I guess he can tag along.

It is dark after the sun has set. My head hurts from the drinks I’ve been gulping down. But I’m not hurting too much to fly. It’s just... maybe the hurt in my heart aches more.

I shrug. “She probably doesn’t even know it’s me.”

“Given how silly you looked, you bet.”

I huff. “She was attacked by a robber a while ago, so...”

“Oh, I hope she’s not too scared.”

“I hope not. She’s... probably strong enough.”

“What happened to the robber?”

“I smacked the guy and made sure he would regret his life’s choices. Well, I can’t control how he thinks, but I’ve made it... I don’t think he’s dead, but his stay in the hospital and the bill will hopefully make him think twice about doing it again.”

“So, he’s going to rob more people to pay the bill.”

I grunt. “That’s not funny.”

He chuckles. “I know, I know. But we may as well have a bit of laughter here and there when we can.”

Maybe he has a point. But I’m still not in the mood for his jokes. “Nothing matters in the end.”

He pats me with his wing. “Don’t be too upset over that. All of us know you’re the best gargoyle out there.”

I force a smile, even though I’m probably failing at that. “Look... I don’t know. It doesn’t feel important.”

“She’s not the only female out there.”

I sneer at him. Maybe he’s not wrong, but it doesn’t feel that way. I don’t know why a woman like Laura hit me so hard that it feels like I can’t think straight when she’s around. When I took her into my arms, so she didn’t end up on the floor, it was tempting to never let go again. Her soft body was a bit too tempting, and it felt right for me to be there with her, except she didn’t want that.

I clench a fist, slowly letting it loose. “Maybe something’s wrong with me.”

Mckur muses. “It can be the case. You fought hard.”

“Stop talking about the fight that is so far back in time. That has little to nothing to do with the present time.”

“Hey, I think that’s still very important.”

My phone buzzes, yanking me out of my thoughts. It can’t be anything important, though. I pull it out to check anyway, just in case.

I turn the screen to face the ground as soon as I glance at the sender.

My heart races and hammers in my chest.

Mckur smirks and watches for my reaction. I look at him before I stare at the dorm building. There are lit-up rooms scattered throughout the building. Laura’s in one of those rooms. Is she looking out of the window?

The woods are too dense for anyone from there to spot Mckur and me, so there’s no way she can see me from afar. Yet...

Mckur asks, “Who’s that? I think it’s not a scamming message.”

I shake my head. “I haven’t read it.”

“Why don’t you? Getting jittery?”

I take a deep breath. “I don’t know. Should I?”

“It’s her, huh? I think she figured out you helped her.”

“I think so.”

“And how bad can it be, anyway? That she’s mad you helped her?”

“I think she may have said that we shouldn’t be seeing each other.”

“If that’s the case, it means that we’re still in the same situation and nothing’s changed.”

I don’t understand where the ‘we’ comes from, as if Mckur thinks that he’s somehow involved in this. He is the gargoyle who always wants to help everyone and invites himself everywhere.

He flaps his wings. “Just check the message.”

“Are you cold? You don’t have to be here with me.”

“I’m not cold. I’m a gargoyle, come on.”

I lift my brows at him. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. I may be a bit older than most, but I’m not weak.”

I shrug. “Whatever you want to say.”

I run my finger along the edge of my phone. Maybe I really should check it. How bad can it be? She can be mad at how I tried to help her, but it isn’t going to make things worse when it can’t be worse.

It’s just a message, but it takes effort to flip my phone over to read the text.

I clear my throat. “I think I have to leave.”

“Huh? What did she say?”

I put my phone back into my pocket. “Well, she asked whether gargoyles hide under a bed.”

“Why would we do that? it’s silly.”

“I think it’s a human thing. but...”

“Anyway, sounds like she’s looking for you.”

“Yeah... I don’t know whether that’s a good sign.”

“Maybe she finally found out that she needs a reliable gargoyle in her life and there’s no one better than you.” Mckur is always the one who makes everyone feel good. Sometimes, he does it so intensely that I wonder whether he meant to mock me, but the fire in his eyes suggests otherwise. For him, every gargoyle’s the best.

He smacks my back, almost shoving me off the tree. “Let’s go, champ!”

I wonder how he can keep up such energy all the time. “You’re heading home.”

“Is that a question? Do I have to?”

I sneer at him. “Yes, go home.”

He chuckles and sends a shiver down my spine. “Okay, okay. Bring me the good news.”

“What?”

He winks as he takes off. “You know what I mean.”

I stare at him as he heads home. Maybe he’s still messing with me. I surely hope he’s right and there’s good news waiting, but I don’t want to set my expectations too high.


