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Claire's brush whispered against plaster that had witnessed three centuries of prayers, her strokes careful as surgery. The scaffolding creaked beneath her weight—a sound she'd stopped noticing weeks ago, like the permanent ache in her shoulders or the paint embedded beneath her fingernails that no amount of scrubbing could remove. The portable work lights cast harsh shadows across the fresco of Saint Michael she was restoring, making the angel's face appear to shift and breathe with each movement of her hand.

She'd mixed the pigment three times before getting the exact shade of azure for the saint's robes. Her fingers were steady despite the hour—well past midnight now, the cathedral closed and locked, the city beyond its walls reduced to distant hums and occasional sirens. Up here, suspended thirty feet above the altar, she existed in a pocket of light surrounded by an ocean of shadow. The Gothic arches stretched away into darkness, their stone ribs like the skeleton of some massive beast that had swallowed her whole.

The work demanded precision. One wrong stroke and she'd damage what remained of the original. She'd been restoring frescoes for eight years, ever since leaving graduate school with a degree in art conservation and a growing certainty that she related better to centuries-old paint than to living people. Her ex-boyfriend had said as much during their final argument, his voice sharp with frustration: "You're more interested in dead artists than in anyone breathing."

He hadn't been wrong. She'd moved her things out the next day, and in the four months since, no one had touched her except in the most impersonal ways—a barista's fingers brushing hers as he handed over coffee, a colleague's hand on her shoulder in passing. Her body had become something she inhabited alone, a vehicle for her work and nothing more.

The scaffolding swayed slightly as she shifted position, and she grabbed the railing with her free hand. Her work shirt—paint-stained and worn thin from washing—clung to her back with dried sweat. The cathedral's heating system had been turned off hours ago, and the November cold seeped through the stone walls like water through cracked earth. She'd stopped feeling it around ten o'clock, her body generating its own heat through concentration and movement.

Thunder rolled in the distance. She glanced toward the rose window—a massive circle of stained glass that dominated the western wall. The moon hung visible through the intricate tracery, larger and brighter than she'd ever seen it. A supermoon, the news had called it. Rare. The kind of celestial event that happened once in decades.

Lightning flickered, turning the stained glass into a momentary burst of color—reds and blues and golds blazing against the darkness. Thunder followed, closer now, echoing through the stone arches with a sound like drums in a vast hall. The storm was coming from the east, rolling in off the lake with the kind of fury that made the city's buildings seem small and temporary.

She should leave. Pack up her supplies, climb down, lock the cathedral behind her and drive home to her empty apartment. Instead, she loaded her brush with fresh paint and continued working on the saint's left wing, filling in the gaps where centuries had worn the plaster away. The wing curved upward in a sweep of white and gold, each feather detailed with a precision that made her chest ache. Someone had painted this with love, with a belief in beauty and permanence that she envied.

Rain struck the windows in a sudden rush, driven horizontal by wind. The sound filled the cathedral—a roar that drowned out everything else. Lightning flashed again, and in its brief illumination she saw the gargoyle.

He perched on a corbel fifteen feet above her scaffolding, just beyond the reach of her work lights. She'd noticed him before, of course—had catalogued his presence the way she'd catalogued every architectural detail of the cathedral. But tonight, with lightning flashing and thunder shaking the stone, he seemed different. More present. His wings were carved in the same sweeping curves as Saint Michael's, but where the angel's wings suggested grace and mercy, the gargoyle promised violence. His face was fierce—brow heavy, jaw strong, features that might have been handsome if they hadn't been frozen in an expression of eternal vigilance.

Claire found herself staring up at him, her brush forgotten in her hand. The portable lights cast shadows across his granite body, making the muscles of his chest and arms appear to shift with breath. His claws gripped the stone corbel with a strength that looked ready to spring into action. His tail coiled around his own leg, the barbed tip visible against his muscular thigh.

