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Chapter 1



Winona

“You’re going to Zenith Mountain at the end of the week,” Papa’s voice echoes through our musty living room.

I look up from where I’m ironing his shirts. My back hurts because I’ve been doing housework all day. Despite being the youngest daughter of a so-called prosperous merchant, I’m treated like a maid. And not even paid any wages.

“But Zenith Mountain is where they live,” I whisper, fear streaking down my spine. “Gargoyles.”

Those monstrous, cruel creatures first appeared a few centuries ago. Using their devilish intelligence and invulnerable bodies made from stone, they overthrew the king and installed themselves as the masters of this country. Now the entire nobility is made up of mythical stone monsters.

“I’ve made a deal with one of them,” Papa replies. “Lord Avandair will have you in return for a hundred thousand kroars.”

Lord Avandair…he’s a high lord and the master of Slate Manor, the white marble gothic mansion that towers over the town. He’s the richest noble on this side of the country. Having made a fortune of millions in the shipping business, he lives a life of isolated luxury. A few girls from the town go up to work at Slate Manor sometimes. While their wages are handsome and always paid on time, they all whisper the same thing: he is terrifying.

I’ve only seen Lord Avandair once. It’s not something I’d forget. Gargoyles don’t wear any clothing, preferring to display their raw, primal strength by striding around naked.

Lord Avandair’s body was huge, a tower of stone. His wings covered a span larger than the width of Papa’s well-off home.

A year ago, I stole a glance at him when he was near the stream that I fetch water from. The moment my gaze snagged on his fierce amber eyes, a shiver rolled down my spine. Lord Avandair’s face was beautiful, a marvel of polished grey stone cut to the standard of masculine beauty. With a wide jaw, grim lips, and angular cheekbones, even a single look into his eyes made my body hot with a need I couldn’t voice.

I stood there paralyzed when he lifted his lips into a devilish smirk. My eyes crept down his broad, stony shoulders, all the way down to his proudly erect cock.

I’d never seen a man’s appendage before, but I could tell that he was way bigger than any human. 

It was big enough to make me feel light-headed when I saw it in all its glory.

My voice caught in my throat as strode toward me, having registered my presence. I scurried away, only to have his nail wrap around me and pull me back until my body slammed against the stone wall of his chest.

“Please let me go,” I begged. “I didn’t mean to spy on you.”

His erect member pushed against the layers of my gown, imprinting his desire between my legs.

“Are you alright, Little Butterfly?” he asked, in a voice that was gentle enough to melt away all my fear. His hard fingers caressed my cheek. I shuddered. “You’re so thin and pale. Does your family not feed you?”

His tail loosened its grip around my ankle and I bounced back, freed.

“Take this,” he said, offering me the juicy apple that rested on the palm of his hand. I’d heard that the gardens of Slate Manor were filled with orchards that produced all kinds of unbelievable fruit. The apple was golden, as big as my head.

I took it with trembling fingers because I didn’t want to incur his wrath by refusing. As I sunk my teeth into its leathery flesh, sweet juice trickling over my lips, Lord Avandair smiled at me.

“It’s delicious. I’ve never tasted anything so sweet,” I remarked, hungrily scarfing down the apple. Papa fed me the bare minimum while he expected me to prepare feasts for him and my brothers. We never had fruits or anything sweet though I sometimes bought myself apples at the market when I could manage it within the food budget.

“Eat slowly,” Lord Avendair said. He was intimidating but the warmth in his eyes told me he wouldn’t hurt me. “I’ll be heartbroken if you choke.”

“Thank you, my lord.” I turned around my heart racing, knowing that this creature whom people thought was cold and cruel was anything but.

“What’s your name?” I was startled at the huskiness in his tone.

His eyes changed color. From a pleasant hue to a muddy brown. The pupils were wide and black.   

“Winona.”

“Winona.” His long, forked tongue darted out of his mouth, rolling the syllables of my name. Reminding me that he was a monster. “I won’t forget it. Nor will I forget what you have done to my cock.”

He stroked his proud erection in front of me, making my body burst open with emotions I had never felt before. “You’re mine, Little Butterfly,” he rasped. “My destined mate.

I did not know what the words meant but something inside me reverberated in agreement when that word spilled from his mouth. Mate. I do not understand what it means to gargoyles, not have I ever seen any gargoyle mate with a human.

Emotions danced inside me like fireflies. Need. Desire. Anticipation. Elation. They all slammed into one as the puzzling gargoyle watched me quietly until I finished my meal.

Then he flapped his powerful gray wings, creating a powerful gust that launched his body into the sky. He left me without another word.

I drop the iron now, my heart racing at the memory. “No.”

“Winona, business is hard. And those blasted gargoyles are the only ones with money. Why do you think we can’t even afford any help?” Papa makes a gruff noise, reaching for the bottles of whiskey decorating the fireplace mantle.

“If we’re so poor, you can stop drinking,” I chide.

Papa’s cold eyes narrow in fury. He grinds down his teeth.

“Quiet, little girl!” He screams, faces red with fury as he hurls a glass at me. I dodge it and it shatters against the wall. “Don’t talk back to me. Remember I was the one who raised you after that ungrateful wench who calls herself your mother abandoned us.”

Mama left us when we were young, having endured enough of Papa’s cold abuse. I don’t blame her. I would have left a long time ago if I could. I’ve been trying to sell the clothes I sew, hoping to become a seamstress but despite how much housework I have to do, living in a comfortable home like this wouldn’t be possible if I became a seamstress.

I rise to my feet, anger rising in my blood. Papa betrayed me. He bartered with me for money. With a gargoyle. “You sold me to monsters!” I accuse.  

Papa’s eyes are weary when he looks at me. “Little girl, you have no choice. I raised you all these years and now it’s time you use the body I fed to help me.”

“Is he going to…” I swallow, afraid of completing the sentence. The tales people tell about gargoyles in town aren’t pretty. They’re ferocious, powerful monsters who conquered lands with their strengths, defeating and dethroning powerful kings. Able to fly, they prefer to live away from their human subjects in high places that we can never reach.

Lord Avandair was kind to me when we met…but the desire in his eyes, the way his gaze stalked me like I was prey…what if there’s another, darker side to him?

What if he’s exactly like people describe gargoyles to be?

Cunning, scheming, using pretty words to make you let your guard down.

“If you don’t go willingly, he’ll have to take you by force,” Papa says. “Your weak body wouldn’t stand a chance against Lord Avandair’s brute strength.”

I bite my nails, hating the truth in Papa’s words. The room suddenly feels cold despite the fire burning in the fireplace.

Gargoyles are powerful, ruthless creatures. For them, their word is their bond.

If Papa promised me to a noble, they wouldn’t hesitate to carry me away by force even if I protested.

I’m already a gargoyle’s captive. There’s no escaping this fate. If I run, he’ll hunt me down. It’d be a matter of his pride.

“What will the gargoyle lord do with me?” I quiver. “What did you promise him?”

He might work me like a slave in his huge manor carved from marble. But manual labor isn’t what I’m scared of.

There are worse things that a monster could do…

“He wants you to rear his heir,” Papa replies. “Apparently, his wife is dead and the babe is still young.”

“He wants me to take care of his child?” That doesn’t sound cruel. My heart tugs in pain for the little child who has lost his mother at such a young age. Maternal instinct rises deep in me, urging me to cradle the little one in my arms.   

“I can’t promise that’s all he’ll need from you.” There’s a dark shadow in Papa’s expression. “If he wants to make you his whore, that’s what you’re going to be.”

“I won’t!” I protest.

I’ve always dreamed of escaping this emotionless household. Of finding a wonderful, gentle man who treats me like I’m precious. Not like a pawn.

Papa snorts. My protests are useless. My defiance is useless.

All I can hope for is that Lord Avendair is as kind as he was a year ago.

Bringing the whiskey tumbler to his lips, Papa gives a snort. “I’m going to buy better whiskey soon…”

Anger spikes in my blood but dies down quickly. There’s no point in resenting him. He was always a selfish man.

“I will start packing then,” I say.

“Before that, there’s one more thing you must do.” Papa’s meaty fingers burrow into his pockets. He hands me a pouch of dried herbs. “Eat these herbs every day for twenty-one days until the full moon. It’s the gargoyle lord’s order.”

“What do they do?” The delicate silk pouch feels too fine in my palms. It smells of lavender and salt, reminding me of my meeting with the gargoyle lord. He didn’t smell of flowers but of musk.

“He didn’t tell me that.” Papa shakes his head. “But if you don’t take them he’ll know.”

I don’t doubt it. Gargoyles have superhuman senses. Their wrath is rumored to be vicious.

“Are they safe?” I ask again. “You’re sure I won’t die?”

“They’re just herbs, not poison.”

I undo the fine ribbon that ties the pouch together. A handful of dried herbs rests in the pouch. I pinch a handful between my fingers and swallow it with water.

The taste is sweet, not bitter like I anticipated.

My body is enveloped by lightness. It’s like I’m floating in a cloud of bliss.

Maybe these herbs are meant to make me happy so I can forget that I’m being sold to a monster.


Chapter 2



Avandair 

Only three days left until she’s mine. 

I look down from the grand balcony of my mansion. Below the steep incline of the mountain, the cluster of lights that make up the town are glittering brightly. Given my superhuman senses, I’m able to pick out the forms of the humans if I look closely enough. There’s the fruit vendor at the market, sitting smugly with his paunch resting on the wooden table. The old man who always fishes in the stream is asleep with his fishing rod next to him.

And Winona…while the light in her house spills onto the wet stone streets, I can’t see her through the stone walls of her house.

I turn my head, hunting for her father among the populous crowd at the tavern. He’s usually drinking at this hour while his daughter slaves away at home alone.

I gnash my teeth when I find the bastard with a tankard in hand, boasting to his friends. “You know my girl? I’ve sold her to the gargoyle lord. He paid a fat sum for her, too.”

“That’s because she got fat tits,” one of the men sneers.

“A fat ass, too. I’d have loved to tup her if I had the money,” another one joins in.

Rage thrashes around my body.  

He doesn’t treat Winona right. No father in his right mind, especially one who already makes a comfortable living, would sell his daughter for the sake of increasing his social status. He doesn’t need the money I’ll give him nearly as much as he needs my name so that he can get better clients to purchase from him.

“I’m going to tell everyone she’s Lord Avandair’s whore. That’ll teach them to have some fear for me.” He breaks into a fit of laughter along with the other men seated at the table.

A forceful breath rushes out of my nostrils. My fingers draw into a ball, stone scraping against stone, producing a harsh noise. I come to realize too late that I should have kept my frustrations to myself.

“Gwaah!” Behind me, the shriek of a baby echoes off the gold-veined marble walls.

Swiveling around, I dash to the nursery where my six-month-old son is screaming his stone lungs out. Picking him up, I cradle his tiny form. With his tiny mouth and dark eyes, Grandor resembles his mother more than he resembles me.

There are two horns on his head, which I don’t possess myself.

A protective instinct swells within my chest as I stroke the tiny nubs. The desire to soothe away his pain is a physical need. There’s a smidge of red under his gray cheeks. He flaps his tiny wings frantically, but no matter how hard he tries, he won’t be able to fly until he’s three. I’ll be the one teaching him how to navigate the skies then.  

I hum a tune, feeding him the herbal tonic that I buy from the royal apothecary. Since his mother died and he can’t drink anything but magical human milk, it’s the best thing I can give him for now. The perfect solution would have been to hire a wet nurse and pump her full of magical herbs until she started producing magical human milk. However, not many women in the village who are lactating are ready to offer their milk to a gargoyle child. Nor can I force them to take herbs they’re suspicious of for the rest of their lives. The one I hired left in days, claiming she’d die if she stayed. They’re terrified of me, and having to live at the mansion to feed Grandor makes them scared.

It’s because of the rumors. Humans tend to drive themselves into a frenzy because of the rustling of the trees and the wind’s echoes reverberating in the corridors. They think it’s gargoyle magic, the work of the devil, or some such nonsense.

“Soon, darling,” I promise, rocking Grandor in my arms. “You’ll have a nurse.”

The whole reason I made that blasted deal was because I needed someone to take care of Grandor. A woman who is loving and whose tits are filled with milk so she can keep my son fed. I spent an unholy amount of money on the herbs I handed Winona’s father. If she has been taking them correctly, her breasts should start producing soon.

I should probably go and make sure everything is progressing as expected. My cock stirs, throbbing with anticipation as I picture tasting Winona’s milk in my own mouth. Imagining the soft, whimpering noises she’d make while I drain her… heats my blood until it feels hot enough to melt my stone skin.

I’ve resisted going to her, grabbing her soft flesh and feeling its silky slide between my fingers for weeks, but my patience is wearing thin.

Winona. 

The moment I met her in those woods, her scent shook me. Turned my world upside down. My body had a visceral response to her pheromones. It was like a firecracker going off in my blood, filling my cock with need. I was dazed by my response. Then certainty gripped me. In an instant, I knew she was my mate. The one meant to birth my babes and have them suckle on her teats. The one meant to take my knot and love me forever.

I don’t lack riches or power.

Both have been easy to accumulate. As one of the high nobles of the Gargoyle Court, my family has enjoyed the king’s favor for centuries. My father was one of the generals who helped King Wrexen I annex the human lands.

The only thing I don’t have is a family.

A warm, caring mate to come home to. Children who’ll kiss me on the cheek and whom I can protect. A mate who will stay by my side and cherish our love.

My previous wife, who was a gargoyle, died in childbirth. I knew she wasn’t who I was destined to be with, but it was a political marriage, meant to strengthen the ties between two of the most powerful noble families of this generation.  

My son will now be the most powerful noble in three generations.

When Grandor’s stomach is full of the tonic, he nods off to sleep. Since I can’t focus on the accounts I need to handle, I return to the balcony to study the town below.

Everything’s as it was minutes ago. Giving up any pretense of people-watching, I narrow my gaze until it lands on Winona’s home.

When I finally spot her cooking in the kitchen, my heart returns to its steady, stony taps once more.


Chapter 3



Winona 

I’m a flesh ball of anxiety when the harpy unloads me at the entrance of Slate Manor a week later. Part bird, part woman, the monster arrived at my home that morning saying she was under instructions to transport me. “Lord Avandair’s orders,” she proclaimed with a lopsided smile.