Chapter 25


Laura

I sit at my desk, trying my best to focus on something that’s not my phone.

Maybe it’s a bad idea to message Gisett, even though he helped me. I think he still cares about me, right?

But maybe it is a bit too much for me to be the one wanting to get us back together when I’m also the one who pushed him away.

We are never together though. We may have thought about that, but that didn’t happen after all. So maybe I’m not that wrong?

I thought he was here, but apparently, he isn’t. I guess gargoyles don’t hide under the bed after all and saying that to him is dumb.

What if he thinks that I’m mocking him or something? I’m not trying to do that. I just want to know how he’s doing and... if he wants to, whether we can start fresh instead of how it is.

I stand and move to the window. Has he read my message? Did he choose not to respond?

I run my finger along the windowsill as I stare out of the window. The sky is clear and there’s no sign of a gargoyle flying. Maybe he isn’t coming after all, not even replying to my message.

It’s my fault for pushing him away.

Normal is not for me, after all, sadly.

I let out a breath and get back to my desk. Maybe I should study for the exam that’s coming in a few days. I don’t have to keep thinking about someone else.

But...

I turn on my laptop, opening the files I need for the exam. It is what it is. I deserve it when I know in my gut that I should at least give Gisett a chance, or give myself a chance.

Gisett is a strong and pretty amazing gargoyle. He surely doesn’t need me.

Meanwhile, I’m just a weirdo who can’t seem to fit in, regardless.

Ryan has been nice to me, but I’ve never felt comfortable around him. It’s not even his fault. I feel the same way when I’m with other classmates too. It’s tiring to have to figure out the right thing to say. But with Gisett, somehow, I don’t worry about that.

He—

“Looks like someone misses me.”

Huh?

I turn around to the door, where the voice comes from.

There stands a big gargoyle guy with his arms folded and wings poised. “Are you the one looking for me?”

“Gisett!” I run to him and hug him before I can stop myself. I peel my hands off him and make myself take a step back. “Sorry, I haven’t asked whether you’ll let me hug you.”

He leans over and lifts my chin. “You know you can always hug me. What happened?”

I hug him and bury my face in his chest. Maybe I’m only good for my “imaginary friends.” “You’re here, even though I told you to leave.”

He wraps his arms around me, and also his wings. His big wings cover most of the light, but it is comfortable to be with him. “I’m always here for you.”

“Why? I’m just a weird human who never fits in.”

“With other humans. Maybe you fit in with gargoyles.”

I tilt my head to the side. “Maybe you and I get along. I don’t know about other gargoyles.”

“Who cares about them?”

I stare at him. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t care what the other gargoyles think, and I don’t think you have to care about what others think either, whatever species they are.”

I rest my face on his chest. “I was trying to fit in with others. But it feels like I can’t get comfortable around them even though it has been a while.”

“Maybe you need some more time. Everyone’s different. Or you need more friends that are different.”

I sigh. “I don’t know. I thought it would be different in college.”

He tilts his head to the side. “Are you different in college?”

“Well... Other than getting older, I don’t think I’m any different.” My throat tightens at the thought. “I’m fine with my studies, but I just don’t have a lot of friends. Like, I got a few.” I lift my fingers. “Not even a handful, I suppose.”

“That’s not bad.”

“Is it?” Maybe I should keep in contact with them a bit more. We’re all scattered in different colleges by now. Most of them are in their senior years compared to me due to... a mild delay in my academic life. We message one another at times, but a lot less compared to when we used to see one another daily in high school.

“It is. Think about it, you’re going to have just one mate, after all.”

“Is someone trying something here?”

He shrugs, pretending to be completely innocent. “What? I suppose you don’t have to find a mate if you don’t want to. Or... I suppose you can get more than one mate. Well, I’m not sure how that works, but I guess some do that. Not sure about humans, but someone out there may be doing that.”

I close my eyes when nausea creeps up at me. “It... I don’t know. Maybe I should wait until my mid-term is over before I think about that. I just want you to know that—“

“You’re fine with dating a gargoyle?”

I poke his chest. “Stop jumping to the conclusion just yet. All I want to say is thank you. It must be challenging to try to hide your features to help me.”

He smiles but doesn’t look as happy as before. “You’re welcome. It took some imagination to pull that off. I hope no one found me suspicious when they watched the security camera, at least not suspicious in terms of being a gargoyle among humans.”

“Don’t you have magic to make yourself invisible to other humans?”

He gives a wry smile. “It’s not that easy. In theory, I can.” He taps his temple. “But if I can’t stay focused on that throughout, the magic may fade and it’s going to be bad.”

