
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Into the Paranormal World: When a gargoyle sneaks into a strip club, he scents the other half of his soul in a distrustful stripper.

	 

	 

	When Tasker overhears a few bonded gargoyles and their mates planning a night out at a strip club, he convinces them to sneak him in through the back. Once there, to Tasker’s shock, he scents his mate somewhere in the seedy joint. With a little help from friends, Tasker discovers that a sexy black stripper with the stage name Mongo is his mate. The human’s medium-brown skin and bleached-blond hair calls to him, but as much as Tasker would love to whisk the human from the place, he knows that wouldn’t be a good move... so he once again relies on friends.

	Camry Palcha never thought he would end up a stripper, but after getting cut off when he came out, desperate times calls for desperate measures. The pay is good, even though he refuses the side offers of backroom hook-ups with clients. While he’ll never admit it to anyone at the seedy place, he’s a virgin. No way does he want his first time to be with someone paying him.

	When a guy named Mitch approaches Camry about hiring him for a private gig, he nearly refuses. Except, the money will set him up for months, and that’s after covering his upcoming college tuition. When Camry arrives at the address, he’s shocked to find himself at a mansion. After girding up his courage and entering, Camry learns that paranormals are real. When one comes onto him, Camry has no experience to fall back on. Could Tasker’s interest truly be real? Or was the gargoyle’s desire simply a novelty, just like the rich jerks at the strip club who’ve been pestering Camry for weeks?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“The place ain’t high-class or anything, but if you wanna check out strippers, it’s the closest.”

	Tasker overheard Mitch’s words as he walked past the dining hall table containing the human and a bunch of his friends. Carrying his tray of food in one hand, he paused and took a sip of the coffee in his other hand. That allowed him to continue eavesdropping on the four humans seated at the table.

	“Why are we talking about going to a strip club again?” Aaden asked dryly, smirking at Mitch.

	It was a valid question. All four of the humans—Mitch, Aaden, Andre, and Aziel—were mated to paranormals. The first three to gargoyles, and the final man to a giant otter shifter.

	Shrugging, Mitch grinned. “‘Cause my man says if I wanna see some titties, I can. I just don’t touch anymore,” he stated, referring to his mate, Kardamon.

	From what Tasker had heard, Kardamon had had a tough time of seducing Mitch. The human had been a bit of a womanizer. He’d enjoyed the bed of a different female every few evenings, and he’d always made certain they knew the score—he wouldn’t keep any of them. With the help of Mitch’s friends, Kardamon had convinced Mitch to not only accept a male lover, but that bonding and tying himself to him would make him happy.

	Gods, I hope I don’t have to work that hard for my own mate... whenever I find him or her, anyway.

	“Plus,” Mitch continued, pointing at Aziel. “I heard your brother is coming to town, and he just separated from his cheating bitch of a wife.” With a snort, he lifted his hands wide as if the answer was obvious. “What a perfect way to cheer him up!”

	“Uh.” Aziel rubbed his large black hand over his jaw, his uncertainty clear. “I’m not sure Aaron’s into that sort of thing, but I can ask him.”

	“Naw, don’t bother to ask,” Mitch countered. “It’ll be a surprise. A guy’s night out. He’ll love it.”

	Aziel didn’t appear completely convinced, but he did nod slowly.

	“Awesome.” Mitch patted him on one huge shoulder before turning to the others. “Well? Come on then, guys.” His tone turned wheedling. “You have to. It’ll be a fun night of eye candy. Then we can all go home and fuck like bunnies.”

	“We fuck like bunnies anyway,” Andre commented with a chuckle.

	Mitch laughed. “So.” The man rose from the table, having clearly finished his food—and convincing his friends of his plan—and began placing all his wrappers on his tray. “Let’s go talk to the guys. Should we invite anyone else?”

	Recalling another part of Kardamon’s task of seducing Mitch, Tasker made a snap decision. “Hey, guys.” He grinned at the four young men—two who were still in college to get master’s degrees. “I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation.”

	“Hey, Tasker,” Mitch greeted, returning his toothy smile. He waggled his brows and asked, “How’s it hangin’?”

	Tasker quipped back, “Straight down, at the moment, but I bet it’ll be straight up if you can talk Kardamon into sneaking me in with you guys. When are you going?”