Papa scrunched his nose at her in disgust. He doesn’t like her kind ever since one of them disfigured his chest with her claws when he tried to force her into sexual intercourse with him in the red-light district.

“Take ‘er and be gone.” He pushed me to the creature who banded her arms around me, mouth spit in a sharp smile, her teeth protruding over her lips like white knives. Without warning, she bulleted upward, dragging my body with her. The journey was short, scary, and nauseating, thanks to the speed.

Harpies are monsters, too, but they’re not as powerful as gargoyles. Due to their ability to fly, they can transport people and objects to the high perches that gargoyles seem to prefer. The harpy works for Lord Avandair. The silver plate hanging around her neck bears the crest of the Avandair family, exhibiting her loyalty to the clan.

Every noble family employs at least a few harpies to ensure the seamless movement of goods and people to their homes.

“That was quick.” I rub my grown, trying to get dirt off it. The harpy hurled me into the dusty ground the moment we landed.

“You’re smart to be scared.” She cackles in a grating voice. Angling her beak-like nose upward at the huge windows of the mansion, she adds, “A fussy gargoyle, that one. Who knows? He might behead you if you leave dust on his precious statues. Make sure you clean well.”

Her laughter crescendos. Tears drip from her eyes like she’s amused at her own prediction. The worst part is, I can’t tell if she’s serious or not.

“I’ll do a good job,” I say. It’s not like I didn’t cook or clean before. I’m used to the chores. However, I imagine it will be quite different here since Slate Mansion is twenty times as big as my house used to be.

I sigh, following the harpy’s silhouette as it descends down the mountain. I’m left standing alone at the peak, inches away from my new home.

The monolith of gold-veined black marble intimidates me with its towering height. Windows have been carved out of the stone, and thick glass placed in holes cut out as part of a larger pattern. They resemble cathedral windows, grand and arched. The door is wooden, but it’s as long as my entire house used to be.

The gargoyle-shaped golden door knocker is thick and heavy.

I lift it with great effort, then allow it to slam with a loud bang. My presence announced, I wait for somebody to open the door and let me in.

I never expect that person to be Lord Avandair himself.

Up close, he’s equal measures menacing and awe-inspiring. His skin is smooth with no blemishes or discolorations, only gray stone polished to smooth perfection. Magic and myth run through his veins, causing his whole body to glow with an otherworldly radiance that bursts through the gray stone skin. I’m captivated by the glow.

His face bears an astonishing array of delights, from the thin aristocratic nose, the delicate philtrum, and handsome cheekbones to the full, luscious lips that are arranged in a cold, formal line. But it’s his eyes that I can’t get over. Honey-hued and bright, they contrast against his skin, adding to his mystical appeal.

Every pore in my body registers that I’m the presence of something that’s not human, a creature that’s part of fairytales.

A gargoyle.

The automatic parting of my lips doesn’t surprise me. Who could retain their cool composure when faced with a monster so breathtaking?

My sharp inhale morphs into a cough when cold air stabs my throat. I melt in humiliation. It’s my first meeting with Lord Avandair and I’ve coughed on his face.

“Sorry I didn’t mean to,” I apologize in a distressed voice, drawing back with my hands clasped in front of me.

“Go in,” Avandair urges in his raspy voice that sounds like flint scratching against flint.

His body pulls back to create enough space for me to enter. I brush past him. An electric current seizes me. His presence is like a cloud of smoke that follows me around. I can’t ignore it.  

Shrinking myself, I pass through the space, emerging into the opulent interiors of Slate Manor…which are not as opulent as I thought.

The mansion is mostly bare, though it’s unimaginably vast.

“We are short-staffed.” He answers my silent question. “Townspeople don’t care to work for me. That’s why I had to resort to buying maids.”

There’s a faint edge of humor underneath the heaviness, a trace of sorrow that pulls at my nerves. I don’t relax or attempt to respond. For better or for worse, Lord Avandair is my employer now, and I must make sure he’s satisfied with my work.

I stand there, looking around, listening for the inhuman echoes in the hallways of the giant mansion. It’s bare and stark with no signs of softness. No carpets. No cushions or velvet upholstered sofas and divans. Nothing to lessen the severity of the stone.

Only golden busts and sculptures of his gargoyle ancestors are arranged in neat lines along the hallway breaking up the monotone of black. Each statue carries a lighted candle, illuminating our path.

“Well, at least it will be easy to clean this place since it has no furniture,” I muse.

Lord Avendair stills. “You thought I’d make you clean the whole manor? That would make me a real monster.” He swings his head up and down. “You’re one a tiny woman. This house requires an army for its upkeep.”

My worry morphs into confusion. “Then what do you need me to do, my lord?”

“Cook,” he replies. “Two hot meals a day. I wake up too late for breakfast but I’ll expect supper at one and dinner at seven. If you have time left over, then you can try replacing the candles on the statues.”

I clutch my skirts tightly, taking comfort in the rough cotton fabric. It’s the only familiar thing in this unfamiliar world that I’ve stepped into. Though I’m his maid, I have never been around monsters much so I lack awareness of basic things, like what they eat.

“What sort of food do gargoyles prefer?” I inquire, genuinely intrigued.

“The same kind humans do,” Lord Avandair replies. “The harpies I employ will deliver fresh meat, fruits, vegetables, and groceries every morning. If you provide them a list, they’ll arrange for the items by the next day.”

“I’ll have to start planning the menu, then,” I mutter, mind whirring with ideas. Lord Avandair is wealthy which means I can use premium ingredients and make dishes that I could only have dreamed of cooking.

My pulse gives an excited jerk at the thought of expanding my culinary expertise and playing with new recipes. Compared to cleaning and ironing, I love cooking. It suits my creative temperament as well as my desire to nourish myself and other people. Despite how stingy Papa is with compliments, he always praised my food.

I hope I can impress Lord Avandair tomorrow. I’m going to make a big splash with a grand menu. I’ll start off with leek and ham soup coupled with potato pudding. Then for the mains, I’ll serve roast chicken, fish pie, curried parsnips, honey-glazed potatoes, and plum pudding.

I follow Lord Avandair as the stalks through the exalted corridor. We turn, and he opens the first door.

“This is your room. It has a bed and other amenities you might need. You can bathe and relieve yourself using the copper bathtub and chamber pot inside.” He waits for me to step in before he shuts the door. “This will be your home now.”

I drag in a shaky breath. Reality has suddenly hit me. I’ve been exiled from the only home I’ve known, sent out to serve a gargoyle lord until I’m old and dead.

But the room before me is hardly a prison. In fact, it’s utterly luxurious. Too much for a maid. The bed is big enough for two. Thick, soft mattresses and quilts are laid on top, their covers embroidered with yellow flowers. Not even my covers back home had any embroidery.

There’s a wooden desk beside the bed, stocked with paper, inkpots, and quills. I wonder what Lord Avandair expects me to write. His correspondence, perhaps?

What shocks me, though, is the huge, grand bathtub made of copper that occupies one side along with a chamber pot. I could have long, luxurious baths here if I chose to. Though I imagine my days will be eaten up by work.

“My lord, you are truly generous,” I say.

“It’s the least I could do considering you’ve left your family to come here.”

When he says that I realize I don’t miss my family. Not at all. Papa was more of a burden than a source of comfort and living in fear of his frequent drunken outbursts was starting to become tiring. At least here I will enjoy solitude.

But…the tiny string of hope in my stomach tightens. Even though I have no friends, no bonds, no connections tethering me to the town, I always hoped that someday, I would be able to find a dashing, kind man who’d fall in love with me. We’d build a happy family together full of healthy kids and the sort of adoration for each other that only exists in fairytales. As long as I stay in Slate Manor, that dream will never come true. Serving the gargoyle lord must come first. Robbed of the ability to freely move around town, my chances of meeting and falling in love with my dream gent are slim.

“Something wrong, Little Butterfly?” he whispers, my silence betraying my inner turmoil.

“Nothing, my lord.”

“If you need anything, you only have to ask me. I’m not cruel. I won’t deny you anything.”

“Then can I go to town?” My throat flexes. “To hand-pick the best produce for your meals, of course. I don’t trust the harpies.”

The quirk of Lord Avandair’s thick slate eyebrow tells me he knows I’m lying. But he proves how magnanimous he is by saying, “Very well. If that’s what you wish. But make sure the harpies accompany you at all times.”

“Understood, my lord.” 

Lord Avandair’s large body shifts, fingers motioning outside the door. “I have a well-stocked library that you can use if you want to read books in your spare time.”

I gasp. I have never heard of any lord sharing their valuable, expensive leather-bound books with servants. The books will ease some of my loneliness, at least.

“My lord…” Anxiety stings inside my stomach like needles. “How long must I remain at Slate Manor and serve you?”

“I hope you’ll stay forever,” he replies. There’s no authority in his voice, only a breathy plea. “Winona, do you remember we’ve met before? I told you then that you were mine, didn’t I?”

That conversation in the woods swims to the forefront of my mind. I had believed he was referring to a special bond between us. He even called me his mate. To imagine that he meant that he’d make me work for him shatters all the steamy dreams that kept me awake at night for months. Ones where I’m kissing the gargoyle lord, taking that large, erect appendage of his inside me until he fills me with his seed.

“That’s your uniform.” Lord Avandair points to a clean, laundered black down embroidered with golden flowers that have been laid out on the bed. “You begin your duties tomorrow.”

“Might I ask what you have been eating so far? If you don’t have a cook, how did you procure meals?”

He averts his gaze, bringing a closed fist to his mouth. “Grandor and I have been subsisting on herbal tonics since our last cook left three months ago.”

“Grandor…is that—“

“My son,” he confirms. “He’s very young but the tonics are safe for him. A gargoyle I trust brews them.”

My gaze flies to his face. Imagine that there’s a baby inside his cold, isolated house…

“Where is the baby, my lord?”

“In his nursery at the end of this hallway. Avoid going there. He’s easily scared by new people.”

A twinge of disappointment pulls at my heart. I was looking forward to seeing a gargoyle baby in person. I’m curious to know what such a creature is like. Just thinking how he must be all alone in this big, cold manor makes me pity him. I want to provide him comfort if I can. Maybe I’ll quietly sneak into the nursery and play with him when Lord Avandair isn’t around.

“Of course. I’ll be careful.”

Lord Avandair claps his hands behind him, clearing his throat in a stony growl. “Is there anything else you’d like to inquire about?”

“Nothing yet, my lord. If I come across something new that I don’t understand, I will be sure to seek your guidance.”

It must be my imagination. The pinched look on Lord Avandair’s face cannot actually be dismayed. His fingers are stretched on the edge of the bed frame, clinging to it. He’s reluctant to leave. Does he want to stay with me?

No, that’s a mad notion.

My heart whispers in empty promises, though. Remember when he told you that you were his? That you were his mate? What if that wasn’t a lie?

He has not mentioned the mate thing again. I must have heard wrong. Maybe I was so entranced by the presence of a nobleman that I conjured up the entire conversation in my head. I mean, if I think about it, why would anybody think I was special?

I’m just an average woman.

“I’ll leave you to acclimate to your new surroundings. Feel free to wander around. The kitchen is near the entrance.” The slow thumps of Lord Avandair’s heavy feet striking the ground fill the air. Lord Avandair turns around and arrows to the door. I only catch a brief flash of his muscled buttocks flexing but it hits me like a spell. When he turns around, I spot that he’s fully aroused.

But my focus on his impressive member doesn’t last long.

“Did you consume the herbs I handed to your father?” His eyes narrow on me. He motions behind me. “There’s more in your desk drawer. Eat them every day.”

“Yes, my lord,” I comply without protest. I’m grateful he made the offer. The herbs make me feel good and I need a little supernatural mood boost if I’m going to reconcile with my fate. Living with a monster is scary. A little fake happiness wouldn’t hurt.

“Are you curious about what they do?” Lord Avandair’s gaze settles on my chest, where my bosom is rapidly expanding and falling. “They’re meant to prepare you to carry out...the role that I wish for you to perform.”

“What kind of role?”

“It involves my son.”

Quick understanding dawns on me. I get the gist of it. He likely intends to have me be the child’s caretaker, as Papa implied. I don’t see how the herbs will help me, though. Perhaps they’re supposed to give me mental cheer to put up with the lordling’s tantrums?

I shudder. For some reason, I cannot reconcile that the child of someone as polished and benevolent as Lord Avandair could be a troublemaker.

I bow deeply. “I will be honored to serve the young master, my lord.”

“One last thing, Winona: I ask that you not poison my meals.” A broken, thin laugh tips out of his throat. “Poisons are ineffective on gargoyles anyway.”

“I do not wish to murder you, my lord, so you are quite safe,” I reply, unable to resist smiling at his charming demeanor.

He returns my smile with a grin that shakes my stomach to the core. I see it for what it is: infatuation. Lord Avandair is rich, sophisticated, masculine, and thrilling in a way human men never are. His thick cock promises ecstasy and his thick, rough fingers entice my pussy to keep oozing wetness.

I have to put this attraction behind me or I won’t survive at Slate Manor.

“I look forward to learning more about you, Winona.” There’s a secret promise in that statement. It’s imbued with lust and intention, just like the time when he said I was his in the woods. “You are an interesting woman.”

“Hardly.”

“You don’t give yourself enough credit. Don’t undervalue yourself because your father did. You’re precious, Little Butterfly.”

You’re precious. 

His words linger in the air long after he’s gone.


Chapter 4



Avandair

“Are you expecting me to eat all this alone?” I survey the buffet of exotic dishes decorating the table. “You’ve cooked for an army.”

Delicious aromas of roasted meats, seasoned vegetables, puddings, and cheesy soup assault my nostrils. Gargoyle balls and parties thrown at other nobles’ houses are usually grand affairs. The feasts there are the best I’ve ever eaten, made by talented chefs with years of experience and culinary training.

Yet, when I swallow my first spoonful of soup, it blows everything I’ve ever eaten out of the water. The leek and ham flavors are delicate, mingling in perfect harmony. The subtle dash of pepper adds zingy spicy while the copious salt ensures that the soup isn’t bland.

Truly, Winona is unbelievable. Her tiny body hides incredible strength and talent. She must have gotten up early to finish preparing this grand feast.