“Part of me thinks that you can just walk outside like this and no one will bat an eye. Do you know that people out there like to dress up as anime or characters from movies? People are going to think that you are pretending to be a gargoyle.”

He rubs his chin. “You want me to be around you all the time, huh? So eager to show me off.”

I look him up and down. “Well, maybe you have to get dressed. Put on something more than trousers. Geez... now that I actually take a look, what’s that? Summer beach shorts with flowers on them?”

He looks at himself. The bright color goes well with his darker skin tone, but... that’s a bit too... out of place with the college campus that prides itself on its history. He makes this place look like a beach resort.

He chuckles. “So, you want me to take these off, huh?”

I roll my eyes. “You know what I mean. I don’t mean to cut our chat short, but I really have to study.”

“Oh... I can understand that. But have you eaten?”

I blink. Right... I didn’t remember that part. I was planning to grab something from the vending machine downstairs, but with my backpack getting stuck and Gisett coming out of nowhere, I forgot about that. “No, but I’m fine.”

He taps the tip of my nose. “You should eat something. I’ll cook you something.” He heads to the kitchen as if this is his house. “You do have something in the cupboard and fridge, right?”

“You don’t have to do that. We can order takeaway or something.”

“Nah, I can cook. You’ve tried my cooking skills already.”

“Then... Thank you.” Watching his back as he wanders into the kitchen, looking for ingredients, makes my heartbeat race. Maybe I should have agreed to be his mate earlier. But... Does he consider himself my mate already? I think I want that, but for him, is that official?

Even though studying is important, figuring things out is important too. Maybe clearing things up will help my focus, which will be essential.

It doesn’t take long before he puts a pot of water onto the stove. I go to him. “Hey, cooking gargoyle, are you going to set the kitchen on fire?”

He turns and glances at me as he gets spaghetti from the cupboard. “Because I’m too hot? That’s a possibility.”

“I... It feels like we are both weird. Or say, something’s wrong with both of us.”

“Why’s that?”

“I told you that we could never have a future and upset you, but you’re here cooking for me.”

He watches me for a moment before he lets out a breath. “Weird, right?” He opens the pack and pulls out some spaghetti. “I’ve never been like this. But you make me feel like... Um...” He wraps up the package and puts it back into the cupboard. “Like a marshmallow. I don’t get it, either. But it is what it is. It’s hard for me to stay upset or mad at you. Good news, huh?”

“So... What are we? Friends? Mates? Dating? Something else?”

“Well, gargoyle and human.” He laughs while I sneer at him. He knows what I’m asking about, and his answer is just silly. Silly like him.

He nudges me closer to him with his wing. “You know that I want you. I could have taken you to my place and locked you up until you changed your mind.”

“Is that a threat?”

He shakes his head. “No. Why would I do that? I want you to like me back and that’s not achievable with capturing you.”

I lean into him as he chops sausages. “Are you going to keep cooking for me?”

“Yes, if that’s what works for us.”

“Tempting. But when I think about gargoyles, I don’t think of them cooking.”

“Then what do you think of?” He puts the sausages into the water and gets started with the sauces.

“Well... It feels like gargoyles just sit there at gates and doors. Legend is that they guard places and drive away evil spirits. Is that what you do?”

He nods. “Yes, I’m tasked with that.”

I stare at him for another moment. He is focused on checking the water in the pot, oblivious to my stare. He looks so serious that he can’t be lying. There’s no reason for him to lie to me. I ask, “So, do you manage that?”

“Yeah, I do. Actually, it was before I was tasked to guard this place. I fought with my fellow gargoyles. I think that they fought as hard as I did, but they decided that I get to guard this place and be at the gate.”

The way he says it makes it sound real, even though... It’s a bit too much for me to believe. “There are other gargoyles.”

“That’s for sure. We’d been homeless for the longest time until I got to stay here. Now, they can stay nearby safely.”

“Sounds like gargoyles live in territories.”

“We are special ones. Most without a place to guard roam and get shooed from place to place. My gargoyles have been with me, and we fought together to safeguard this campus, so they are staying with me.”

I suck in a breath. Now, it seems a bit clearer to me. “You’re the leader of your... pack, group, family. What do gargoyles call that?”

“Maybe a group. There’s no name for that because we aren’t supposed to stay together. There’s a gathering spot for all the gargoyles in the city, but that’s all the community we got, except my group.”

“Are you going to show me around to the other gargoyles?”

“Yes, but only if you’re my mate. Our gathering spot is for gargoyles only, but I think they will agree that a gargoyle’s mate should get access, too.” He puts the spaghetti into the pot and starts the timer. “Here we go. Food will be ready soon.” He moves away from the stove before he leans onto it, giving enough room so that his wings won’t get hot.