	Kardamon had managed to sneak into the strip joint to confront Mitch while in the process of seducing him. If the big blue gargoyle could get in, surely Tasker could, too. While Tasker was also blue, although a paler shade, he was much smaller than his hulking fellow gargoyle and could blend in with humans much easier.

	Well, that was what he guessed, anyway.

	“You want to come?” Mitch sounded surprised. When Tasker nodded, the human’s brows furrowed. “When Kardamon went there, he couldn’t like... touch or like... interact much.”

	Tasker shrugged before using his coffee mug to point at the four guys, who were all eyeing him with open curiosity. “Then I’ll be just like you all. Just there to watch.” He offered them a wry smile as he added, “I just won’t be planning on fucking like bunnies when I get home.”

	“Twilden still upset with you?” Aziel murmured softly in his deep voice. His brows were furrowed in a slight grimace.

	Sighing deeply, Tasker nodded. “Yeah.” The small gargoyle was one of his usual fuck-buddies but had been refusing to give him the time of day after he’d made a thoughtless comment to him. “And Beldrew has refused me, too, after talking with Twilden.” Tasker grimaced, hunching his shoulders, as he muttered, “Can’t say as I blame them, though.”

	Aziel patted Tasker on the shoulder in commiseration. “It’s never a good idea to compare dick sizes of your fuck buddies.”

	Tipping his head back, Tasker groaned. “I know,” he whined. “I’d just come, and we were lying together, and... I just blurted it out.”

	Tasker had known it was wrong to compare the two gargoyles’ dicks the second the words were out of his throat. He didn’t blame the pair for being pissed at him. While gargoyles—and most paranormals—weren’t monogamous until finding their mates, they did have a high sex drive. For his two regular fuck-buddies to be refusing him, Tasker was getting real friendly with his right hand, and he was getting tired of it.

	“Maybe we can figure out a way for you to make it up to them,” Aaden offered, picking up his own dish-laden tray.

	“Thanks,” Tasker replied. The humans really were a good group of guys. Smirking, he added, “But after the strip club. When are you planning to go, anyway?”

	“My brother, Aaron, will be here tomorrow,” Aziel revealed, also grabbing his own tray. “He’s staying at a bed and breakfast in town.” After a sigh, he admitted, “I petitioned Chieftain Maelgwn to bring him here and let him in on paranormals, considering our upbringing, but I’m not sure if he’ll allow it.”

	“Well, tomorrow is Thursday,” Mitch pointed out. “So, we’ll give him a night to recover from his drive from Colorado Springs.” With a nod, Mitch stated, “We’ll go to the strip club on Friday night.” Mitch laughed. “I bet the place will be jumpin’.” He patted Tasker’s upper arm. “I’ll go talk to Kardamon right now.”

	Tasker nodded. “Thanks, man.”

	Mitch gave him a thumbs up. Then all the guys moved toward the counter to throw away their garbage and place their dirty dishes in the assorted bins. After a final wave from each of them, they headed out of the dining hall.

	Tasker grinned to himself as he carried his tray out another door. He’d been the last in the room and would rather sit alone on the roof rather than in the hall. It’d taken him longer to dice up the huge vat of potatoes Roman—their clutch’s head chef—had needed prepped for a number of ham and potato casseroles he intended to make.

	Heading out one of the massive estate’s back doors, Tasker spread his wings, bent his knees, and jumped into the air. He flapped his large white wings several times and caught an air current. Rising toward the dark sky, Tasker winged his way onto the roof.

	Halfway through his meal, Tasker heard the sound of another gargoyle’s wingbeats. He lowered his second double-bacon cheeseburger and peered to his left. When Tasker spotted Chieftain Maelgwn, tension ratcheted through him.

	Is my chieftain about to declare that I can’t go out with the guys?

	From what had been whispered through the grapevine, Kardamon hadn’t asked permission at the time. Of course, the gargoyle was a guard and had experience with turning humans away from their property without revealing their existence. Tasker mainly worked in the kitchens, as well as handling a few other mundane—but necessary—household tasks.

	Plus, Kardamon hadn’t gotten himself into trouble just a few months prior.

	Tasker had made the mistake of propositioning another gargoyle, Holden, while in a room they were prepping for a visitor from another clutch. When Holden had opened his mouth, most likely to turn him down—Tasker had been able to see it in the other gargoyle’s eyes—he hadn’t gotten the chance to speak. Second Tobias had walked in right then with their clutch’s guest, a vampire named Lathe. Suffice it to say, Tobias had been livid. It hadn’t helped that Lathe had ended up being Holden’s mate. Understandably, Holden had left their clutch to join Lathe’s.