“Gargoyles are big so I assumed they eat more,” she says matter-of-factly. I can’t fault her logic. It does make sense. However, despite being huge, I eat the equivalent of what an adult human male eats. Our bodies are more efficient at converting food into energy.  

“Only someone with a monstrous appetite could eat so much food.”

“I seemed to have messed up.” She apologizes profusely.

I clap my palms, an idea taking root. I can use her zeal to my advantage. I was hoping for a simple, home-cooked fare. More than that, I longed for her company during my meals. “If you want me to accept your apology you’ll have to join me.”

“But….”

“You haven’t eaten yet, have you? Sit down. I’m not having my ma…my cook goes hungry.” Dammit. I almost slipped up and said my mate there.

My cock has been permanent at half-mast ever since she sauntered into Slate Manor. I thought I was prepared to be with her and ignore the powerful effect she has on my cock but I was wrong.

Winona has steeped my sanctuary in her pheromones. Everything smells of her. From the moment I wake up to the moment I fall asleep, her tantalizing scent circles me and wears away at my willpower.

I grip my hard shaft underneath the table, stroking it. Seed oozes from the tip, twitching to burst into her warm, waiting womb. One of these days, when my careful reserve snaps, I’m not going to be able to prevent my inner gargoyle from pounding her sweet pussy like a monster. Because where my mate is concerned, all I want to do is tear off those clothes are tickle the stiff, rosy tips of her breasts with my thumb until she starts to leak.

One more week until the full moon and then her tits will swell and grow wet with sweet milk fit to feed a noble. The herbs will take effect soon.

And I’m the one who will taste her first.

My cock throbs, liking the idea as much as I do.

I continue pumping with my hand.

Innocent as she is, Winona remains unaware of my carnal impulses.

“May I sit here?” she asks in a tiny, feminine voice that makes heat seep into my cock that’s on the verge of exploding.

“Yes…please,” I beg, glad she chose to seat herself as far away from me as possible. I’m a wrecking ball of ache and I’ll pound her to satisfy my needs if she gives me the opportunity.

The long dining table consists of ten chairs. Two on opposite ends and four on each side of the table. As the master of the manor, I occupy the one at the head of the table. But there’s another, equally ornate chair on the opposite side intended for the lady of the manor.

My mate.

It’s where Winona is meant to sit. But I want to give her time to acclimatize herself to life in the manor before I drop the responsibility of being the lady on her. Humans don’t fully understand the concept of fated mates. She’ll be doubly distrustful since I’m a monster. I’ll have to seduce her until she is as certain as me that I’m her mate.

Winona hesitates before choosing a seat two away from mine, putting a measure of distance between us.

“Shall I serve the food, my lord?” she asks.

I’m close to cumming, here every word driving me closer to unraveling. My eyelids wrap shut. The scorching, delightful sensations in my groin ascend to a fever pitch. Just a little more...

“No, pass me the dishes and I’ll do it myself,” I reply, increasing the pace of my pleasuring to grant myself relief faster. “I’ve gotten used to doing a lot in the absence of servants.”

“Yes, my lord.” Her gentle obedience and knowing how she’d feel if she was under me is what undoes me.

My blood howls to possess her, to spill my seed inside her feminine warmth. Rope after rope spurts out of my arousal. Soiling the tablecloth. Forming a pool under me. My knot swells even though there’s nowhere to put it. I must make sure I send Winona away before I stand up after this meal or she’ll see my swollen knot.

Wiping my hand on the napkin, I return to the present where a grand feast awaits me.

“Your food exceeds all my expectations,” I remark, savoring the savory aftertaste of the roasted potatoes flecked with salt. It’s so warming and homely, like a mate’s embrace. As it travels down my throat and settles in my stomach, it destroys the guilt for everything inside.

There’s nothing to be ashamed of. Being attracted to one’s mate is only natural.

Winona’s hands are laid on the table but she hasn’t touched anything.

“This is my first time dining with a…noble.” Her lips quiver.

That subtle slip of her tongue, that beat of hesitation catches my notice. “You meant to say a monster, didn’t you?”

“I’m sorry.” Panic jerks to life on her face, crumpling her features. “I—”

“I’m a monster. That much is true.” If she looked below me at the mess of cum that wanting to possess her has produced...she’ll realize just how much of a beast I am. Always lusting after my mate, dying to claim and possess her in the most primal way. “But you needn’t be afraid of me. I will not hurt you. You’re mine to protect.”

“I’m only your maid.”

“You’re mine, Winona,” I grind out in a rocky rasp, my possessiveness flaring to life, hating anybody contesting my connection to her. I loosen the tense muscles in my chest. I’ll scare her if I carry on like this. “I mean, after eating your marvelous cooking, I want to keep you forever.”

Her eyes widen in surprise. “I didn’t expect you to compliment my food. I’d been led to believe that you were impossible to please.”

“Your food deserves all the praise in the world. I cannot believe you kept your talent hidden for so long.”

“I’m flattered you think so highly of me,” she says. The smile that ghosts her lips is worth every scheme and underhanded tactic I pulled to get her here. To bring her to my mansion. I don’t regret offering her father money in exchange for his daughter.

“Eat, Little Butterfly. Do not be nervous,” I say. “Shall I tell you a story to help you feel at ease?”

A blush colors her cheeks. She immediately grabs a few potatoes and begins nibbling on them. “I am woefully ignorant of gargoyle tales,” she punctuates her words with deliberate crunches of food. “I would love to hear some.”  

“The most popular one is about the stone gargoyle and his mate.”

“Aren’t all gargoyles made of stone?”

“Well, they are, but legend has it that long ago, we used to be angels.” I pause, taking the time to properly savor my spoonful of soup. “We were the most fortunate of creatures because we were given divine mates to protect and cherish.”

“A mate…like a lover?”

“More than that. A mate is someone who is your home, your soul’s echo. They pull you in like a spell with their body, their sex, their nature and never let go. It’s like being tied by the string of fate.”

“That sounds both amazing and scary.”

“Well, it probably is. Hundreds of years ago, one of my ancestors rejected his mate. Thought she was too ugly. Because his heart was frozen and filled with hate, he couldn’t see love even when it came to him.”

Winona is fully invested in the story, the spoon still halfway to her mouth. She’s on tenterhooks to hear the rest of the story. “What happened then?”

“He killed his mate because she wouldn’t stop trying to crack his heart open. She was only hoping to make him see that there was no reason to wallow in resentment.” I drop my voice so low it crackles like pebbles grinding against each other. “Due to that, all of us were cursed to become stone. Not only that, most gargoyles no longer have fated mates.”

“But some do,” she surmises.

“A few, very lucky ones,” I agree. “Even then, it’s hard to be with one’s mate. Fate creates obstacles and keeps us apart. Only with great determination can the two souls come together.”

“That was a moving story, my lord.” Winona chews on her food slowly, her twinkling eyes set on me. “To have a fated mate seems like the ultimate blessing.”

Our eyes hold each other’s for a long breath. Fate and magic pulses in the air between us. I want to call it a silent understanding, the emotion that passes in her eyes. Like she knows I’m her mate.

Like she knows we were meant to find each other.

The thick spell that the story has cast on us both winds through my veins, filling my body with the need to stop this silly charade and confess to her that she is mine and mine alone.  

“I can’t help but long for my mate.” A rasp enters my voice. If she’s sensitive, she’ll be able to feel my desire where she’s sitting.

“Me, too,” she says. “I wish I had a mate like that.”

I blink, wondering if she means what I think she did. But she quickly returns to serving herself the pudding, breaking the meaningful charge between us.

“I’m grateful for the extravagant meal and your company. But please make dinner a simpler affair. I detest wasting food.”

She nods.

We converse effortlessly for the remainder of our time in the dining hall. She’s intelligent and well-read, able to regale me with tales of merchants and her knowledge of spices. In turn, she demands that I feed her curiosity regarding gargoyles, magic, and monsters. We’re a perfect match, both interested in what the other has to offer.

It wasn’t this easy to talk to my wife. We often lapsed into silence and anything beyond polite small talk or discussion of our duties turned uncomfortable.

Winona wipes her mouth, done with her meal. Keen to clean up my seed that’s drying under me, I tell her to leave.

Her shoulders dip in disappointment. “I enjoyed talking to you very much, my lord. You’re a fascinating conversationalist.”

“It’s easy when one has such a talented companion,” I reply. “I’m going to request your company for dinner, too. If you don’t mind.”

The same pitying look that flickered across her features a few times during our talk surfaces again.

“Are you lonely? Is that why you made the deal with my father to take me?” Her brilliant brown eyes soften with understanding. She breathes faster. “Because you needed someone to talk to.”

A frisson of heat runs under my skin. A pleasant, peaceful pressure expands through my stone heart. It’s true. I have been alone since my wife died. But even when she was alive, I’ve always felt like I didn’t have the warmth I craved. My wife was polite, but she didn’t have the effect on me that Winona’a lovingly cooked warm food does.

Her body didn’t beckon me at night the way Winona’s soft, pliant curves do.

Winona’s mere scent sets my heart ablaze with passion and possessiveness. It signals to every fiber of my body that she’s mine. That I’m her mate. I must protect her and pleasure her while I take pleasure from her.

“Will you forgive me for bringing you here if I tell you it’s because I’m lonely?”

“There’s nothing to forgive.” She shakes her head. “I’m beginning to believe that our meeting was also a kind of fate. Between a maid and her master.”

“Maybe it’s more than that.”

Her skin warms to a deep crimson at my flirtatious tone. It is scandalous in her world for a master to express romantic interest in his maid but it’s different between us.

“Do you believe you have a mate written for you in the stars, my lord?”

“Yes. I’m certain of it.”

Her smile is encouraging. “I hope you will find them.”

“I already did,” I whisper. “But it’s going to take a bit of convincing until we can be together.”

She begins to fidget with her gown’s pleats. She’s a perceptive woman. Her brain must have made a connection between me mentioning my mate and her being here. “How wonderful,” she says, showing no hint of flirtation or insinuation. “A lady might liven up this silent manor.”

“I hope you start to like it here.” I truly do. While my inner gargoyle would never tolerate being separated from my mate, I don’t want to keep her here by force forever. I want her to be happy and choose to stay. “I wish I could bring more humans here. It’d make your job easier if there were more helping hands. Not to mention you’d be more at ease amongst your own.”

Winona smooths her hair, running her fingers between her silky brown locks that haunt me a night.

“I’ll try going to town one of these days and convincing others to come with me,” she says. “There are so many people I know looking for work. But rumors about Slate Manor being a dangerous, hostile place have stopped them from applying for employment with you. I will have to convince them that all those rumors are just stories.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, my lord. I want to be of help to you in any way I can. “

“Thank you. You don’t realize how much your presence in this manor means to me.”

This is where she’s destined to be. By my side. As my queen. My lady. My wife. My lover.  

Soon, I’ll make sure she knows it, too.


Chapter 5



Winona

My life falls into a steady pattern in the next few days. I wake up early to prepare a simple yet satisfying meal for Lord Avandair. He now insists that I take all my meals with him. I look forward to those hours the most.

Talking to him is like floating in a dream. Our conversations are effortless, interesting, and full of knowledge and insight. I am learning all kinds of new things about gargoyles, court politics, and the shipping business.

He doesn’t treat me like an idiot the way my father did.

“You’re a woman. You ain’t got the head for business,” Papa used to say.

But there’s no cold judgment in Lord Avandair’s eyes. The gargoyle shares information freely, feeding my curiosity just as I feed him my food.

That night, when I withdraw to my room after washing up and clearing away everything in the kitchen, an odd sensation trembles in my chest.

There’s something wrong with me.

An inexplicable heaviness blankets my body. A coiling tension keeps building behind my breasts, seeking release. But I don’t know how to loosen the tightness.

I clutch my breasts, staring out the window. Moonlight washes over me. There’s a full moon tonight. The herbs in the pouch Lord Avandair gave me lie scattered on the desk.

My nipples are sore. A pressure is pushing at my buds, dying to break free.

I felt strange things when I was speaking to Lord Avandair. My sex tingles when I’m in his presence. Wetness coats my folds. They’re begging to be touched now, to be pleasured and played with.

I wonder if my breasts will feel better if Lord Avandair’s large, strong hand cups them. I whimper. Heat strokes my belly at the image of Lord Avanair caressing my distended peaks with his smooth tongue.

Yes. I know the answer is yes. 

When the weight in my chest intensifies, my throat closes.

I breathe.

I need my mate. I need him to soothe away this pain and make me relax.

I cry out, hoping he’ll hear me.


Chapter 6



Avandair 

I can’t sleep. The loneliness of being away from Winona is unbearable in the dark.

I twist and turn, wanting to hold onto her curvy body, to run my hands over her fleshy hips and sweet pussy folds. My cock strains in agony, too familiar with being denied.

A slight noise makes me come upright.

The moment I wander outside my room, my nostrils are assaulted by a thick, heavy stench.

It’s Winona’s delicate smell, but it’s saturated with pain.

Then I hear her cry. A hoarse, animalistic cry like she’s calling out for me.

She’s in distress.

She’s in pain.

My mate is suffering.

Using my heightened senses, I scan for Winona’s silhouette through the door of her room. She’s clutching her breasts, which have expanded considerably due to the milk that she’s now producing. Her expression is crumpled with agony.

“Damn it,” I mutter under my breath.

I didn’t predict that she would be scared by the changes to her body. She doesn’t have a mother to explain these things. To tell her that her tits are meant to produce milk to feed babies. To show her what to do with her sweet cream.

My wings stretch to their full span before I can rationalize.

Fuck the seduction plan. Fuck everything. I have to go to her right now. Take care of my mate. Take away her pain.

The protective side of me emerges and dominates the situation. My instincts launch me into action, pulling me to her with an invisible force.

“I’m coming for you, Little Butterfly,” I whisper.

There’s a tightening in my belly the moment my fingers crunch around the door handle.

Heat strokes my cock, pumping it full of arousal.

I know what I’m about to do.


Chapter 7



Winona

An invisible gaze prickles the back of my neck. Fear floods my bloodstream. Cold shivers trickle down my spine, one after another. I take my hands off my aching breasts, scared at the untimely intrusion.

The door creaks open even though I locked it shut.  

I feel the rush of air behind me as it shifts. In a flash, a tall, long shadow is spilling down my body, cocooning me in its darkness.