He gestures for me to get closer to him. “What’s holding you back? Still thinking about showing me off to others?”

My heartbeat spikes, and I look away from him. “I... It sounds like you’re such a strong gargoyle, but somehow, you care about me that much. I can’t do a thing, let alone fight something that I can’t even see.”

“It doesn’t matter. You don’t need to do anything. You don’t need to be good at anything.”

“So... What do you even see in me?”

He pulls me into his arms. “Something about you. Even though you don’t have to, you always want to make sure everyone’s feeling good around you.”

Did I even do that? All I’ve been doing is just to make sure I fit in and won’t get bullied. “That’s wild. It can’t be like that.”

“What do you mean? You are nice. You cleaned me when no one ever cared. I’ve been on the campus for a long time, no one has ever done something remotely the same.”

“I... I suppose I did. But it wasn’t planned.”

“I don’t care about that. You did it regardless. I’d never force you to do anything. All I care about is for you to be happy regardless of what happens.”

“You make me sound better than I actually am.”

“You just have to gain some confidence. Maybe someday, something will come up and you’ll get to know yourself more.”

“I...”

I want him to be right, but I’m not sure about that.

He pats my shoulder. “You’d never know until then. Let me join your journey.”

“But...” I still don’t understand why he cares about me and wants me as his mate. There’s no reason to. It feels right to be with him, but... “I just want to make sure—“

“Yes, I care about you and want a chance with you. For us to be mates.”

I open my mouth. It is tempting to agree to that, yet—

The timer goes off and he groans, moving to turn off the stove. “Think about that. Maybe you’ve been too stressed about your studies. It shouldn’t be like that. You’ve spent so much effort to get into this college. You should be enjoying your time.”

I roll my eyes. “Easy for you to say when you have no exams and no lessons to attend.”

He finishes making the spaghetti and lifts the plates. “Get a fork and let’s have dinner first.”

I do as he says. Maybe all my unlucky times led to meeting him, which has to have taken up a lot of luck.

We move on to the food. He doesn’t say anything. Maybe I’m annoying him for not making up my mind. I swallow a forkful of spaghetti. He makes decent food, given the limited selection of ingredients in my kitchen. “What if it doesn’t work out?”

He shrugs and slurps down his food. “No one knows about the future. Maybe it will work out well.” He winks. “Things we can do together and the fun we can have...”

“Or more like things you can do to me.”

“Hey, you enjoy our time together.”

A surge of heat reaches my cheek. He has been the annoying one who lingered in my head even when we weren’t seeing each other at all. Under the table, I rub my legs together. Now that he mentions that, it’s hard to forget about the times we did spend together.

He seems to see me squirming. “You know what I mean.”

“I do. You’re a horny gargoyle.”

“Horny for you, yes.” He smirks and sends my heart beating even harder. He seems to always know what to do to rile me up. “You miss me.”

“It... It has been a while.”

“Yes, you want a good fuck, huh?”

“Hey! That’s not what I mean. I’m saying it has been a while since we fucked each other and I’m—“

“Wanting.”

“No! I’ve been fine.”

“Until...”

“That really isn’t what I mean. You just want to get things your way.”

He chuckles and finishes his food. “Don’t we all? If you want something, just go ahead and get it.”

“It can’t be that easy.”

“Says who?” The smirk falls off his face and... He has a stone face now.

I swallow as I try to find a good answer to that. Says...

Probably me. Which doesn’t sound like the right answer. But...

He says, “Maybe it is meant to be easy.”

“Says who?”

He shrugs. “No one.”

I frown at him.

He rolls his eyes. “No one has said or known whether it’s going to be easy or hard. You just have to do it and figure it out for yourself. Who cares whether it’ll be easy or not? You just have to want it, then you figure it out.”

“Sounds like a battle plan, huh?”

He grins. “I won the war with that.” He flexes his wings. “And now, I’m asking you, do you want to be my mate? I can cook for you. I can also show you more than you can ever imagine.”

I clench the fork. I want to agree. But it feels like something’s going to go wrong.

His intense gaze remains on me. It seems like he’s going to wait for an answer before he’ll say a word and let me leave.

“Gisett.”

“Yes, I’m here.”

“So... You’re certain that you want someone like me as your mate?”

“You’re perfect the way you are. Yes.”

Now that doesn’t sound too encouraging, but... “And you don’t mind if I just want to curl up and cry? Or when I’m a ball of nervous energy? Or when I’m the unluckiest person ever exists?”