She'd always found gargoyles oddly comforting—guardians watching over the faithful, protectors against demons and darkness. This one seemed particularly attentive. His obsidian eyes stared down toward the altar, but she could almost convince herself they were looking at her instead, tracking her movements with an intensity that made her skin prickle.

Thunder cracked directly overhead, and she flinched. The scaffolding swayed more violently, and she grabbed the railing with both hands, her brush clattering to the platform at her feet. The storm was directly above them now, lightning and thunder coming almost simultaneously. The rose window blazed with each flash, the supermoon visible in fragments between clouds that rolled past like smoke.

When she looked up again, the gargoyle seemed closer. Impossible—he was stone, had been stone for hundreds of years, would be stone long after she was dust. But in the flickering lightning, she could swear his wings had unfolded slightly, that his head had turned a fraction toward her position.

Her heart hammered in her chest. She pressed one hand against her sternum, feeling the rapid pulse beneath her palm. This was exhaustion talking, loneliness manifesting as fantasy. She'd been working too long, sleeping too little, spending too many hours alone in this vast stone space with only the dead for company.

But when lightning flashed again, she saw it clearly: the gargoyle's eyes were glowing. Faint, like embers buried in ash, but definitely glowing. Obsidian catching light it shouldn't catch, reflecting something that came from within rather than without.

The scaffolding creaked beneath her, the sound sharp and immediate. Wind howled through the cathedral, finding gaps in the ancient stonework and turning them into whistles and moans. The work lights flickered once, twice, casting the interior into momentary darkness before surging back to full brightness.

Claire couldn't look away from the gargoyle. Her mouth was dry, her hands trembling where they gripped the railing. She should be terrified. Instead, she felt a pull in her chest, a recognition that made no sense—as if she'd been waiting her whole life to notice him, really notice him, to see him as something more than decorative stone.

Lightning struck close enough that she felt it in her teeth, a sharp metallic taste flooding her mouth. Thunder followed instantly, a physical force that rattled the scaffolding and sent her portable lights swinging on their hooks. The rose window blazed like a sun, the supermoon visible through a sudden break in the clouds, massive and white and impossibly bright.

In that moment, in that light, the gargoyle's eyes weren't glowing like embers anymore. They were burning like coals brought to full flame, fixed on her with an attention that felt hungry and ancient and absolutely, impossibly aware.



The lightning didn't just strike near the cathedral—it struck the spire itself, a white-hot bolt that turned the entire building into a conductor for heaven's fury. Claire felt it through the scaffolding, through the metal railing beneath her hands, a charge that made her hair stand on end and her fillings sing. The work lights exploded in sequence, bulbs shattering and raining glass, plunging her into darkness lit only by the storm.

She couldn't see, couldn't hear anything but the ringing in her ears. Then lightning flashed again and she saw the gargoyle—saw the crack running down his chest like a wound, saw the stone surface fracturing into a web of fissures that glowed from within with a light that wasn't lightning, wasn't anything natural.

The stone fell away in chunks, revealing something beneath. Not hollow. Not empty. Flesh. Gray-skinned and granite-textured but undeniably flesh, moving with breath, with life. His wings unfolded in a sweep of membrane and bone, each movement shedding more stone until he stood revealed—no longer a statue but a living creature, seven feet of muscle and power and impossible reality.

Claire's hands went numb on the railing. This wasn't happening. Couldn't be happening. Exhaustion, carbon monoxide from the work lights, a stroke brought on by stress and isolation—any explanation except the one her eyes insisted upon.

The gargoyle—the creature, the thing that had been stone moments ago—spread his wings fully. They stretched fifteen feet from tip to tip, the membrane between the bones dark as smoke and just as translucent. His skin looked like polished granite in the moonlight streaming through the rose window, gray and textured with what might have been scales or might have been the natural grain of living stone. His body was heavily muscled, each line defined with an artist's precision—broad shoulders, powerful chest, arms corded with strength that looked capable of crushing steel.