A startled cry leaves my mouth when I realize it’s Lord Avandair. He’s intimidatingly masculine and powerful. His tail twitches, extending toward me. Shivers trail up my leg as the tip of his tail traces the curve of my ankle, my calf, and my upper thighs.

“My lord.” I curtsy. Then wince when the scrape of my gown’s fabric against my raw, sensitive nipples sends a current of pain down to my toes.

I don’t know what’s wrong with me. My breasts have swollen so big since yesterday.

“Easy, Little Butterfly. I’m not here to hurt you.”

I slide back on my bare feet, answering with a slight nod. “I know.”

“Let me help you.” Lord Avandair narrows the distance between us again within a flash. The triangular end of his tail hooks over the top of my bodice, yanking the neckline of my grown. “I’m here to soothe your pain. Your chest hurts, doesn’t it? I could hear your cry all the way up in my chamber. It called me to come to you.”

The evenness of his tone tells me he’s not lying. “I apologize for worrying you. You do not have to mind me, my lord. I think I will be alright.”

“Are you aware of what’s happening to you?” He shifts on his feet, inching closer to me until we’re only separated by a thin column of air.

There’s a sense of foreboding in his tone, a quiet warning that curls around my toes like invisible briars. Is there something wrong with me that I’m unaware of?

“Did I do anything to displease you, my lord? Have you laid a curse on me?”

He smooths his palm over my stiff nipples. “No, Winona. It’s not a curse.”

Without warning, he rips my bodice, freeing my breasts from the garment. They bounce, round and soft, big enough that they spill out of Lord Avandair’s palm when he takes one in his hand and rubs the underside gently. A sharp current of ecstasy shoots straight to my core. Slick drips from my sex, coating my inner thighs.

Lord Avandair gives my breast a firm squeeze. The bumpy skin of his fingers pulls a whimper from me when he starts playing with my nipple. Every pore in my body oozes satisfaction. His touch on me feels right. It melts away the hunger that has been eating my soul. Since I glimpsed his proud erection and realized I had made him so horny, I have been consumed by a throbbing ache that never recedes. I want to know what else my body can do, what other expressions I can tease out of him.

Right now, there’s pure marvel glittering in those gargoyle eyes. He massages my tit deliberately. Slowly. Until the unthinkable happens—white beads begin to ooze out of my thick, distended nipple. The drops cling to my swollen bud, getting heavier.

A sudden sense of release floats through my breast. Before I can adjust, white liquid sprays out of my tit, hitting Lord Avandair straight in the face.

The shock of spraying on Lord Avandair only intensifies my sexual arousal. There’s something so hot, and beautifully intimate about this experience that we’re sharing together. It’d be so much better if his mouth was on my sore nipple, soothing away the misery I feel. “What is—”

“Your breasts are producing milk,” he concludes.

“Milk to feed a babe?” I slap my hands against my gaping mouth. This is not what I expected.

He nods solemnly. “That’s what the herbs were for. To induce lactation. You’ll be feeding my son Grandor. He requires a wet nurse. It has been hard for him without his mother. I can’t keep giving him tonics forever.”

The edge of sadness in Lord Avandair’s voice makes my heart sink. I’ve never laid eyes on a gargoyle child but imagining any baby alone without its mother brings tears to my eyes. I’ll do whatever I can to bring some joy into that young one’s life.

“That’s what you wanted me for?” Disappointment frays my voice. I know it’s stupid to imagine that a gargoyle as desirable and powerful as Lord Avandair would want me as anything more than a wet nurse, but I hoped. The things that he told me that time in the woods have been stuck in my head. He made me terrified, but he also made me feel beautiful.

I felt a special bond between us, a thin, fragile connection. As magical as a gargoyle’s charm.

“No, Little Butterfly. I want you for a lot more.” His eyes smolder as he advances toward me, his steps making loud thuds on the wooden floor.

His hands are so huge that he engulfs my back with a single paw. My body jerks, frozen with a mixture of heat and fear.

“Put that tit in my mouth and let me make you feel good,” he says. Years of suspicion and fear tug at me to deny him but the gentleness in his eyes wins out.  

“Make me feel better?”

“I’m going to milk you, Little Butterfly. I’ll suckle your tits until you’re drained,” he replies. “Then you’ll be fine—until your tits fill up with milk again. When that happens, you can feed Grandor.”

Heat rises to my cheeks. The intimate spot between my legs pulsates with an electric sensation. I denied it then but I can’t deny it now. Lord Avandair’s presence makes my blood hot. My bare breasts are peppered with gooseflesh from being around him.

My tight nipples long for his forked tongue to pleasure them. To drive this maddening desire and knot of pain away from my groin.

He strokes the side of my filled tit with a barely-there touch. I shiver. “Take off your clothes, Winona. It’ll make the experience more pleasurable.”

I’d have jumped from the top of the mountain if he asked me in that smoldering tone. I can’t even think anymore. The thick, heavy lust that we both carry for each other is a living thing. It chokes us.  

After I’ve peeled away all my layers of clothing, I turn around to face him. Completely bare.

I’ve never been like this for any man.

But I don’t feel shame or humiliation. Only a sense of power that I never had before.

I want Lord Avandair to keep raking me with that intense gaze of his. To keep making me feel like I’m the most arousing female in this world.

I allow him to come close to me and pull me into an embrace. It’s so safe within the tangle of his arms.

“Your curves are so pretty,” he says.

I can feel his cock growing under me, scraping against my stomach.

Lord Avandair traces my bottom lip with his thumb, the abrasive texture scraping my delicate flesh. Tingles arrow straight to my pussy. It clenches with need. “I’m about to go insane from the need to kiss those lips. It’s all I’ve thought about since you set foot in Slate Manor.”

“My lord.” My inner walls squeeze in desperation. His words feed my arousal. My core beats with a fierce need to be joined to him, to sheathe his splendid, ripe cock in my wet softness. To be filled with him until I’m satiated from the experience. When Lord Avandair is near me, it’s like I’m on fire. Something’s just right. Our bodies pull each other’s like magnets. It is time I surrendered to the maddening attraction.

I raise myself to my tiptoes, not caring whether he thinks I’m a whore for responding to his affections.

I want to be his whore. To experience the ultimate fantasy of being mated with a gargoyle.

Lord Avandair’s lips skim over mine, up and down, inciting an agony between my thigh. I want more. I need more. I want him to dominate my mouth completely, show me how hot this passion can burn.

After moments of torturing me, he finally takes my face between his palms and possesses my lips. Blood rushes to my ears, blotting away every sound except the dull beat of my heart.

Through our connected mouths, I sense his urgency. His tongue is smooth yet hard, the perfect texture. He claims me, lavishing me with strokes of pleasure until I’m swooning.

When my knees knuckle under me, he picks up my body with his powerful arms and throws me onto the bed.

I lie on my back, waiting. For my mate to claim me.

“I’m going to fill your plump body with my heirs.” He climbs over me, his wings flapping, his gaze dark with primal intentions. “You’re going to be breathtaking when your belly is stretched with a baby and your tits are dripping milk all over your pregnant stomach.”

Shudders course down my spine at the image he’s painting. I lay a hand on my flat stomach. I can already feel my womb bulging with his growing seed. My whole body sighs in delight picturing him running his big hands over my bump, licking the cream off my leaking buds.

“Give me your seed,” I beg. My womb feels empty without my mate’s cum flooding it. 

I don’t dare voice my thoughts, afraid he’ll think me foolish for imagining myself as his mate. “Ah!” My body twitches as I feel the fleshy, triangular edge of his tail teasing the wet folds of my sex.

“Lie back and enjoy what I’m going to give you, Winona.” He lays his tongue flat on my leaking bud, mopping away the ivory droplets that I sprayed on myself. “I’ll make you come with my tail first so you’re prepared for my knot.”

His mouth settles over my breast. His tail inches higher up my leg, flirting with the swollen nub of my clitoris. I’ve heard how much pleasure women can get when this part is stimulated. And the legends were true—a flood of gratification pulls me under me when he strokes the most sensitive part of me.

On my tit, his mouth sucks hungrily, inducing me to release all my supply. Stream after steam of cream pours into his mouth and he drinks every drop. All the while, his forked tongue saws over my nipple, lashing my sore tip with pleasure.

My nerves ignite when he suckles my empty teat roughly, demanding more milk. My body can’t fulfill his need, now but soon, I might be able to.

“My other breast, my lord,” I say, guiding his head toward my peaked nipple that’s taut with pain.

Lord Avandair latches onto my full teat, having emptied the other one. As his hard suction registers in my pussy, milk comes gushing out of my swollen breast. The sense of relief is immediate. My shoulders slump deeper into the mattress, relaxing as discomfort ebbs away from my tit.

“Grandor’s lucky. Your cream is as sweet as butter,” he remarks before continuing to suckle me with greater force.

I’m a mess at the apex of my legs. My thighs are coated in slick. My empty channel pulses for a scarp of pleasure, warm from all the stimulation my tits and clit have been receiving.

Lord Avandair’s shaft grows harder, rubbing against my wet entrance. My channel clenches, weeping moisture, begging to feel that stone-hard rod lodged inside. I slide my fingers along the massive girth, caressing it gently as his mouth teases my distended bud, making me leak milk into the hot, hungry mouth.

When I brush over the crown of his erect length, Lord Avandair growls. Seed spurts from his crown, mixing with the juices sticking my thighs together. Pooling in a white puddle underneath.

My belly clenches in anticipation. His erection is so hard and rough. He’s going to both break me with his girth and the perfect friction of his hard-stone cock against my smooth channel.

“Winona, you’re mesmerizing. I want to be buried in your embrace forever,” he drawls.

“My lord…no one has ever made me feel like this. It’s beyond my wildest dreams. I didn’t know it could be like this between a man and a woman.”

I’ve imagined experiencing passion like this so many times but I wrote it off as just a fantasy.

“Our bodies are compatible.” Lord Avandair presses the flat end of his tail over my clit, smothering my organ. “Your cunt was made to stretch for my knot. But I’m going to make sure you’re wet enough.”

My pussy is getting hotter and hotter with every flick of his tongue on my milky breast.

As his tail continues to coax a release out of my clit, he tests my entrance with a thick digit. I cry out at the intrusion. It’s foreign but it feels right. I know Lord Avandair would never hurt me.

“Shhh, my love,” he soothes. “Let me feel your pretty cunt.”

The tightness in my groin turns into a fist around my throat when he slides his finger all the way into my channel, knuckle-deep. Tears gather at my eyes and streak down my cheeks as his finger curls, rubbing against a part of me that’s too sensitive. It’s impossible to not break into tears at this kind of rapture.

I’m a virgin. It’s my first time being penetrated. My body fights through the breach, resisting his entry. Lord Avandair pulls out before thrusting his digit back in again. The sparks of friction as he scrapes through my walls lift me off the bed.

I scream because the sensation ripping through my body is so powerful. I can’t contain it. My body is a hive of madness. He’s filling me with excruciating pleasure. Pouring thick wave after thick wave of gratification into my bloodstream. I have surrendered to him, let him take control of my body. I’m his instrument to play and he plays me like a maestro.

My cunt stretches wider when he adds a second finger, preparing to accommodate his knot.

“Your sex is so hot right now.” He kisses my breast. “It’s at the perfect temperature to get you knocked up.”

I know he’s only pleasuring me with his fingers to reduce my anxiety around the sudden change in my body. He doesn’t need to. I already understood when he told me what was happening because of the herbs. But I’m not going to say no to the delightful currents of pleasure that he’s doling out generously.

I moan, mindlessly swimming in the sensations that are filtering into my body from every angle.

The gargoyle’s rough mouth abuses my milky nipple, the pain carving shocks of heat through my veins.

His tongue stimulates my throbbing clit.

Rocky fingers slide in and out of my pussy, the friction of rough stone against smooth skin pushing me to the edge until I have no choice but to burst and release everything I’ve been holding inside me.

I come screaming his name loud enough to make the walls echo my voice for the rest of eternity.

“That’s my good girl,” he remarks. He wraps my hand around his cock guiding it up and down so I’m stroking his length. “Your tiny, delicate fingers are such a tease on my dick.”

I choke at how thick his cock has swollen. There’s no way he won’t split me apart when it swells further after he comes in me.

“Winona, don’t be afraid.” He gazes into my depths as his masculine organ rubs against my wet hole, preparing to enter. “I will be gentle and your body can take it.”

“Yes, my lord.” Warmth blooms in my chest at his gentleness. He wipes the sweat off my forehead.

I close my eyes and tense, imagining he’ll thrust into me in one go. But he works himself in slowly, one inch at a time.

It’s not painful at first, only new. As his girth and length inside me grow, there’s a point when it starts to sting like an open wound. His bumpy, rocky cock is bruising my walls. My maidenhood pushes him back but he drives his cock through, claiming my virginity.

He doesn’t move further, waiting for the sting to recede before he drives his cock deeper.

I scrunch my eyes, letting the pain pass through me. My breathing grows frantic, frenzied.

For moments, I am inundated by an ache that eats at my groin. Then slowly, the agony begins to recede, replaced by a blossoming warmth.

I open my eyes again, looking into the beautiful gaze of my mate. Recognizing that it’s him in me.

My pussy feels it, too, the presence of the one who was born to claim me. It pulls wider, wanting to be joined to him fully, wanting to feel his hardness in my most intimate region.

“It’s alright, Little Butterfly.” Lord Avandair caresses my hair, carefully sliding further into my wet channel. “I’ve taken your innocence now. Your body will grow accustomed to me soon.”

I have no idea how he can perfectly know when I’m hurting and when I’m not. It’s as though he can read my mind.

“Is that my womb?” I ask when I sense his swollen bulge hitting something inside me. He is unable to push deeper.

“It is,” he answers. “Your cunt is desperate to be bred, Winona. It’s clamping around me, begging for my release.”

Now that the pain is a distant memory, my walls are eagerly milking his hardness. My muscles loosen imagining how good the flood of cool spunk from him will feel in my hot, throbbing pussy.

“I want to feel it.” I release a hoarse plea. “My lord, show me how you come.”

A feral grunt rents the air. Gooseflesh rises all over my skin. Then the gargoyle unloads a wet spray of seed into my unprotected pussy, drenching my sex in his vital essence.

The ropes of his release paint my heated walls, setting off another orgasm. I peak harder than I did last time, shattering in time to my mate’s ultimate euphoria.