“I’m the luckiest gargoyle, though, with you.” He takes my hands, clasping them together. “Give us a chance, please?”

There goes nothing. I nod. “Yes. Let’s try this.”

He stands and yanks me from my chair into the air in no time. “Yes! I’ve been waiting.”

He grabs me in his arms and rushes to the window. I squeal. At least I finished my food, but that may be the reason he decided to do something stupid. “Where are we going?”

“The sky. I better start showing you what we can be doing together right now!”

A hot stream of blood rushes through my whole body. Is he... going to fly me into the sky with him?

Geez!


Chapter 26


Laura

Gisett holds me in front of him as he stands on the windowsill. “Are you ready?”

I glance beyond us, where the woods and the road lie. “Like... No?”

He kisses my neck. A strong wave of wind blows against us. I take a step back, but he is standing right behind me, and I end up rubbing against his body. His cock twitches and he holds me even tighter to his chest. “Don’t worry, I won’t ever hurt you or let you get hurt.”

“But...” I peek again. I live on the fourth floor, which isn’t that high up, but it’s not nothing. I’d still be pretty dead if I fell from here. “So... Are you sure you can fly?”

“What kind of question is that?” He spreads his wings. “Look at these. These are perfect for flying and I’ve been flying for almost as long as I’m alive.”

“So... Are you sure you can fly with me?”

“Obviously.”

“What if I’m too heavy?”

“No, you aren’t. I’m holding you and I know how much you weigh.”

I peek under us again. The woods are small down there and it still doesn’t feel right. “But, what if...?”

“I’m a gargoyle, come on. You’ll enjoy it. It’s just like how you’ve were worried that my cock would break you.”

“Hey!” I turn around and sneer at him. But his proud smirk grows. I hiss at him. “Stop that. You just want to tease me.”

“Probably. We’ll just give it a try, okay? If you don’t like it, we’ll stop.”

“Stopping mid-air?”

“Well, stop when we land as soon as possible and when you decide that flying isn’t for you.”

“You have to hold me tight.”

“You bet. I’m not letting my mate die. It’d be a shame.”

I take a breath. “Just so you know. I’m the one who doesn’t even dare to play those games in amusement parks.”

“Flying’s not like that anyway. We don’t have to do abrupt turns and dives if you don’t want to. It’s like riding a car, just that we’ll be in the sky.”

“Okay...” I close my eyes. “Maybe before I’ll change my mind.”

He wraps his arms tighter around me. “Let’s go.”

He jumps and so does my heart. I’m in the air and...

No, I’m not falling. But I don’t dare to open my eyes. I shiver as the wind gets stronger. Maybe that’s from his wings.

He kisses the back of my neck. “Open your eyes, everything’s fine.”

I hold on to his arms on my body. One of his arms wraps around my chest, one around my waist, which feels safe, except not really. He wraps his tail around me, which… I guess is safer than nothing. I open one eye, even though that’s no different from opening both.

I’m... in the sky... We’re above the city center, flying so high in the sky that the buildings are small dots. The lights from the city merge into blobs. I take a breath, which isn’t easy when he’s holding tightly onto me.

“Look over there.” He points at something while I scream. He groans. “Come on... I have two arms. There’s still one holding on to you. And trust me, of all things, you aren’t that heavy.”

I gasp, trying to steady myself. “Someone should invent a safety seatbelt.”

“For flying with a gargoyle who loves you? My arms and tail aren’t safe enough for you?”

“For flying with— Oh! Fuck!”

We are falling out of the sky, and we aren’t getting up there! Wing blows against my face as we drop. “Gisett! Fuck!”

He laughs and we are soon stabilized in the sky. “I’m in total control of this. Don’t worry. Just enjoy the view, okay?”

“You just said we don’t have to do the dives!”

At least he’s the one holding me instead of me holding onto him. My limbs are all mushy like jelly, which isn’t going to hold on to anything and I’d be dead soon enough.

He chuckles. “Is it that scary?”

“You have wings, I don’t. It’s always going to be scary.”

He flips over in the sky and puts me on him. “Does this feel better?”

I wrap my arms around him at once. It may feel safer with him under me, but we’re still in the sky, so that’s not safe at all. “Don’t let go of me.”

“I won’t. I want you to be able to enjoy the city.” he flaps his wings as we glide through the sky.

My heart keeps racing, and I can’t focus on anything other than holding tightly onto him. “This isn’t what I expected when I decided to be your mate.”

“I’m a gargoyle, so this.”

“I thought you would travel with your magic and just that.”

“What’s the fun in it? Are you feeling better now?”