He dropped from the corbel to the altar below, landing in a crouch that should have shattered the marble. Instead, he rose smoothly, silently, his tail uncoiling behind him in a serpentine curve that ended in a barbed tip. His face was as fierce as it had been in stone, but animated now—brow heavy over eyes that glowed like coals, jaw strong, mouth curved in something that wasn't quite a smile. His hands ended in claws, black as obsidian and wickedly curved.

He looked up at her, and those burning eyes fixed on her with an intensity that felt physical.

"Claire."

Her name in his mouth was a rumble, deep as thunder, a sound that resonated in her chest cavity and made her bones ache. He knew her name. How did he know her name?

"Claire Evans." He said it again, tasting each syllable. "After so long. After centuries of waiting."

She couldn't speak. Her throat had closed, her breath coming in shallow gasps that weren't getting enough oxygen to her brain. The scaffolding swayed beneath her—or maybe she was swaying, her legs suddenly unreliable.

He moved toward the scaffolding with a grace that defied his size. Each step was silent despite his bulk, despite the claws that should have clicked against stone. He reached the platform's base and looked up at her, his expression shifting into something that looked almost like concern.

"Don't fear me." His voice was gentler now, though no less deep. "I would never harm you."

Fear seemed inadequate for what she felt. Terror, yes. But also something else, something that had started when she'd first looked up at him tonight and felt that pull of recognition. Her body responded to his presence in ways that had nothing to do with fear—heat pooling low in her belly, her skin suddenly sensitive to the cold air, an awareness of her own flesh that she hadn't experienced in months.

She should run. Climb down the scaffolding, flee the cathedral, call someone—though who would she call? Who would believe her?

Instead, she stood frozen as he began to climb. The scaffolding groaned under his weight but held, metal protesting as he pulled himself up level by level. When he reached her platform, there was nowhere to go. The space was maybe six feet across, barely enough room for her supplies and workspace. With him standing there, wings folded against his back to fit, it felt smaller than a closet.

"Please." Her voice came out hoarse, barely a whisper. "I don't understand."

"I know." He took a step closer, and she backed against the railing, feeling the metal dig into her lower back. "I've watched you for weeks now. Watched you work, alone, hour after hour. Watched you touch these walls with more tenderness than most humans offer each other."

Another step. He was close enough now that she could feel the heat radiating from his body—actual heat, as if his granite flesh contained a furnace. His scent reached her, something like stone after rain, mineral and clean and strange.

"I've been waiting for you." His hand rose, and she flinched, but he moved slowly, deliberately, giving her time to see the gesture for what it was. His palm, broad and rough-textured, cupped her cheek with surprising gentleness. The claws—each one as long as her thumb—rested against her hair, careful not to catch or cut.

The warmth of his touch spread through her like whiskey, loosening the tight knot of fear in her chest. She could feel her heartbeat slowing, her breathing deepening. His thumb—clawless, she noticed, the pad textured like fine sandpaper—stroked along her cheekbone.

"So lonely," he murmured, and something in his glowing eyes shifted, darkened with an emotion she recognized because she felt it every day. "I know that loneliness. I've carried it for three hundred years, watching from my perch, unable to move, unable to speak, unable to touch. Waiting for the right moment. The right convergence of moon and storm and magic. Waiting for you."

"Me?" The word came out broken.

"My foretold mate." He said it with certainty, with reverence, his other hand coming up to frame her face. "The one I was bound to protect. The one I was promised, when the curse was laid and I was given this form. The scholars who carved me knew the prophecy—that when the right woman came, when she touched these stones with love and worked beneath the supermoon while storms raged, I would wake. I would be free. I would be hers."

Claire's mind reeled. Mate. Prophecy. Curse. Words from fairy tales, from fantasy, from anywhere but reality. But his hands on her face were real, his heat was real, and the way her body responded—melting into his touch despite every rational thought screaming at her to flee—that was real too.