A mystical echo reverberates in my bones. The recognition of a sacred, intimate connection that joins us. Greater than time itself.

It heightens my rapture, blotting out the world from my mind until I’m in a dream-like space where all that exists is the pulsing reality of our union.

A subtle prick of pain returns me to reality. I gasp. Lord Avandair’s emptied all his cum inside me. My belly is slightly bloated, my womb stuffed full of his semen. His knot is swelling to keep his release warm and safe in my sex until it takes.

“It’s too big,” I complain, writhing under him. “I might break.”

“You won’t. Your body is strong and flexible,” he assures me, pinning my arms to the bed and holding me in place.

Lord Avandair’s knot expands, stretching my walls so wide I can’t believe it is even possible. I’m scared I won’t be able to live through this. But then it stops expanding and plugs up my pussy, pushing all the seed he sprayed into my womb.

He collapses over me, and our bodies finally merge together. He pulls me into a possessive hug as his knot continues to keep me full of his cum. Based on what I’ve heard from other monsters, knots can take hours to shrink enough to allow Lord Avandair to pull out of me.

Which means I can sleep cocooned in his arms for all those hours. I purr in satisfaction.

“Are you satisfied, Winona?” he inquires when I’ve had enough time to process and recover from the devastating experience that he just gave me. I don’t even have words to describe it.

It was everything at once. Heat. Pleasure. Satisfaction. Love. Some primal part of me has been touched and gratified by the intimate encounter with him.

“How did you know I needed that?” I ask.

“It’s because you’re special,” he replies. “You’re my mate. I’m connected to you, to your body, and your soul like no other.”

“Your…mate? I thought it was a myth. A legend.”

“I’m one lucky gargoyle then.” He grins, his teeth white and mischievous.

Individuals meant for one another. Magical matches written in the stars. They’re said to have perfect compatibility in mind and body, ensuring a healthy brood of offspring as well as a lifetime of mutual understanding and happiness.

I never dared to believe that I, as a human, would ever become the fated mate of a monster.

It’s unreal. Unbelievable.

But having experienced what I just did, I can’t deny it, either.

“How can you be certain that I’m your mate? I’m human.” I ask, not wishing to believe in this tale. If he is wrong, if he’s lying to me…I’ll be left heartbroken.  

“Little Butterfly, the effect you had on me that day…” Lord Avandair gazes down to his fully hard cock that’s lodged inside me, forcing my attention to follow. “It was no coincidence. Your body is meant to tempt mine just like mine was created to tempt yours.”

“So does that mean you made my father the offer just so you could have me like this?”

“I waited until you were of age,” he says. “And then some more until my wife was gone from the world. The timing never seemed to be right.”

“I’m here now,” I say.

And no matter what happens, I know this is where I was always meant to be.


Chapter 8



Winona 

“It’s time to meet my son.” Lord Avandair announces in a booming voice the next morning. Leading me down a hallway, his arm locked with mine, he describes his noble ancestors whose paintings decorate the white walls. The way he treats me isn’t like a maid. I know we shared a magical, intimate moment as he introduced me to my body’s new marvelous ability, but I know that noblemen like him prefer to marry and stay with their kind. His dead wife was a gargoyle, too.

The nursery is grand, filled with precious toys made from gold and precious stones. It’s shiny, with jewels encrusted on the walls and ceiling, glittering in the moonlight.

At the center, there’s a crib made of silver. A baby slumbers on layers of thick white fur.

“His name is Grandor,” Lord Avandair says. “He’s seven months old. He cannot speak yet, but he’s intelligent. He’ll understand your intentions and needs without you having to voice them.”

He’s studying me with a strange emotion etched upon his stone face. It’s not disgust. It’s not joy. It’s like he’s nervous that I’ll judge his child, that I’ll somehow reject his gargoyle son for not being human.

It’s ridiculous.

Because my stomach is already fluttering with tenderness at the beautiful bundle of joy that’s lying in the crib. Grandor has a smile that could bring any lady to her knees. Full of small, glittering diamond teeth.

His cheeks are full and fat, his mouth open in bewilderment as he drinks me in with his marble-like black eyes. He makes a gurgling sound as I lean in over the edge of the crib, my locks caressing his naked body. He’s small, as tiny as a human toddler.

He’s sucking his fingers, tracking my moves with his eyes.

I had no idea what a gargoyle baby would look like, but he's a cute little creature. Even the papery, bat-shaped wings sprouting from his back add to his unique adorable beauty. It almost reminds me of a small puppy, except he has no fur, only smooth hard skin.

I squeal in delight.

“Papa!” he cries out.

Lord Avandair makes hissing, animalistic sounds. The baby breaks into a rumble of laughter. Seeing him laugh sends a flurry of warm emotions through my blood. He must have been so alone in this big castle with no one. The fact that he can still laugh and smile and be so cheerful speaks to his strong spirit, even as a child.

“I’m here, darling,” Lord Avandair replies, caressing his head. “And this is Winona. She will feed you and look after you starting tomorrow. Please be gentle with her.”

The baby makes growling sounds in response like he understood Lord Avandair’s words.

“May I touch him?” I ask Lord Avandair.

He answers me with a resolute nod. “But don’t touch his horns. Those are sensitive.”

I feel reassured having him next to me. I know I’ll have to look after the baby on my own starting tomorrow, but tonight, he’s here to show me how to handle this precious, adorable creature.

I reach my arms into the crib to trace the rounded curves of Grandor’s face. He smiles. His eyes twinkle with interest.

He reaches out with his small fingers and grabs mine, refusing to let go

“He thinks you belong to him,” Lord Avandair says. “It’s his way of telling you that he considers you his.” 

“I’m glad he has taken to me. I was afraid he would cry.”

“He’s a child. He likes everyone as long as they have good intentions.”

“He can sense intentions?”

“Children have great intuition, Winona. Especially gargoyle children.”

Relief slackens my chest. “Thank goodness he likes me. I don’t know what I’d have done if he was scared of me. I’m new and I’m…human. “

“So?”

“I know gargoyles don’t think highly of humans.”

“That is not true,” he says. “They only dislike certain humans. Like your father. The ones who seem intent on treating us like monsters. Some people are determined to make others fearful of what they don’t like.”

There are decades of pain lodged in that statement. I used to think that Lord Avandair didn’t care what people thought of him. But perhaps, he grew frustrated fighting a losing battle to prove that he wasn’t the villain the townspeople were making him out to be.

When I was young, I never questioned the rumors and the truth about the evilness of gargoyles. Even though I had personally never been hurt by a gargoyle. Not had anybody else. The girls who went up to serve Lord Avandair never came back hurt or cheated out of their wages, but they continued to feed accusations that were born of nothing but malice.

They were terrified of gargoyles because they were told that’s what they had to be.

Thinking differently, and implying differently, would turn them into outcasts.

We had to judge monsters or we would be judged for being in cahoots with gargoyles.

“Back at the village, I used to believe it, too,” I admit. “I was terrified of coming here. I thought you’d…hurt me.”

Lord Avandair’s smile vanishes. “I have, Little Butterfly. I’ve hurt your body by forcing you to take me the other day.”

“No, I wanted that,” I confirm. “And it felt far too comforting to be called hurt.”

The passion behind my declaration eases the lines off Lord Avandair’s forehead. His jaw relaxes, smoothing away the worry marks around his lips.

“Do you want to try feeding him from your teats?” he inquires, lips quirking in interest. “You must be full.”

He cups my heavy teat with his hand. I know it’s heavy. It’s not as painful as it was yesterday but I definitely have more milk today because my tits are more massive. I suppose being milked by Lord Avandair’s hungry mouth signaled my organ to release more cream to satisfy his appetite.

“You’re right,” I say, picking up the baby gently from its crib. Grandor smiles happily when I cradle him in my arms. I lower the bodice of my gown, exposing my heavy, ivory breasts and swollen tips to the baby’s eyes.

He sniffs. He must smell my milk because he raises his head, trying to reach my udder. I gently set his mouth against my hard bud. Up close, I see there’s a white pallor coating his gray face. There is a sheen of sweat on his stone eyebrows, which are a darker color than the rest of his face. He must not be taking well to the potions that Lord Avandair has been feeding him.

“Don’t you worry, I’m here for you now,” I tell him.

After scrutinizing me through moist eyes for a few moments, Grandor comprehends my intentions and latches onto my leaking breast quickly. Then starts tugging for milk to let down with his mouth. My cream sprays for him, every maternal instinct flaring to life as he demands more of my nourishing cream with eager sucks.

The way he smiles and flutters his wings with joy when my sweet milk gushes down his throat is a delight. I’ve never felt so appreciated and loved before. I instantly bonded with Grandor albeit in a different way than I did with Lord Avandair.

“You’re adorable.” I stroke his head which still has no hair, taking care to be gentle where his horns are growing. The baby waves his hands, trying to reach me. When I hug him, his chubby arms wrap around my neck, his tiny stone fingers sinking into me possessively.

“Ma…ma.” I exhale a startled breath when I realize what he just said.

“I’m only your nurse little one,” I inform him in a soft voice. But my heart’s still racing at what he just said.

“Mama!” he asserts, more vehemently this time. Then he keeps saying that word until he runs out of breath. “Mama, mama.”

“That’s enough!” Lord Avandair’s cold, commanding voice slices through the thick foggy air.

He strides closer, smelling of stone and musk. His hair is tousled. The sleepy, disheveled look only makes my body hunger for him more. He looks more approachable this way…more attainable.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t teach him to call me that. He started saying it on his own,” I hurriedly apologize.

“Easy, Little Butterfly. My son recognizes you as my mate. As the woman who will feed and nourish him as his mother for the rest of his life. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

“He recognizes me?” I swallow, not believing what I’ve just heard.

“His instincts recognize you. He knows you’re his caregiver. He senses your maternal love.”

“Is that also a fated bond?”

“Aren’t the bonds between parents and children always fated?”

“But I’m not even his real mother.”

“You will be the mother he grows up with and comes to love and cherish as his own. Just like you will love him.”

I blink back the tears collecting in my eyes. Looking down and Grandor, I’m struck by Lord Avandair’s words. Can the happiness and exuberance I feel when I’m with him be more than simple adoration?

I know that if someone ever tried to hurt this child, I would protect him with my life.

He’s the most adorable thing I’ve ever witnessed. Full of life and charm. His weight in my arms fills me with satisfaction and purpose. I want to keep holding him forever, feeling his rough stone skin warming my own.

I shift him to my other breast when he has drained one. He’s a hungry child. He drinks until I’m fully empty.

I rock him in my arms. It doesn’t take long for the baby to fall asleep. Carefully, I deposit him 

back in his crib.

“It’s time for you to rest, Little Butterfly.” Lord Avandair wraps his hand around the small of my back. It’s like I’m pressed against a wall. His strength is inhuman. But also comforting. Knowing he could protect me from everything in the big, bad world. “You’ll have to feed him again soon.”

“Yes, my lord.”

I don’t want to disappoint him. Lord Avandair’s both kind and charming, wealthy and generous. Besides, ever since I experienced that beautiful release at his hands, I’ve been captivated by him.

Not only that, I want Grandor to be happy. The electric tug that tore through me when he held my hand with his small fingers is inexplicable.

I don’t even want to leave him alone here. I want to be next to him.

“Can I stay here and watch over him?” I ask Lord Avandair.

He shakes his head. “Gargoyle children are territorial and their protective instincts haven’t been tempered yet. He will be anxious and angered if you stay in his territory. He’s still developing his sense of independence.”

“But he’s so tiny. What if something happens to him?”

“Nothing will happen to him while I’m here. That’s the way it is,” he replies, rubbing a finger along his jawline. “When I was a baby, I poked out my nanny’s eyes with my tail because she wouldn’t leave my room. I never meant to hurt her. I was only trying to protect what I thought was mine.”

“That protective instinct is both scary and beautiful,” I voice. “I wouldn’t want to be the maid who got her eyes poked out.”

The stony rasp of Lord Avandair’s laughter vibrates in the cold, pristine air of Slate Manor. “Then I suggest you follow my advice and leave Grandor alone.”

He strides ahead of me. I linger, watching the defenseless baby smell its surroundings.

“What about at night? What if he needs to feed during the night?” I inquire.

“He won’t. We gargoyles value our sleep–even as infants.”

There’s not a lot I knew about the gargoyle race before being brought to Slate Mansion. But each new fact I learn is giving me a greater appreciation for these multifaceted monsters. Everything humans think about them is a lie. They’re not cunning, vindictive, and cruel. They’re noble, kind, and protective.

Dragging my feet along, I bob my head left and right, bewildered by the warren of hallways unfolding ahead. “Where are we going?”

“You need sleep,” he replies. “I kept you up all night with my cock inside you.”

I blush at the mention of last night’s events. They’re etched in my mind, a beautiful memory that I replay whenever I feel bored. I know I want to make more memories like that. With Lord Avandair. My sex has been squeezing hard, needing the emptiness filled ever since I fed Grandor.

Looking at him made me realize how much I long to have my tummy swollen with a baby. To nurse another little mouth on my breasts and be a nurturer. Grandor will be less lonely when he has a sibling to play with.  

“Can we…do what we did last night again? I apologize if I sound too forward but I’m...wet. I need release.”

I never thought features carved from rock could soften as much as Lord Avandair’s do. “Then that’s what you’ll have.”


Chapter 9



Avandair

The moment she was done feeding Grandor and she returned him to his crib, I was already hard and hell-bent on ravishing her.

Winona is so kind-hearted and loving. I was afraid of how she’d react to a gargoyle baby and how Grandor would react to her, but they both seemed to have formed a strong connection during their first meeting. It’s better than what I could have hoped for and it’s a huge burden off my chest. Knowing my son won’t lack for anything eases my shoulders.

“I’m going to fuck you until your pussy is sore,” I say.

Hoisting her body up, I carry her to my bed. Laying her down atop luxurious layers of soft cotton, I part her thick thighs open, relishing the feel of her flesh against my cold, hard hands. She’s so warm. Supple. She smells like milk and dewdrops.

I spend minutes visually drinking in her creamy curves and the beautiful shape of her voluptuous body. No human has magnetized me the way Winona has. I could keep staring at her forever and I’d be just as fulfilled as if I had an orgasm. I suppose that’s how it is with fated mates.