I clench onto him at once, even though he’s holding me. “No, don’t flip over just yet.”

“Fine, fine.”

I suck in a breath, trying to sit up while holding him at the same time. I’m in the sky already. Maybe I should try to enjoy this, like he said. My hands are shaking, but at least I am... straddling him, right on his stomach, almost touching his cock.

He watches me, seemingly oblivious to that. Before he’ll come up with something, I’m going to focus on the view ahead.

The breeze takes away the remaining heat from the day, leaving the tranquil sky and clouds. The city is bright, but when I’m above it, the stars are a bit easier to spot. At the further point, it feels like the horizon stretches to the sides and the sky looks like it leads to the distance, so far away that I can’t comprehend.

“So steady that it doesn’t even feel like we’re flying, right?”

I shudder when Gisett’s voice shakes me back to reality. I look at him, which also means I look down below. We are so high up in the sky that it isn’t even funny.

I look up at once. Watching the sky is a lot better than right below. He holds my waist, so I remain steady on him, but it still doesn’t feel good. “It feels better when I’m not looking down there.”

He chuckles. “You’ll get used to it soon. You may enjoy it later. Once we get more exposure to flying.”

I shiver. “I think you need another mate if you want to be in the sky all the time.”

“No, I’m happiest wherever you are. If flying isn’t the thing for you, it’s perfectly fine too. I still don’t understand why, but I need you, okay?”

I nod, still trying to comprehend everything. “I think I’ll have to make myself believe that this is the reality every day.”

He smiles. “So do I. I can never imagine running into you and finding you.”

I run my hand over his chest. He is still in his silly beach shorts, but his handsome smile melts me. “Same. It’s wild.”

“In a good way.”

“Yes.” I move slowly so I won’t fall off him. I lie on him, wrapping my legs around him all the time. I rest my face on his chest. He chuckles and strokes me.

“Laura, what’s on your mind?”

“Will you be tired from flying?”

“Not really, we’re just gliding. It’s not that hard once you establish your position.”

I let out a breath. “Okay, it doesn’t feel as scary now.”

He pats my back. “We can do this every day if you want.”

“Sounds nice.” I yawn, which probably means that I’m getting comfortable, or more likely, exhausted. “Now I’m not finishing my study tonight for sure.”

“Hey, it’s more fun to be with me.”

“Maybe.”

“You know you enjoy me.”

I kiss him. His lips set me on fire. He lets out a moan before he kisses me back. He is such a big guy that it feels like he can wrap me up with his body. “I do.”

“Good.”

Maybe I’m not meant for a normal life after all.


Epilogue


Laura

It has been a while since I’ve been on the campus.

“Look at you. You just can’t be bothered to clean yourself, huh?” I climb onto the base of the gargoyle statue at the gate. It has been a while since I’ve been here.

There’s a low hum in my chest, the way Gisett talks to me. “I miss you. You left me hanging. It has been a week.”

Yeah, it’s just a week, but it feels like a lifetime.

I snort a laugh as I run the towel over his wings. The warm sun at sunset rains onto us. There are occasional chirps from the birds nearby. Some of them are also heading home. “We’ve been talking every day.”

“But it’s different. I need you to be here with me.”

“I told you to come with me. You have your magic anyway. It’s not like you’ll have to fly to cities to find me.”

“You know I can’t leave here.”

“Magic, come on.”

“Haha, as if it’s that limitless. It gets tiring to keep teleporting.”

I wet the towel again. “You could have come, regardless.”

“That’s another gargoyle’s territory. I can’t be there without an invitation.”

“Fine, fine.” I make sure I pick off the last piece of leaf from his back. “Are you looking forward to the start of another school year?”

He grunts. We are still in public, so he’s still a statue, but I can feel his warmth. He says, “Not at all. I’m not looking forward to the next batch of students to mess with me.”

I chuckle. “It’s okay. I’ll fix you.”

“You’re lucky they won’t mess with you.”

“No one wants to be in my place after all.”

“Well, they should learn to appreciate the architecture.”

“You’re only saying that because there are gargoyles inside the museum.”

“Maybe.” The statue does nothing, but I can imagine Gisett’s grin. “Are you done cleaning me?”

“Someone’s not very patient.”

“I’ve been patient. It has been days.”

I get off the base of the statue. “We’ll wait at home.”

“Sure, sure.”

And... given how much I know about him. We aren’t staying at home for long.

Maybe it is luck, the museum on the campus was hiring when I graduated, so I applied. Turned out, they think that I’m good at managing the place. Gisett and I have been worried about my graduation. If I couldn’t find a job in the city, it would be tricky for him. He can’t even show up secretly in another city that has gargoyles, which are pretty much everywhere. He said the other gargoyles would find out, even though I don’t believe that’s possible. But we don’t have a problem now.