"I don't—" she started, but he moved with sudden speed, lifting her off her feet as if she weighed nothing.

Her back hit the stone wall beside the scaffolding, cold seeping through her thin shirt. His body pressed against her front, all heat and hardness, holding her pinned three stories above the cathedral floor. His tail coiled around her thigh, the smooth scaled texture sliding against her jeans with a friction that made her gasp.

"I've waited so long to touch you," he growled against her ear. "To feel living flesh beneath my hands. To have my mate in my arms at last."

She should protest. Should fight. Instead, her hands found his shoulders, felt the granite-hard muscle beneath her palms, and something in her chest—something that had been locked and frozen for months, maybe years—cracked open.



He moved before she could process what was happening, gathering her against his chest and stepping off the scaffolding into empty air. Claire's stomach dropped, terror spiking as they fell—but his wings snapped open and they weren't falling but gliding, curving through the shadowed cathedral in a smooth arc that ended at a narrow doorway she'd never noticed before, built into the stone wall near the ceiling.

"Hold tight," he murmured, and carried her through.

The passage was steep and narrow, ancient stone steps worn smooth by centuries of feet—or claws, she thought, feeling the scrape of his talons against rock. He climbed with her still pressed against his chest, one arm beneath her thighs, the other supporting her back. She could feel his heart beating, a deep steady rhythm that seemed slower than human, more powerful.

"What's your name?" she managed to ask, her voice muffled against his shoulder.

"Garrick." The name rumbled through his chest. "I was Garrick Stonewarden before the curse, and I remain so now."

The stairs ended at a wooden door, old oak banded with iron. He pushed it open with one hand, and cold air rushed in, carrying rain and the scent of ozone. They emerged onto the cathedral roof.

The storm had intensified, rain falling in sheets that soaked through Claire's clothes in seconds. Lightning illuminated the city spread below them—buildings reduced to shadows, streets gleaming like rivers. The wind howled around the spires and buttresses, but Garrick stood steady against it, his wings partially spread to shield her from the worst of the downpour.

The supermoon hung above them, impossibly large, breaking through the clouds in moments of brilliance that turned the rooftop into a silver landscape. The stone beneath their feet was slick with rain, the parapet wide enough to walk along—though who would walk there except the gargoyles, she thought, except beings made of stone and magic.

Garrick carried her to the widest section of the parapet and set her down gently, his hands steadying her until she found her balance. The stone was cold beneath her feet—her shoes were gone, lost somewhere in the cathedral or perhaps never followed them up the stairs. Her work shirt clung to her skin, transparent with rain, her jeans heavy with water.

"Let me see you," Garrick said, and his claws found the hem of her shirt.

He peeled it away with surprising dexterity, those wicked claws never catching on fabric or skin. The shirt fell to the stone, and cold air hit her flesh—her plain cotton bra, nothing special, worn for comfort rather than display. She crossed her arms instinctively, suddenly aware of her body in ways she'd trained herself to ignore.

"No." His hands caught her wrists, gently pulled her arms away. "Don't hide from me."

The moonlight painted her skin silver. She watched his face as he looked at her, and saw something like wonder in those glowing eyes. His hands moved to her waist, claws catching on the button of her jeans, working it open with careful precision.

"So soft," he murmured, peeling the wet denim down her thighs. "So warm. I'd forgotten—no, I never knew. Stone holds no memory of warmth."

She stood before him in her underwear, rain streaming down her body, and felt more exposed than she'd ever been. Not because of her nakedness—that was almost irrelevant—but because of the way he looked at her. As if she mattered. As if her body was something precious rather than something functional, something to be endured rather than celebrated.

His hands traced her curves, learning the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. "Beautiful," he said, and she nearly laughed.

"I'm not—" she started, but he cut her off.