“Am I leaking milk?” she questions, one pretty brown eyebrow quirked up.

I lick off the errant white beads glued onto her pink rosebud tips, savoring the thick, rich taste of her. “Not anymore.”

Her breasts are full and flushed with the need to be stroked. I can feel the desire radiating through her flesh, painting her cleavage in red splotches of heat. I grab a perfect, round tit and squeeze it, kneading it harder to give her pleasure.

“I like how your fingers feel on me. So rough,” she says.

“What’s bothering you, Winona?” I question, straightening out the furrow between her eyebrows. “Tell me. You needn’t hide anything from your mate.”

She parts her lips. Licks the pink folds until they’re wet and tantalizing. “When Grandor called me mama, something inside me burst with joy. It felt right. Like the moment I touched his tiny hand, I experienced a powerful tug in my heart. I know it’s disrespectful to his mother to feel this way. But my heart was light and bright with elation when I played with him I fed him my milk. I don’t know what to make of it.”

“You’re my mate,” I remind her. “I want you to always be happy. Believe me, Grandor’s mother would be overjoyed to know he has found someone who loves him as much as she would have, had she been alive. You don’t have to feel guilty on her account. She wasn’t small-minded.”

Her eyelashes flutter up, her eyes opening so big they look round. “Do you mean that, my lord?”

“You were meant to be in our lives, Winona,” I say, dragging my hand along her delicate jaw, careful not to bruise her velvet skin with the rough stone texture of my fingertips. “To touch us both with your love and tenderness. That’s what fate is.”

She clasps her hands close to her chest. A thin, pale trickle of air streams out of her lips. Her chest rises and falls, and her eyes close. I continue my slow, deliberate journey down her magnificent form, stopping to circle her belly button with my tongue.

Winona writhes. Sticky arousal coats her thighs. “I’m…” She stutters, running out of breath. “I’m grateful fate brought you two to me. I believe that you have made my life so much brighter, my lord.”

“Let me make it even better.” I finally reach the soft nest of curls between her legs. Inhaling her scent, I get light-headed when the potent pheromones assault my senses, drowning me in her essence. Dragging me under her spell so deeply that I can’t resist burying my tongue in her slick folds.

I lick and up and down her slit.

“Let me feast on your sweet flesh, Little Butterfly. The scent of your pussy has driven me mad since the day we met.” Dragging my nose from her throat down to the valley between her breasts, I memorize every dip and peak of her body. Her pulse skitters beneath me, drumming out a frantic pulse. She’s equally excited and thrilled about our lovemaking.

“Lord Avandair…” Her knees are shaking with pleasure as her body produces more sticky lubrication to prepare her cunt for my knot. Her pussy trembles against my tongue as I treat it to slow licks.

“Call me Avandair. Call me by my name,” I beg, filling my blood with her potent smell. The pheromones swim straight to my groin, filling my cock with painful need. It swells, blood rushing to elongate it to its full length.

I smear her fluids on her folds with the flat edge of my tongue. Grinding the pointed edge into her womanly hole, I fuck in and out of her sex in a way only a hard gargoyle tongue can. She releases heavy exhales laced with pleasure. Her thighs shake wildly on both sides of my head like she can’t contain the ecstasy of having her pretty pussy eaten out by her mate.

I flick her clit, relishing every single cry she gives me. Knowing that I am perfect for her, that I can fulfill her body’s needs completely, is a heady joy.

I continue to fuck her thoroughly with my hard tongue. Her moans turn into groans and then a scream of delight when she finally reaches her climax.

Her pussy squirts clear release onto my face, painting me with her orgasm. I’m drenched in her fluids. My chest swells in pride at having made her come so quickly.

“You were so perfect, coming so fast,” I praise her. She glows under me, her smile becoming broader. I’ve noticed how she blossoms every time I compliment her. My Little Butterfly loves being appreciated. “Every inch of you is so delicious, I could keep tasting you forever.”

Winona’s cheeks are flushed, her eyes alight with a sultry twinkle. “I want more than your tongue, Avandair. Fill me up. Come inside me,” she pleads. “I love the feeling of being flooded with your cum.”

The thrill of having her call me by my name crackles in my groin. My heavy, throbbing dick bobs between my legs. My knot is swelling, eager to fill her womb with my baby. I can’t wait to see what a half-human, half-gargoyle child would look like.

“As you wish, my mate.” I lick my lips and swallow her sweet juices.

Testing her wet folds with my fingers, I find her wet and prepared. Roughly, I slide my thick cock between her folds, into the valley of her sex. It sinks into her seam, disappearing inside her pulsing wetness.

Her tits jiggle as her back bounces up, her body resisting my forced entry. My knot is bigger than it was last time.

“Take it, Winona,” I command. “Take my knot in your pussy and show me how ready you are to bear my child.”

Her throat flexes in pain but her willpower makes her relax. I shove my manhood deeper into her fertile cunt until my swollen crown rests at the bottom of her canal.

“I think…” Her voice dissipates when she screams out in pleasure. “Ooh, it’s different from last time.”

“How?” I inquire.

“You’re bigger,” he replies.

I inhale her scent. The tinge of extra sweetness in it pleases me. “You’re ovulating, Little Butterfly. I can smell how ripe your womb is from here.”

“You think I’ll get pregnant this time?” she asks, eyes wide with joy. “Avandair, what happens if I do?”

“You’ll birth and nurse my heirs, Winona. And you’ll be my wife.” I begin to move inside her, rocking backward and then forward until I slam into her channel harder.

Winona’s cunt responds to the thought of us being married by squeezing my dick harder. “Your wife? Will our wedding be in town?”

“Gargoyles don’t get married in churches.”

“Then how do they get married?”

“I’ll have to present you as my mate to important nobles. There’s going to be a party at the manor in a few months to celebrate my family’s noble heritage. It’ll be at that party.”

“Do you think…” Winona’s voice grows low and tight. “Do you think they’ll accept me? I’m a human.”

“They’ll have no choice when they see your swollen belly stuffed with my seed,” I reply. “They’ll know you’re mine.”  

“So you’ll show the nobles your pregnant human mate?”

“If all goes well.” I grin, increasing the pace of my strokes. Winona goes quiet. Her eyelids scroll closed as she loses herself to the ecstasy of the moment. “I’ll even fuck you in front of them to prove that you’re mine and mine alone.”

At that statement, my inner determination rises up. I pound into her velvet wetness harder. Rougher. I’m resolved to get her with the child quickly. To claim her womb and prove to everyone that she’s mine. My cock is pulsing with heat, ready to explode at the mere image of me fucking her heavily pregnant body from behind while other gargoyles watch in awe.

Humans aren’t always able to carry gargoyle children. Most of them never get pregnant, no matter how many times they have sex with a gargoyle. The only reason I assume Winona will is because she’s my fated mate and mates are easily bred by the cock of their mate. Their bodies are always ripe and fertile to take their man’s seed and grow it.

“I can’t wait to be your wife,” Winona whimpers. “I want to proudly show off my bump to other gargoyles so they know how thoroughly you’ve pleasured me.”

“You’re oozing ripeness from your every pore, Little Butterfly. Your body wants to be seeded and conquered,” I say, pushing into her harder with my cock, so fast that I can no longer feel anything but her cunt hungrily closing around me.

Heat hazes my vision. Her pussy clenches tighter, eroding my self-control. I have two more strokes before I explode. I need to make them count.

I drive her hard. “Come for me, Little Butterfly. Let me breed you.”

“Uh…” Winona loosens her muscles. And that moment, an orgasm must have taken her because she goes quiet, eyes screwed closed. She luxuriates in the moment, breathing slowly while I am still inside her, fucking her like she belongs to me.

Her pussy is unbelievably tight. I don’t last long. Heat slices through me like a knife. My senses are overcome by the sheer vastness of the emotion blossoming in my groin, spreading throughout my body like spilled water. My blood quivers with the magic that threads through it, a fulfillment unlike any other.

I flood her unprotected heat with my seed, marking her sacred channel with my presence. While I’m lost and floating in a dreamlike haze where my body is made of stars and light, my balls empty into Winona’s pussy. Her walls grow slicker with my cum.

When the fog of otherworldliness lifts from my eyes, my knot is swollen and lodged inside Winona, tying our bodies together in an intimate bond. I flatten my back on the mattress, pulling her body up on mine. She rests her small head in the crook of my arm, purring like a sated kitten.

“I can feel it inside me. Your seed,” she says. “It’s taking in my womb.”

“Very good,” I murmur to her. “Can’t wait until you’re big and swollen. I’m going to keep you protected and safe so you don’t have to worry about anything.”

“Avandair.” Winona’s breaths are slow, ticking my chest. “Thank you for everything. Us being joined like this is a memory I’ll cherish forever.”

“As will I.”

I tuck her head into my chest and then close my eyes. Sleep comes to me easily since I’m huddled up with my mate.


Chapter 10



Avandair 

“We’re going to have a party at the mansion in a few weeks. It’s to commemorate my family’s 100th year as nobles. There will be a grand feast attended by nobles and important people from all over the country,” I say to Winona during lunch the next morning. “And that’s where I’m going to announce to the whole world that you’re mine.”

With every passing day, the party draws closer. I’m nervous, though. The party is simply an excuse for gargoyles to display their power and influence. Every ounce of my authority must be on display otherwise the other nobles will treat me as if I’m a laughingstock. If I can’t prove that I’m intimidating enough to force a few humans to serve under me, it undermines the position of the nobility.  

However, I want to avoid treating humans the way my fellow gargoyles do. Especially now that my mate is a human. I want to show her that I’m different.

Winona gets up from her chair and winds her way to me, beaming at me proudly. There’s a faint outline of wet nipples against her white gown. She has been nursing Grandor for days now and she says his hunger has only increased her production.

“I’ll have to make sure I do my best to prepare the best feast.” She plants her juicy ass on my lap, dangling the siren song of her lactating breasts in front of my nostrils. They flare in hunger. My cock rages, starting to go erect. But I need to get the pesky details of the event out of the way first.

“The feast is not something you can do alone.” I shake my head. “We need servants to serve the food, clean the mansion, greet the guests. I’d say at least thirty people will be required.”

“Thirty!” Winona’s mouth gapes in shock.

I sigh. “I’d like to start looking for staff to use on the day. It’d be troublesome if I leave it until the date.”

Winona’s warm eyes latch onto mine. Immediately, all the worry and anxiety I’d been feeling about the party bleed out of me. Nothing else matters compared to Winona’s existence. I’m with her. I’ve finally found my mate and claimed her. I’ve been inside her, flooded her fertile cunt with my cum. And I’ll do it again a million times until we’ve both had more climaxes than we can remember. Until she’s unquestionably mine.

“Will you recruit some people for me?” I walk up to her, pulling her into an embrace. Constantly feeling her warm skin against mine has become more important than breathing. I can’t wait to be huddled against her naked body. “You’re the only one I can rely on, Little Butterfly. I’m willing to pay any sum as long as they’re reliable.”

“I’ll accompany the harpy to the village tomorrow,” she states, her soft cheek brushing over my shoulder. “You can leave this to me. I’ll ensure that the party is a success.”

“Thank you.” I kiss the top of her head, dragging my lips back and forth over her fine silken strands. “I’m so happy I have someone I can trust.”

Winona smooshes her breasts against me, wincing. “Drink from me, please. My teats are swollen and leaking. I want to feel your mouth Avandair.”

She peels her top, exposing huge, pink areolas crested with beads of white. Blood rushes to my cock, heating my body until I can no longer think straight.

The innocence of her request coupled with the arousing sight of her fleshy tits wet with cream undoes me. She’s asking me to guzzle her milk again? She’s as hungry to feed me as I am to suck those milk jugs of hers.

With feather-light touches, I draw circles around her dusky areolas. “Your pretty udders are so full of fresh cream.”

She shivers as I pinch her nipple. It releases a thin stream of breastmilk.

“Avandair.” She says my name like it’s a prayer. Lifting her skirts, she adjusts her wet entrance, positioning it right over my rigid cock.

She sinks onto it in one go, taking my whole length into her maddening heat. Warming my cock in her fertile cunt.

“Damn it, Winona. You’ve become so good at taking my cock.”

Lust rises in a high wave. My inner monster comes out roaring. I bury my fingers into her lush tits, pulling one straight into my mouth. I bite down on the nipple and she screams. Her bud immediately responds to my suckling: producing more and dumping it in my mouth.

The sweet taste coupled with the heat of her breasts makes me wonder if anything could be better than drinking this delicious treat straight from the source.

I flick my tongue against her nipples as I guzzle her fresh milk. She has her arms wrapped around my shoulders. Lifting her plump ass up and down, she rides my cock while I drain her creamy udders.

“I come so quickly when your hungry mouth is gulping my milk,” she says. “It’s so beautiful and dirty at the same time.”

Her pussy walls are torturing my cock. Every time I suck her tits, she grows more aroused and her walls choke my cock with increased force. My knot has swollen so big but she easily plunges it into her tight, dripping pussy.

“Careful, Little Butterfly. Tempt me too much and I’ll demand you feed me at your tits every day,” I say, suctioning harder at her tits until I’ve claimed every drop of milk in those fleshy globes.

“It’d be my pleasure,” she replies.

Her breaths shake with the exhale as my mouth closes around her other dripping udder. I bracket her big, delicious breast with both palms and squeeze hard so thick ropes of cream shoot into my mouth all at once. When the first taste of milk hits me, I’m shocked. She tastes so much richer and creamier than she did the first time I milked her. It seems like the longer she produces, the tastier her liquid becomes.

She releases a loud exhale, bouncing up and down my lap with increased vigor. It seems like her pussy is as close to exploding as my dick is.

When I draw the last of the liquid from her breasts and then bite the empty nipple, she shoots off like a star, screaming my name multiple times as she comes on my cock. Her intimate juices drench me and it’s enough to set off my own climax.

I spray my seed into her fertile body, marking her as mine for the third time in three days. Given how much cum I’ve been filling her up with, it’d be a miracle if she wasn’t already knocked up. We won’t know until it’s time for her menstrual cycle, though.

I caress her belly with my fingers. “Soon, Little Butterfly, you’ll be growing my child inside this ripe womb.”

Her walls shiver around me, my knot locking our bodies together. She watches me with a heavy-lidded gaze.

“I never imagined I could have you like this,” she says.