I get home. He’s already there. He grins so widely that I can’t see his eyes. I go to him and he puts me on his lap. He sniffs me and kisses my neck. “I miss you. You have no idea how much I worry about you.”

I hug him, enjoying his warmth, which I miss a lot. “I miss you too, my big gargoyle.”

He chuckles. “Don’t leave me anymore.”

“I’d love to make the promise, but you know I can’t.”

He grunts. “Stupid museum.”

“It’s just a visiting trip that lasted for a week. You don’t need me that much.”

He presses a finger on my lips. “Except I really need you that much. Here, let’s go.”

“Go to where?”

He stands and keeps holding onto me. “To do something you can only do with me.”

I lift my brows at him. He always knows how to light a fire in me. “Say?”

“Flying.”

Ah, that’s what he loves for sure.

It doesn’t take long before we are in the sky. For me, it’s still scary when I don’t have and will never have wings. But for him... “Gisett, you aren’t here for the city view.”

“I like the view, regardless.”

I straddle him and sit on his stomach, which he likes, so... I turn to look at the sky. “Are there stars up there?”

“In the sky, not really. The city is a bit too bright. If you want to, we can go to the mountains. There will be stars.”

“No, it’s all good here. I like the city.”

He chuckles and flaps his wings to keep us steady. After more tries, flying doesn’t scare me as much. He knows how to make it feel safe, even though I’d still die ugly, regardless. After all, it’s not like I’m learning how to fly.

He squeezes my thighs. “You can enjoy the city view on my behalf.”

I roll my eyes. “You love to have me ride you.”

His eyes darken on me. “Well... Are you the one saying that? Riding me, huh?”

I suck in an abrupt breath. I wasn’t trying to hint at that, but now that he mentioned it... “Is this what you were— Hey! Stop it!”

I grab his shoulders when he moves his hand to rub my pussy. He holds me tighter with his tail, which means that he’s sparing his hands to do naughty things. I’m straddling him and I can’t even dodge. “This is cheating!”

“I’m just trying to fuck my mate when she loves to ride me. Is that against the rules?”

“No, not that cheating, but... Fuck!” I gasp when he makes me wet. His fingers work magic like always, except we’re in the sky and I may die if he gets things his way.”

He smirks. “What are you worried about? You can just keep riding me.”

“Riding you, huh?”

Now he’s the one starting it.

He smirks and rubs me even harder, knowing there’s no way for me to dodge. “Yes. You know you want to ride my cock.”

“If I fall out of the sky, it’s all your fault.”

“Come on... I swear with my wings that it’s never going to happen. I won’t allow it.”

I fish out his cock, which is already hard. “Look at you, such a horny one.”

“When you’re sitting right there with your boobs swaying as we move, it’s hard not to think about things.”

I grunt, but he pulls off my shorts, making it hand at my ankles. “If my shorts fall, it’s all your fault.”

I wriggle on his body. I’m getting used to the light shakiness of flying, but that doesn’t mean I can be reckless about it.

His cock doesn’t care though... his thick one is right there, tempting me to take it. He takes my wrist and strokes his cock with the other hand. “What are you waiting for?”

I gasp as I move to angle myself right. His tip is burning hot and huge. Even though we’ve fucked each other a lot of times, he still never stops scaring me. It feels like he’s going to break me, regardless.

He watches me with fire coming out of his eyes, but he’s waiting. He has never made me do things I don’t want to. And... It means I can always tease him when he always lets me take things at my own pace.

I hold his cock, rubbing my pussy against him, but not taking him in. “Hot and juicy, huh?”

He groans. “Stop this...”

“No fucking? No gargoyle riding?”

He sneers. “If it’s up to me, I’m going to pin you down and...”

“And what?”

“Fuck you so hard that the whole city can hear you.”

I shiver at the thoughts. We’re high enough in the sky that I doubt anyone can see us, but I can see the city beyond us. I’m here with my naked pussy out and... He smirks, seemingly reading my mind. His cock twitches, getting even harder.

He says, “Let the whole city know. It turns you on, huh?”

A stream of heat reaches my cheek. He is asking for trouble, like always. I move to take him into me. He is so thick and rough that he comes rubbing his way into me. I gasp when he stretches me, barging his way in, even though I’m controlling the pace.

He takes in a breath. “So tight.”

I grit my teeth, taking him deeper and deeper into me. “I’ve never imagined taking a cock in the sky.”

“Better than fucking on a plane, right?”