"You are." His claws traced the line of her bra strap. "Fertile. Soft where I'm hard. Warm where I'm cold. Everything I've dreamed of for three centuries."

The bra joined her shirt on the stone, and then she was bare from the waist up, rain running between her breasts, her nipples tight with cold and something else, something that had nothing to do with temperature. His hands cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, and she gasped.

"I've felt invisible for so long," she heard herself say. The words spilled out without permission, raw and honest in a way she never allowed. "I go days without anyone really looking at me. I work alone. I live alone. I touch dead paint and old stone and nothing, no one, touches me back."

Garrick's expression shifted, something fierce and protective crossing his features. "I see you," he said. "I've watched you for weeks, marveling at your dedication, your skill, the way you treated these walls with reverence. I've wanted to speak, to move, to tell you that you weren't alone. That I was here, watching over you, waiting for the moment I could—"

His hands slid down her stomach, claws hooking in the waistband of her panties. "Waiting for the moment I could worship you as you deserve."

The last barrier fell away, and she was naked before him, rain-slicked and trembling. His tail coiled around her calf, warm despite the storm, anchoring her. His wings spread wider, creating a canopy that blocked some of the rain, turning their space into a shelter of membrane and shadow.

"I've been stone for three hundred years," Garrick said, his voice rough. "Three hundred years of watching humans love and touch and join, unable to participate, unable to feel anything but the cold and the rain and the endless waiting. And now—" His hand moved between her thighs, careful, testing. "Now I can finally touch my mate."

One thick finger slid through her folds, and she made a sound she didn't recognize—half gasp, half moan. She was wet, embarrassingly so, her body responding to him in ways her mind was still processing. His finger found her entrance, pressed inside with slow, relentless pressure.

"Oh god," she breathed, her hands finding his shoulders, gripping hard.

"So tight," he murmured, working his finger deeper. "So hot inside. Your body welcomes me, Claire. Your cunt is slick and ready."

She should be shocked by his language, by the crudeness of it. Instead, it sent heat spiraling through her belly. His finger was huge, textured like fine stone, stretching her in ways that bordered on painful but didn't cross the line. He moved slowly, letting her adjust, watching her face with those burning eyes.

A second finger joined the first, and she cried out. The stretch was intense, her body struggling to accommodate him, but pleasure mixed with the discomfort—a deep, unfamiliar pressure that made her hips rock involuntarily against his hand.

"That's it," Garrick praised, his thumb finding her clit and circling it with devastating precision. "Take what you need from me. I'm here. I'm real. I'm yours."

His fingers curved inside her, finding a spot that made her vision white out. She'd touched herself before, of course, but this was different—his fingers were larger, stronger, knew exactly where to press and how hard. His thumb kept circling her clit, alternating between gentle and firm, building a pressure in her core that felt like it might break her apart.

"I can't—" she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders hard enough that she'd worry about hurting him if he weren't made of living granite.

"You can." His free arm wrapped around her waist, holding her up as her legs began to shake. "Come for me, Claire. Let me feel your pleasure. Let me know I'm real to you, that this is real."

The orgasm hit her like the lightning had hit the spire—sudden and overwhelming, a white-hot rush that started where his fingers worked inside her and spread outward in waves. She screamed, the sound lost in thunder, her pussy clenching around his fingers in rhythmic pulses that seemed to go on forever.

Garrick held her through it, murmuring praise in that deep rumbling voice, his fingers still moving, drawing out every last tremor of pleasure until she collapsed against his chest, boneless and gasping.

"More," she heard herself say, surprising herself. "I want more."

His laugh was low and dark and full of promise. "You'll have everything, my mate. Everything I've saved for three centuries. But first—" He withdrew his fingers, and she whimpered at the loss. He brought them to his mouth, tasting her with a reverence that made her blush despite everything. "First, I need to be inside you properly. Need to claim you under the moon that freed me."