“You surprise me every time,” I admit, rocking her on my lap. No woman has ever been so bold as to straddle me and push herself onto my erection. It was both erotic and novel. “I’ll never get tired of discovering new facets of you.”

“I hope you never do.” Winona kisses my nose, her freshly milked breasts sagging against my chest.


Chapter 11



Winona

“I managed to convince thirty people to help out on the day,” I tell Avandair a few weeks later at night as we’re cuddling on his bed.

“You’re marvelous as always,” he replies in a soft voice full of reverence.

His compliment makes my pussy tingle. He’s still locked inside my sex, flooding my womb with his cum. Keeping his seed in my belly with his knot until it takes. Ecstasy flutters in my chest imagining myself pregnant and swollen with his child. How happy Grandor will be when he’s no longer alone.

The preparation for the party is going well. With every day, the inevitable reality of becoming Avandair’s wife inches closer. I’m excited for it. But part of me feels unworthy of the honor. I’m not sure, despite his constant reassurances that I’m actually his mate.

I sense the deep love between us, but despite how many times he has come inside me, I’m still without a child. I wanted to fulfill his dream of showing off my pregnant belly, displaying the fruit of our passion to all the nobles in attendance. More than that, I needed it as a confirmation of the fact that our love is more than love—it’s destiny written in the stars.

Avandair treats me with compassion and respect regardless, but my dream of birthing a big family seems to be getting further away.

That’s why I’m shocked when I throw up the next morning. Avandair’s pupils narrow. He presses my body flat onto the dining table. Lifting my skirts, he buries his nose in my pussy, sniffing. After a few moments, he drags his head away from my folds, nodding.

“You’re with child.” His mouth splits in a wide grin. He lifts me up, twirling me around. “My beautiful Winona, you’ve been bred by my seed.”

“I can’t believe it!” Tears stream from my eyes, blurring my vision. It’s unreal. I have always wanted this, but I never thought it would happen to me.

Now I’m a gargoyle lord’s fated mate, the mother of his unborn child.

“Do you want to return home?” Lord Avandair sets me back on the ground. His eyes are clouded with anxiety.

I knit my eyebrows, puzzled. “Why? Do you want me gone?”

“Not at all. I was wondering if you’d be comfortable staying here. I want you to be at ease while you’re carrying my babe. If that means you returning to the surroundings that you’re familiar with, I will arrange it.”

“There’s nobody and nothing for me in the town.” I draw a line over his solid chest with my fingertip. “Everybody I love is right here.”

The line of relief that etches onto his features is worth everything. “I’m glad you’ve taken to life at Slate Mansion.”

“I’m happy to stay in this mansion and look after it even when I’m increasing.” I run my knuckles over his frown. “So don’t be worried.”  

“I feel inadequate because I can’t give you the life you deserve.” He shakes his head vehemently. “Servants should be serving you, taking care of you because you’re my mate. My lady. When you’re carrying my child, you can’t be doing hard labor. I won’t allow it.”

“I must cook,” I protest. “Or I’ll go mad doing nothing all day.”

“Very well,” he agrees. “That’s all you’ll do, apart from feeding Grandor.”

I nod. “I understand your concern. I will take care of my body.” I cradle my stomach. “This child is as precious to me as it is to you.”

“I never meant to doubt your affection for your baby. Let me show you something beautiful to brighten your mood.” He inches closer to me. I inch back. It’s an ingrained response born from years of paranoia that was fed to me by the people around me. Lord Avandair’s tone is soft and gentle when he says, “It’s time I thanked you for all your hard work. Your cooking has been a joy to me.”

“There’s no need to thank me. I’m only paying off my father’s debts.”

“Your father must pay off his own debts. I shall be paying you wages for the service that you’re offering me.” He clears his throat, the monstrous growl reverberating in the night air.

“Wages?” I gasp. “You cannot be serious. I’m your mate and will soon be your wife.”

“I’m not the kind of man to make you pay someone else’s debt because they happen to be related to you. I admit I was high-handed in forcing you to come here and help me maintain Slate Manor but it’s been impossible to get any staff so I’ve had to resort to different tactics now.” There’s a faint tinge of red on his cheeks. Why is he blushing? “If you think it’s wrong for me to pay you for serving me all this time, then I’ll save that money and give it to you in another form.”

Then I realized he might have had ulterior motives. That’s why he gave me the herbs. I don’t hate him for it, though.

“I thank you for your generosity.” I curtsy. Not because I have to. But because I truly respect his sense of fairness.

He’s not like my father who doesn’t value my work. Lord Avandair doesn’t expect me to soothe his ego and service him just because my mother left him years ago.

He’s a man who has power. Who knows he has power.

And so he is kind to those who don’t.

“Do you want to fly with me?” he inquires, quirking a thick stone brow. “I was planning to take you on a journey across the skies. It’s really pretty at night.”

My heart makes its desire known in loud, unceasing thumps. A broken cry squeezes through my mouth. I’ve always been fascinated by the clouds ever since I was a child. But they were so far, so out of my reach.

“That would be a dream come true!” I squeal. “But are you sure I deserve it?”

“You deserve better,” he says. “Soon, you’ll have to take on new duties.”

Cupping my pregnant stomach, he plants himself behind me. His wings are fully spread, their shadows trickling down the marble balcony like a black stream.

His arms clamped around my middle, gathering my body close to his.

“I’m ready,” I mutter because rejecting his offer now would be both rude and inconsiderate. “Show me what it feels like to fly.”

“I’ll show you what it feels like to soar with your mate,” his voice is so low, it barely caresses my ear. I blink, afraid I made up that sentence because of how badly I want to be with Lord Avandair. For us to become more than master and maid.  

He grunts and wraps his wings around me. Unlike his solid body, the wings are papery, laced with a network of purple veins running through them. They resemble dragon wings, with sharp edges and a jagged shape.

I’m cocooned by his dominant strength. The protective fence of his arms around my body and having my skin scraping against his hard chest elicits an indescribable feeling. I never thought I’d feel so protected, so safe in a monster’s arms.

The cool night air lashes against my skin as we take off to the skies. The town flickers beneath us, a constellation of orange lights.

The privilege of being carried, of actually floating in the sky settles into my bones, filling me with wonder. Everywhere I look, there’s only dark skies—and beyond that,

“The stars are resplendent,” I murmur.

“Not as beautiful as you,” Lord Avandair’s breath hitches. His pupils are blown out into big, black circles, focused on me.

“I’ve never been so close to the stars. This is marvelous.” It’s better than being in a fairytale. This handsome gargoyle lord makes my heart flutter with delight.

“I will never forget this night.” Lord Avandair’s hot breath skims my neck.

The spot between my legs releases liquid heat, making my thighs sticky.

“I won’t, either,” I say.

Because this is the night I knew without a doubt that we were fated mates.


Chapter 12



Avandair

The party is turning out to be grander than I expected. Due to Winona’s connections in the village, she was able to procure huge profusions of flowers, vases, and even maids to serve food to other gargoyles in attendance.

The kitchen is buzzing with activity the way it did when my father used to be the lord of his manor and townsfolk were so scared of gargoyles, that they sent their children as sacrifices to serve him. The aroma of roasted turkey, cranberry, and savory sauces wafts out, interlaced with the sweetness of caramelized sugar.

“I hope they will like the menu.” Winona, still dressed in a plain gown that she wears when she works around the home, is biting her nails while supervising the help that she has gathered. Glowing with pregnancy, her little bump is barely visible under the massive layers of skirts. But I know it’s there, the proof of our passion. I stroke it every night as I enter her, marveling at our connection.

I creep up behind her, startling her and the others present in the kitchen. The work immediately grinds to a halt, all eyes fixated on me. They’re judging me, scared I’ll show my true monstrous nature and do something to Winona.

I straighten myself. Squaring my shoulders, I fortify my lungs with breath. “Thank you,” comes out as a bellow. “I’m pleased you all decided to come here and help me on this important day. Slate Manor is a safe and welcoming place for all, as you will witness today.”

Winona’s eyes are glittering with moisture. She slips her hand in mine, squeezing mine to let me know I’m on the right track.

“If any of you decide to stay and work beyond tonight, I promise that I will pay you two kroars a month. Your wages will always be paid on time and you’ll be provided board and food if you choose to live in the manor. I hope it is a fair deal that will encourage you to stay and work for me.”

In the aftermath of my speech, there’s only stunned silence. One of the cooks drops the ladle and it clanks to the floor, snapping everyone out of the quiet spell.

“Two kroars!” she shrieks. “That’s too much, my lord.”

“Servants are highly valued at Slate Manor. I will expect you to serve me and my family with utmost loyalty and dedication.”

“For that much money, I’ll even if you tell me to,” she jokes, causing the entire group of humans to laugh in unison.

Emotions trickle into my stone heart for the first time in years. It has been forever since the sound of laughter permeated these walls.

I beam a Winona, who made all of this possible. My mate, my wife, the mother of my children.

The urgency to marry her and declare our relationship to the world as soon as possible itches under my skin like an insect. I want to kiss her in front of all these people to prove my point, and show that a human and a monster can be soulmates, too.

But I’ve only just started to gain their trust. The moment I show sexual desire toward a human, they’ll go back to demonizing me as a degenerate monster who only cares for my urges.

It’s too early to rejoice.

“May I have a word with you?” I clear my throat, glancing in Winona’s direction. “We need to discuss how to receive the nobles.”

“Yes, my lord.” She bows, clasping her hands in front of her and following me out of the kitchen. “Are they not here yet?”

“Most of them are already here,” I reply when we’re out of the other servants’ earshot. “I greeted them upon arrival and they’re now enjoying the appetizers in the grand ballroom while they croon over Grandor. However, the star attraction of the night is you. I want to show them your face as soon as possible. Change into the clothing we prepared and accompany me, my lady.”

Winona obediently slinks away into her room. The outfit that I had specially tailored for her was a marvelous red velvet gown. With a necklace of rubies shimmering at her throat, she’ll look richer than the queen.

My soul weeps in pleasure when she strides out in her new attire. Her ample bosom peeks out of the low-cut neckline. It was a deliberate choice on my part. Her protruding stomach and wide, baby-bearing hips are hidden under thick layers of fabric. The skirt is rich and shows off my wealth.

“It’s more comfortable than I imagined,” she replies, tugging at the neckline. I see a vague outline of her big areolas and it sets off my hunger to wrap my tongue around her thick nipples and tug them until she drips cream into my mouth.

My cock twitches eagerly. I gnash my teeth, pulling myself back to the earth. I have to fight the magnetic attraction between us. I have to be patient. The other gargoyles are curious about her. If they meet her, they’ll realize how amazing she is. While I don’t need social approval to claim her as mine, I will not tolerate her becoming a pariah in a noble society simply because she’s human.

“I can’t wait for everyone to meet you,” I say.

“I’ll make you proud, my lord,” she promises.

“You’ve already given me more than pride. You’ve given me the world.”

Winona slides her hand into my palm. I shiver as my senses are filled with the texture of her velvety skin. Her pheromones, sweet and enchanting, swirl around me, threatening to rip my civilized nature apart to reveal the monster underneath. There’s something subtly different about them today, an extra hint of vanilla and joy that I can’t fathom the reason for.

I tense my muscles when she presses her breasts against my chest. My cock can’t help but cater to her needs. Surrender to my mate’s delicious scent that’s calling out for pleasure.   

But tonight’s about showing people that our love’s real.

Tonight is about basking in the glory of the divine connection that we’ve found.

I can’t destroy it by doubting myself.

“Come, my lady.” I kiss her knuckles, loving the hard ridges under her creamy skin. “It’s time to introduce the nobility to my mate.”


Chapter 13



Winona 

“I’m glad we picked this outfit for you. I want all the nobles in attendance to be mesmerized by you,” Lord Avandair looks me straight in the eye as he says this. The significance is not lost on me. He wants the entire world to know I’m his. His child is growing in my belly, sealing our fate together. Nothing makes me feel prouder than being tied to this gentle, protective gargoyle. He’s a million times more beautiful than any human man I’ve ever met. “You must look resplendent at the party. At least half as gorgeous you look naked under me.”

“Won’t they…won’t the nobility look down on you for being with me, my lord?” The knot of worry in my mind refuses to untangle, though. My life was pretty difficult and suddenly, I found this gargoyle who freed me from everything. It’s too much. I’ve been bathed in sheer goodness ever since I found Lord Avandair. I can’t help but worry that something will ruin this happiness. That someone will drive a knife into the pure, fragile love that we have found.

“They know how hard it is to find a mate. They might be surprised, but they cannot question fate’s will” he says. His hard fingers squeeze mine. “It’s time to go now, Winona.”

I follow his lead. The moment we breach the entrance of the grand ballroom, a swell of sound crashes into me. It’s the musicians I procured: they’re playing a moody aria for the nobles to dance to. The high notes of violins and horns saturate the air, filling it with grandeur. It’s a complete contrast to the silence that I’ve gotten used to experiencing at Slate Manor. Grandor is lying in a golden crib at the center of the room, being cooed at by people.

Lord Avandair must display him since he’s the future heir.

The nobles here are gathered to witness the forthcoming glory of the Avandair family. As expected, everybody seems to love him.

My presence produces a ripple of gasps in the ballroom. Pairs of glowing eyes lock on me. Judging. Disappointed. Confused.

Reinforcing my insecurity, the one I’ve been carrying around all this time: I’m not good enough for Lord Avandair. He’s the highest of high nobles, a gargoyle, a loving father, and a wealthy man.

And I am…just me.

Every step against the stone floor rings in my bones. Our feet move in unison. When we approach the ballroom, Lord Avandair’s muscles grow stiffer than boulders under my hand. He’s nervous.

“They will love you.” There’s too much force behind those words like he’s trying to convince himself. “You look magnificent today.”

Avandair is always right. On this occasion, he might be wrong, though. We stop amidst a group of gargoyles. Tension rises through my spine. Their eyes, various colors of green and amber, are scrutinizing me like I’m a pest.

“Who is she?” An older gargoyle thunders. “A human?”

“My mate,” Avandair replies, his confidence unaffected. “Her name is Winona. She comes from the town. Her father is a merchant. We’re announcing our bond today.”

“A common girl.” Another gargoyle sneers. “What’s so special about her that you’d want to marry her?”