“Geez, you’re crazy.”

He thrusts up, hammering deep into me. I yell, but he has a firm grip on my wrist, and I’ve gotten good at balancing myself. He says, “There’s a reason I waited until now to fuck you here.”

“Is that anything special?”

“For me as a gargoyle, yes. For humans, I don’t think so.” He winks. “You wingless ones.”

“Ah, so this is what gargoyles do when they find their mates.”

“Yes.”

“Now I’m thinking about naked gargoyles fucking in the sky.”

He laughs. “I’ll tell you more if you do your part.”

I roll my eyes and start taking his cock in and out of me. The surface of his cock rubs against me hard, sending waves and waves of pleasure through my body. Somehow, my body arches and moves on its own, seeking more pleasure from him. “You’re making it hard to think.”

“Well, most of the time, gargoyles live somewhere away from humans and other beings, so they don’t fly this high into the sky. But we’re in a city and you’re a human, so this is what it is.”

He squeezes my ass with his free hand. I pick up speed, enjoying more of his thick cock. He stretches me so much that it almost hurts, but not really.

The lights from the city beyond are like eyes. Someone has to be down there, and it feels like they are watching me, even though there’s no way they can see me. Even if they can see this high up there, all they can see will be Gisett’s wings and his ass. Not my naked body.

Regardless, my pussy squeezes his cock even harder than usual. I need more from him. Maybe it is him, or maybe it is me. It feels like he makes me braver. In other words, he makes me do wild things with him.

He arches and moves, driving his cock deep into me, going hard at me again and again. “This is perfect. There’s no bed to limit us.”

Soon, I’m no longer riding him. Instead, he holds me up with my legs wrapping around his waist. He does it harder and with stronger strokes than I can ever manage. I gasp and pant as he makes dirty noises with my pussy. I’m so soaked that I may as well be dripping.

He takes a deep breath. “Yes, just like this. Fun times, huh? Is this what you want from me?”

“Make me come.”

“As you wish.”

His cock drills into me, rubbing against my sensitive spots as if he knows exactly where to hit. I grab him closer, grinding against him as the pleasure surges.

My orgasm comes hard and smacks my mind blank. He holds onto me, his cock twitching as he gives the perfect strokes.

“Moan louder for me.”

“Fuck me harder!” I do as he says. I really hope no one can hear us, but...

Fuck... Something must be wrong with me.

He makes me come again and again until my body can’t handle it anymore. “Let me fill you up and make you my mate.”

“We are already mates, no?”

“Human official, yes. In my heart, yes. But I need this.”

“Yes. Do it.”

At times, he’s such a silly one. But those are also times I get to know more about his culture.

My body shudders again as he grunts and shoots his hot cum into me. He fills me up soon enough, making me his mate—

Wait...

I gasp when there’s a strange heat in my stomach that’s different from his hot cum and something I’ve never felt before.

His red eyes are glowing, which I’ve never seen before, too. He smirks, so much so his sharp teeth are showing. “Are you feeling that, too?”

“The heat? Yes. Your eyes are glowing.”

“Yours too.”

“But I’m a human.”

“I guess our species doesn’t matter. I don’t care about convention anyway. My mate. Our eyes glow. Sounds pretty good.”

“Yes, my mate.”

We kiss under the warm moonlight. Everything’s just right. I may as well be the luckiest woman ever lived — with him.
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He doesn’t even know what’s an Easter Bunny but he hates my event before I can even host it...

This grumpy and annoying grey alien with a tail hates me the moment I show up at the doorstep of the community center. For him, any celebration is stupid. Except I’m going to host the party for the kids and I’m going to do it amazingly well. He won’t get to stand in my way.

Everything is going great until... my partner for the event falls sick... Now, I need someone to help me with the bunny costume...


Next up!


[image: image-placeholder]


I came to this planet to get lost in books and work... instead, I’m getting lost in him.

Moving to a new planet and starting over as a librarian? That’s hard enough. But try teaching alien kids when you're terrible at small talk and even worse at fitting in. The last thing I expected was to meet someone like Telke—the four-armed, heart-stoppingly gorgeous sports coach whose smile could melt my every defense.

But life at this intergalactic school is anything but peaceful. It's chaos—constant, overwhelming chaos. Between the rowdy students and the whirlwind of a busy school year, Telke and I are thrown together more often than not. And every moment is filled with stolen glances, accidental touches, and an undeniable attraction I can't seem to shake.

The problem? We couldn’t be more different. He’s all about sports and action, while I can barely toss a ball straight.

Will I make it through the year in one piece? Or will Telke completely turn my world upside down?
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