Garrick turned her in his arms, guiding her to face the parapet, his hands positioning her with clear intent. "Bend forward," he said, his voice rough with need. "Hold the stone and don't let go."

Claire's hands found the rain-slick parapet, gripping the edge as she bent at the waist. The city spread below her, lights blurred by rain and distance, and for a moment vertigo made her dizzy—she was naked on the cathedral roof, bent over like an offering, and something that had been a statue was about to fuck her. The absurdity of it should have made her laugh or cry or run.

Instead, she arched her back, presenting herself more fully, and heard Garrick's sharp intake of breath.

His hands gripped her hips, claws pricking her skin without breaking it. She felt the heat of his body moving closer, and then something blunt and hot pressed between her thighs. His cock. She couldn't see it, could only feel—thick as her wrist where it prodded against her entrance, the surface textured with ridges that dragged against her sensitive flesh.

"You're so small," Garrick murmured, one hand leaving her hip to guide himself. "I'll be careful, Claire. I'll make it good for you."

The head of his cock pressed against her opening, and despite the orgasm that still had her loose and trembling, she tensed. He was too big. It wouldn't fit. Couldn't possibly fit.

"Breathe," he commanded, and she obeyed, drawing in a lungful of rain-scented air. On her exhale, he pushed forward.

The stretch was immediate and overwhelming, her body struggling to accommodate him even though she was slick with arousal and rain. The ridges on his cock dragged against her inner walls, each one a separate point of sensation that made her gasp. He moved slowly, working just the head inside her, then retreating, then pressing forward again—each thrust gaining another fraction of an inch.

"Good girl," he praised, his voice strained. "Take me. Your pussy was made for this, made to hold me."

She whimpered, her fingers aching where they gripped the stone. The pressure was intense, bordering on too much, but pleasure threaded through it—her body recognizing his invasion as something it wanted even as her mind struggled to comprehend the reality of being fucked by a creature of stone and magic.

Garrick's tail slid up her inner thigh, the smooth scales a contrast to the rough texture of his cock. The barbed tip found her clit and circled it with the same devastating precision his thumb had used earlier. Pleasure spiked through her, and her body relaxed fractionally, allowing him another inch.

"That's it," he growled. "Open for me. Let me in deep."

He thrust harder, and she felt something give—her body surrendering to the inevitable, accepting the stretch and the fullness. Half his length was inside her now, maybe more, each ridge pressing against nerve endings she hadn't known existed. Lightning flashed, illuminating their joined bodies, and she saw their shadows cast huge against the cathedral's stone.

"More," she gasped, pushing back against him, wanting him deeper despite the burn, despite the way her body protested the intrusion.

Garrick's laugh was half groan. "Greedy mate. Yes, take more. Take all of me."

He gripped her hips harder, claws definitely drawing blood now, tiny points of pain that somehow heightened everything else. His next thrust seated him fully inside her, his hips flush against her ass, his cock buried so deep she felt it in her belly. She cried out, overwhelmed, her pussy stretched impossibly full around him.

"Perfect," he breathed, holding still, letting her adjust. "You're perfect, Claire. Feel how your body holds me. Feel how we fit."

She felt it. Felt every ridge, every inch of his impossible cock, felt her walls clenching around him in rhythmic pulses that might have been aftershocks from her first orgasm or the beginning of another. His tail kept working her clit, circling and pressing, and the dual stimulation made coherent thought impossible.

Garrick began to move, withdrawing until just the head remained inside her, then thrusting back in with a smooth, powerful stroke. The ridges dragged against her inner walls, each one catching and releasing in a pattern that made her see stars. He set a steady rhythm, each thrust deep and measured, giving her time to feel every sensation.

"Your cunt is so hot," he growled, his pace increasing. "So tight around me. I can feel every flutter, every clench. You're gripping me like you never want to let go."