“She’s so plain. What are you thinking, Avandair?” The assessment, delivered in a sharp voice by a gargoyle bearing a noble insignia, cuts right to my bones. “She can’t be your mate. This is ridiculous!”

“I’m certain she is,” Lord Avandair replies. His shoulders are raised. Frustration is seeping into his body language.

I watch on helplessly as the gargoyles argue about my suitability for being part of the great Avandair family. The worst part is that none of them believe I could be his fated mate. Or that Avandair even has a fated mate.

I should tell them that I’m pregnant. That Avandair’s seed has taken in me and I’m increasing with our precious child as we speak. But I’m petrified by my own self-doubt. Avandair, too, has fallen silent. His jaw is rigid, his lips grinding into a thinner line. I hear the crunch of stone as he curls his fingers into fists.   

I know why he’s insecure.

It’s because of me.

He’s dashing, eloquent, wealthy, and charming. I might be hard-working and loyal, but in the eyes of society, I’ll never be his equal.

“Can you leave me for a moment?” he says. His voice is low and soft but there’s fire in his eyes.

I withdraw from the group of important gargoyles. It’s not like I want to be there, being judged by their cold, monstrous eyes.

Showering my lungs with a few deep breaths, I rub at the knot of tension stuck in my throat. No matter how many times I tell myself I deserve to have this beautiful life with the magical monster who put his baby in me, I can’t convince myself. Am I really good enough for him?

My naked shoulder brushes against the rocky skin of a female gargoyle. Her eyes narrow immediately.

“Hello,” I curtsy because I don’t want to be chided for not remembering my manners.

“You’re the one Avandair is claiming as his wife?” Her long, thick pewter nose releases a forceful snort. “Do you think he means it?”

Her derision stings. At her suggestion that Avandair isn’t serious about us, fury strokes my veins. But I make every effort to maintain my equanimity despite the hostile treatment that I’m receiving from other gargoyles. It must be hard for them to accept something that they’ve never seen before—a human mated to a gargoyle. “He said he was my mate. That he’d love me forever,” I reply. “And I have no reason not to believe him.”   

“He feels responsible for you, stupid girl. It’s his guilt that's driving him to be stupid. He has never forced anybody to work for him but he paid your father so he could have you.” “Not only that, he probably gave you the herbs I procured for him. That was underhanded for a man who is usually honest to a fault.”

“The herbs…” I drift off, remembering Papa giving them to me, telling me I need to eat them or Lord Avandair will know. “I knew about them. He told me.”

“He’ll still regret it, though. Making you take them by deception. Gargoyles are not above manipulation but for Avandair, his protective instinct is stronger than his instinct to win.”

I know that better than anyone. “He said he knew the first time he saw me.”

“Romantic fantasies, those.” She scoffs.

I’m beginning to realize that no matter what I tell her, her mind is made up. She’s convinced herself that Avandair has deluded himself and me into thinking that we’re mates.

I slink away quietly, tears exerting pressure behind my eyeballs. This night was supposed to be our union as gargoyle and wife, a celebration of our new family. Instead, it has been a series of ride questions about our right to be together.

“Winona, wait!” Avandair screams from across the cavernous space as he watches me flee the ballroom. He’s holding Grandor in his arms. The child is asleep. “Put Grandor back in his nursery. All this attention is stressful to a child.”

I do as I’m told. Grandor feels so cozy against my chest that’s overflowing with motherly cream. I can’t relieve myself if he’s sleeping, though. After depositing him in his crib, I return sullenly.

Avandair is perched right by the entrance, waiting for me.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper. “I think you should be with someone better than me. At least all the other gargoyles think so.”

“You are the best,” he replies, brushing his fingers lightly over my exposed collarbone. “There’s nobody better than you and if they think there is, then they’re wrong.”

“I know we’re mates.” I sniffle. “But what if that was a mistake? What if we were not meant to be?”

“You’re mine, Winona and nothing can change that.” Avandair flattens his palm against my pregnant stomach. “It’s time we proved it to them.”

He pulls down his head. His mouth melts against my lips. The kiss is deep and fiery, getting fiercer when he runs his thumb over my stiff, distended buds. Heat roars to life inside me. The distance between us since morning has felt impossible and cold. My aching desire to be joined with him fuels the long, passionate kiss. His hard stone tongue scrapes against my soft mouth, sending sparks of magic dancing through my blood.

The texture of his tongue is exquisite—it’s stone but it’s smooth, polished stone, unlike the hard, textured stone of his chest. Tracing the edge of his stony organ leaves me wet and clenching for more.  

“There are people here,” I say, shocked.

“They need to see how strong our intimate bond is, how badly my body lusts for yours or they’ll never believe it.”

I understand what he’s saying. But I never expect him to start dragging down my gown right then and there, in front of all the people in attendance. He settles my naked body in his arms, carrying me to the center of the room where everybody can see us.

Having so much attention lavished upon my bare form should humiliate me, but it’s strangely empowering. I’m snuggled tight against my gargoyle’s chest, the warmth radiating from the stone sending tickles to my pussy. My cunt flares to life with lust, doubly aroused by the scandalous whispers and hostile noises.

“What’s the meaning of this?”

“For everyone who doubts that Winona is my mate, here’s my proof!” Avandair thunders. The echo of his voice is loud enough to reverberate all the way down the mountain to the town.

I luxuriate in his certainty, his primal possessiveness. He rests his hand on my pregnant stomach, cradling the growing life inside.

“She’s with child. My child,” he says. “You all know what that means. Humans can’t carry a gargoyle’s seed unless they have a fated connection.”

“It can’t be!” Somebody rasps.

But in the aftermath of that, the whole crowd falls silent. Their rapt attention is locked on us, waiting for further confirmation or denial.

Nobody can stop us, no matter how much they dislike it.

“Trust me on this, Winona,” Avandair murmurs.

“I trust you,” I reply.

When I’m in Avandair’s arms, the rest of the world fades away. Envy and whispers prickle my ears but they only make me feel more confident.

Milk is dripping out of my lactating nipples, tickling my sore areolas, driving currents of pleasure into my core as the stream of liquid winds its way over my fat breast. The nobles were speechless, frozen in silence.

Without any consideration to all the people watching us, Lord Avandair pops my leaking breast into his mouth.

“Mine!” he bellows loud enough for everyone to hear. “My mate’s producing sweet cream for the baby in her belly. And for her mate to drink from her breasts.”

Filthy slurping noises light up the room as Avandair suckles my milk jugs. He crushes the other breast even before he’s done emptying this one. At his dominant touch, my body immediately lets down milk.

He shifts his attention to the spraying teat, locking his mouth around it and swallowing every drop of sweet goodness.

My body can’t bear the rough stimulation on my raw nipples. I squeal, loud enough to make people blush. My cunt releases moisture, soaking my inner thighs, readying me to take the big knot of a horny gargoyle.  

The clearing of the throat was followed by a series of coughs. Avandair’s knot is expanding and his size, no doubt, has a few gargoyle ladies very excited. That’s not all. The thick milk spilling from my tits is causing a stir.

“So white and creamy…is it even possible?” somebody comments.

“It must be magic,” another replies.

I shiver with pride at being able to drip such high-quality milk. That’s something I’m good at.

If people are envious of us, then that means we have what they all want: we have a fated bond.

I surrender to my gargoyle mate’s feral lust, allowing him to handle me as he pleases. My brain has turned into liquid. All I feel is sensation. Pure sensation.

Avandair takes minutes to savor me, wrapping his tongue around my nipple which has become long and swollen from carrying his baby and having to feed another little one soon. He loves the changes in my body. I can tell from the sheer ferocity of his licking and suckling.

The weight and pressure in my breasts vanishes.

But I know it’s not over. Avandair’s eyes are gleaming with a challenge when he raises his head from the valley of my cleavage.

“To anybody who thinks she isn’t good enough for me, let me show you how well she pleases me,” Avandair says, frustration roughening his voice.

A sickening crunch grabs me and pushes me onto the ground on all fours. My pregnant belly bulges and hangs under me, the gravity making my pussy clench. My exposed slit becomes clearly visible when he parts my folds with his rough fingers.

A chorus of whispers erupts in the ballroom. My blood heats at their shock. Knowing I’m being watched increases my pleasure. My pussy secretes more lubrication, excited to please all these people and show them just how well I take the cock of the monster who wants to breed me full of heirs.

“Open that pussy wide. Let them see the greedy cunt that I bred,” Avandair orders. I love this new kingly, dominating side of him. He has always been gentle but this animalistic, controlling part of his nature sets off fireworks in my core.

The taboo thrill of being watched by so many gargoyles has my pussy already begging to come. Excitement lights up every nerve, slicking my folds with enough moisture that it drips down to the marble floor in filthy, clear drops.

Avandair doesn’t coax my seam with fingers tonight. He delves in deep with his cock, burying his whole length in a ruthless stroke. Caging his cock inside my pregnant pussy. My walls convulse around him. I close my eyes. Even darkness is alluring and hot when I’m being stuffed and stretched by a stone cock.

It scrapes against the sensitive nerves inside my channel, inflicting me with ecstasy.

“I can’t…” I drift off when my thighs start quaking. My body will collapse. But Avandair coils an arm around my big belly and keeps my body off the floor.

“I’m going to come soon, Little Butterfly. Just a bit longer.” The clash of his teeth rings in my ears.

Avandair is not holding back tonight. He’s determined to tear my raw pussy.

His cock thrusts into me in unrelenting, fast strokes. My whole body shakes in his grip. I vibrate, my pregnant stomach rocking back and forth as he hits my womb with every deep stroke.

I’m just his toy to fuck into, his pliant cunt. His primal lust explodes into a conflagration inside my claimed womb. My orgasm unfolds, making my pussy tighter around his length.

I scream until I’m tired and I can no longer breathe. The waves of my climax pelt me again and again, his cock swelling inside my cunt to prolong my pleasure.

My breasts tingle when my pussy is splashed with irresistible gargoyle cum. The same cum that made me pregnant and swollen. I relish the sensation of it trickling over my intimate walls. My needy pussy aches to keep milking his cock for more of his sweet release.

Avandair’s hot cum collects in my channel, stoppered by his knot. He keeps coming inside me, to the point where one of the nobles gasps and declares, “They’ve got to be mates. How is this even possible otherwise?”

“As you’ve seen, here’s your proof.” Avandair tips his head up at the gargoyles gathered here. He’s fearless, determined, and powerful beyond measure in this moment. “Her body was made to carry my seed. My well-bred wife will be giving birth to my child soon. Does anybody have objections to our union?”

Not a single person speaks.

Looks like they have no arguments left.

“Alright, we will consider you both married now.” An old, important-looking gargoyle steps up to us. “Congratulations.”

I beam at Avandair. We’re still stuck together due to his knot. I feel his elation through his cock twitching excitedly inside me.

We have been officially married and accepted into society.


Epilogue



A year later 

Winona 

Morning light shines through the window. I shift against my gargoyle husband’s body, fully sated from a long night of lovemaking. I no longer have to wake up at the crack of dawn to cook.

While I still supervise the menu and prepare meals from time to time, the servants take care of most of it. After the party, most of them ended up staying, impressed by the generous wages. The image of Lord Avandair has improved considerably in town, too. The birth of our child and our marriage quashed all rumors of his unkindness.

Now people long to work here at Slate Manor.

“I’m still not done,” Avandair murmurs, climbing on top of my body. “Last night didn’t satisfy my appetite.”

My breasts tingle as Lord Avandair brushes his cock over them. The feeling of his erection pressing over my swollen peaks incites a storm of fire in my core. This is so perfect.

I was afraid he’d start neglecting me after I gave birth but he’s only more lustful for my body now that it has been fattened up by motherhood.

He drives his cock between the mounds of my breasts. I press them in, squeezing his shaft between my pillow-soft udders that are now big beyond belief. He moves up and down, only the crown peeking through my cleavage.

Pleasure flutters inside my pussy. The rough friction of his monster cock against my soft flesh is driving me insane. I feel so feminine and desired with my full figure. Sometimes, I have to grab and massage my own breasts and hips and ass just to be sure it’s all real. My body responds like flowing water, molding to his desires.

“Just like that, Little Butterfly. Make me feel good.” He growls when his knot begins to swell.

“You’re so big but my tits are smothering you now,” I say.

“That’s how splendidly they’ve filled up since the birth of our baby. I can’t wait to see what another pregnancy will do to you.”

“I can’t wait either.” I wink. We won’t be attempting that for a few weeks through. Avandair was very strict when he said he wouldn’t put that pressure on my body for a few more months until I’ve recovered from the birth of our daughter.

I want to tell him that I’m ready, that my womb is craving his seed again. But just this time, I’ll let him have his way.

“You’re a goddess.” He leans over and tweaks my nipples. “My fertile, milky goddess.”

And then his orgasm hits. White cum foams at the tip of his organ before spilling down on my tits, painting streaks of possession across my milk jugs. I relish in the satisfaction of seeing my mate’s intense desire toward me. I no longer worry about being plain because Avandair makes me feel like I’m the most alluring female alive.

“It’s time to feed the babies,” I tell him. “Do you want to watch?”

“I wouldn’t miss that sight for anything in the world,” he replies. “Shall I bring them to you?”

“Please.”

I sit upright. My milky jugs are hanging down my chest, soft and wet with milk to feed my two precious children. Lord Avandair leaps out and bounds down the corridor to the nursery.

A few moments later, he returns with Grandor and our half-gargoyle daughter, Ilena. Ilena is much smaller than Grandor and has my genes in the form of her brown eyes. Otherwise, she’s all gargoyle. Her wings are still stuck to her back, not yet separated from her skin. But Avandair tells me it’ll happen soon.

I set Grandor on my left nipple and Ilena on my right.

Pure bliss flows into my blood as my two children begin to demand my milk. They are ravenous, which could why I’m producing more and more cream every day. Their tiny mouths tug for my maternal nourishment, and as my breasts leak into their mouths, I’m delighted. I already love them so much. They’re the perfect happy ending I wanted.

“Thank you for giving me this beautiful family and being such a wonderful nurturer to my children.” Avandair caresses my hair. “I thank the stars every day for making you.”

Warmth cascades down my chest. “It was the best day of my life when I found you.”

I rest my head against his shoulder as our children continue to nurse at my udders.

I was made for this gargoyle and I’m going be his forever.
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