	“Hi, Tasker,” Chieftain Maelgwn greeted, landing a few feet to his left. His smile appeared warm, and there was no hint of ire in his scent, which helped Tasker to relax. When the chieftain waved at his food and added, “Please, don’t stop on my account,” Tasker relaxed a little more.

	“Good evening, Chieftain,” Tasker replied. Before bringing the burger back to his lips, he asked, “How can I be of service?”

	Maelgwn scoffed softly as he slowly lowered himself to a nearby bench seat placed on the roof. “Just checking in to see how you’re doing,” the chieftain stated, surprising Tasker. Before he could chew and swallow his bite, Maelgwn continued, “The clutch has gone through an unprecedented event... so many of us finding our mates. But that change brings difficulties, too.” His expression sobered as he leaned forward, resting his forearms on his thighs. “Especially for those who haven’t yet been one of the blessed.”

	Tasker set down his burger and picked up his coffee, trying to decide what would be an acceptable response. Taking a sip, he bought himself time to think.

	Smiling, perhaps recognizing the stalling tactic for what it was, Maelgwn stated, “I just want to make certain you’re still happy here, Tasker.” He threaded his dark blue fingers together as he held him in a steady gaze. “And, please, don’t think I’m singling you out just because of your recent past. I’m asking all the remaining single gargoyles these questions.” After a second of hesitation, Maelgwn offered, “If you’d be more comfortable in a clutch with fewer bonded couples, then I’ll do everything in my power to find one that you’ll be happy in.”

	“I don’t want to leave,” Tasker blurted, shaking his head. Surprise surged through him. “Please.” Hesitating, he tried to figure out how to express himself. Tasker went with, “Yes, seeing all these couples together is sometimes difficult. But it also gives me hope.” After setting down his coffee mug, Tasker rubbed his chest absently. “Hope that Fate will bless me soon.”

	Lifting his hands, palms out in obvious placation, Maelgwn rumbled, “Relax, Tasker. I would never send any of my people away without cause.” He lowered his hands and smiled. “And I pray that your mate will appear soon enough.” Scoffing, Maelgwn added, “All of the mates for my remaining single gargoyles. You all should be so blessed as to have found what your fellow clutch mates have.”

	“Thank you, Chieftain,” Tasker replied, relief flooding him. He picked up his burger again. “I look forward to that day, and until then, I’ll strive to continue to do my duties to you and this clutch.”

	Maelgwn nodded, an easy smile curving his lips. “I’m glad to hear it.” Then his lips widened into a shit-eating grin. “Now, what’s this I hear about the guys sneaking you into a strip club?”

	“Uhhhh...”

	His chieftain laughed.

	 

	Tasker couldn’t believe it. He was actually sitting inside a strip club surrounded by unknowledgeable humans. Of course, with the way Tasker was dressed, no one would approach him. Not to mention that he was sandwiched in the middle of a large, curved booth.

	Aaden, with a grumpy-looking Grigoris, sat to his left, while Mitch and Kardamon sat on his right. In a nearby booth, Aziel sat with his brother, Aaron, and his own mate, Jerome. With them were Andre and his gargoyle mate, Sumak.

	Scattered around the place were a few other members of the clutch, with their mates, who’d been curious about the place.

	Staring at the main stage, Tasker watched a voluptuous woman with long red hair dance using a pole. As he admired her flexibility, he wondered what it would be like to bed a woman who could move like that. Tasker hadn’t sunk his cock into a female in nearly...

	Damn. It must have been nearly one hundred and fifty years.

	Tasker smiled, thinking about the sister of one of the mated gargoyles in his prior clutch. She’d found out about paranormals by accident but had taken it in stride. The woman had found their colors fascinating, and she’d had great fun in sleeping with a male of every color.

	And I was happy to help her experiment.

	“Thinking about the redhead? Or someone else?” Mitch teased, nudging him with his elbow. He even waggled his eyebrows suggestively. “She does have really nice tits.” Then Mitch wrinkled his nose as he added, “Seen her disappear into the back with customers a time or two.” He shook his head as he muttered, “Never could figure out the allure of paying for sex.”

	“And you never will have to worry about that again
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