She didn't want to let go. Didn't want this to end, this feeling of being filled and claimed and thoroughly fucked. Her fingers ached where they gripped the parapet, her knees shaking with the effort of staying upright, but she pushed back to meet his thrusts, taking him as deep as her body would allow.

Thunder rolled overhead, continuous now, a drumbeat that matched the rhythm of their fucking. Rain pounded down, running in rivulets between her shoulder blades, pooling where their bodies joined. Garrick's wings spread wide, mantled over her like a canopy, and his shadow covered them both.

"Harder," Claire demanded, her voice hoarse. "I can take it."

He obliged with a snarl, his thrusts becoming brutal, driving into her with enough force that she had to brace harder against the stone to keep from being pushed forward. The pleasure built with terrifying speed, starting where his tail worked her clit and spreading inward, combining with the fullness of his cock until she couldn't tell where one sensation ended and another began.

"That's my mate," Garrick praised, his voice breaking into something more animal than human. "Take me deep. Let me fill you. Your womb was made for my seed, Claire. Made to hold my heir."

The words should have terrified her—pregnancy, children, the biological reality of what they were doing. Instead they pushed her over the edge. Her second orgasm hit harder than the first, a full-body convulsion that started in her core and radiated outward. She screamed, the sound tearing from her throat, her pussy clenching around Garrick's cock in waves that seemed to pull him deeper.

"Yes," he roared, his rhythm fracturing. "Come on my cock. Show me how good I make you feel."

He thrust three more times, each one impossibly deep, and then he was coming with a roar that drowned out even the thunder. She felt it—the pulse of his cock inside her, the heat of his release flooding her channel. He came and came, more than should be possible, thick ropes of cum filling her until it overflowed, spilling down her thighs in warm trails that the rain couldn't wash away fast enough.

"Mine," Garrick growled, grinding against her, working every last drop of his seed deep into her body. "My mate. My Claire."

Lightning flashed, turning the world white, and in that moment Claire felt something shift inside her—not physical, or perhaps entirely physical, a change on a cellular level that she couldn't name but could feel in her bones. His seed is taking root. Magic responding to magic. Prophecy fulfilling itself.

Garrick held himself inside her as their breathing slowed, his hands gentling on her hips, claws retracting to leave only the warm press of his palms. His tail uncurled from her thigh, the barbed tip trailing away with a final teasing brush against her oversensitive clit that made her shudder.

When he finally withdrew, she felt the loss immediately—a hollow ache where he'd been, her body already missing the stretch and fullness. More of his cum spilled out, a thick flood that confirmed what she'd felt, what he'd promised. He'd emptied himself inside her, marked her from the inside out.

He turned her carefully, lifting her away from the parapet and cradling her against his chest. His wings folded around them both, creating a shelter from the rain, and she buried her face against his shoulder.

"You'll carry my child," Garrick murmured against her hair, his hand spreading possessively over her flat stomach. "Already I can feel the magic taking hold. You'll swell with my heir, Claire. My stone and your softness, combined into something new."

She should protest. Should panic. Should demand explanations and proof and rationality. Instead she felt a bone-deep certainty that he was right, that something had changed in those moments when he'd come inside her beneath the supermoon and the storm. Her body knew what her mind was still processing.

"What happens now?" she whispered.

Garrick's arms tightened around her. "Now you're mine. My mate, my love, my purpose. The curse is broken—I can remain in this form, can walk with you in daylight, can give you life and the touch and the devotion you've been denied." He pulled back enough to meet her eyes, his own still glowing but softer now. "If you'll have me."

Claire looked at him—at his fierce face and burning eyes, at the wings that sheltered her and the arms that held her with a reverence she'd never known. Below them, the city continued on, oblivious. Above them, the supermoon shone through breaking clouds. And inside her, she felt the first stirrings of something growing, something impossible and inevitable.

"Yes," she said, and felt the last of her loneliness crack apart. "Yes, I'll have you."

His kiss tasted like rain and stone and forever.
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