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A Gargoyle Christmas

By Kassandra Lea


Chapter 1

“Are you sure about this?” Cinder asked,
looking around.

“Quite sure, sir,” replied Daisy, a twinkle
in her eye.

How she convinced him to trek out to the mall
before it closed was beyond him. For one thing, she rarely left the
comfort of the basement and all the books she presided over, so
having her show up in his office to practically drag him out into
the bustling atmosphere of the mall was strange. Yet, it was just
the beginning. When she explained what she had in mind he thought
for sure she must be sick or going loopy.

“This is crazy.”

“Hush, sir.”

Despite himself, Cinder felt a smile tugging
at the corners of his mouth. Daisy was the only gargoyle he knew
who would admonish him while following it up with a sign of
respect. Then again, she’d always been a bit of an odd duck. A
knockout who dressed modestly, threw her hair up in a ponytail and
sported glasses he knew for a fact she did not need.

But it was all part of who she was and he
adored her.

This plan, on the other hand, was a different
story.

Christmas time at the mall, it sent shivers
down his spine. Too many people in one place. Though he lacked the
social awkwardness that kept Daisy cooped up with her books, the
idea of being around so many humans bugged him. What if somehow
things went terribly wrong and their true forms were spotted?
Gargoyles around the world might suffer. After all, normal people
didn’t lurk in the darkness and sprout leathery batwings to get
around.

Cinder shifted his weight. “Why this, of all
things?”

“Do you love him?”

He arched an eyebrow. The line they were
standing in moved. “Why ask me that?”

“Because it’s an easy enough to answer
question.”

Io, she was talking about his wonderful,
goofy, soft hearted husband. Husband, a word that still sent
his heart racing. Who knew the younger gargoyle would capture his
heart completely? And making it official in the eyes of their kind
only served to make his love run deeper.

“Yes, Daisy, I love Io.”

“And he’ll cherish this. Besides,” she
shrugged, “You can always get him other things. Remember how crazy
he went for Halloween?”

“I prefer to think of it as enthusiasm.”

“He possesses a lot of it.”

“Yes. It looks like Santa threw up in
Blackstone.” He referred to the ancient manor Io gifted him for his
birthday, now restored and their home. “And I’m certain you can see
the place from space.”

“See, this is perfect and you know it.”

Cinder grimaced.

“What’s the problem, sir? Do you have issues
with the jolly old man?”

“Have you noticed we’re the only two waiting
in line sans a child?”

It was true. While carols played through
hidden speakers and shoppers hunted down bargains, Cinder stood
with Daisy waiting for a photo op with Santa. The idea sounded
ludicrous, him sitting on the man’s knee like a child, but to see
Io smile would be worth it.

And deep down he knew what she said to be
true. This was the absolute perfect gift for Io, complete with the
picture frame in the bag she held—evergreen branches dusted with
snow making up the border. At least he managed to talk her out of
the hat, which she originally wanted him to don, the typical red
Santa hat. As it was, he sported a dress shirt in a shade of blue
he knew to be Io’s favorite and black slacks. While shopping for
the frame she tried convincing him to pick up one of the festive
ties. Reindeer and snowmen, however, were not his style.

In fact, until Io stole his heart, Cinder
hardly spared a thought for the passing holidays, he saw so many in
his long life. But his beloved celebrated them with the love of a
child, wanting to trick or treat on Halloween, then complaining of
a stomachache after eating the entire bag of treats. Now it seemed
he couldn’t stop talking about donning footie pajamas, excited to
leave out cookies he made himself as a treat for Old Saint Nick.
Would there be an Easter egg hunt at the right time?

The image of Io in bunny ears brought a smile
to his face. For Halloween Io had dressed up as the white rabbit
from Alice in Wonderland and they’d had quite the arousing private
time, Io wearing his rabbit ears the whole time.

“What are you thinking of, sir?”

Cinder remembered where he was, surrounded by
children, and chased the naughty thoughts away. “Nothing.”

“Sure.” There was a knowing twinkle in her
eye.

Cinder had known Daisy for decades, far
longer than anybody else in their pack. And for a while he thought
she might be smitten with him, considering the way she never dated,
only to find out she was asexual, a term he couldn’t recall having
come across before. Now, however, he understood better than most
that Daisy was happy single, seeking only close friendship on a
delightful intellectual level. Or in the case of Io, someone who
forced her to push at her boundaries while making her laugh on a
nightly basis. She was like a younger sister to both of them.

He wrapped an arm around her shoulders,
planting a kiss on the top of her head. “I have a wild idea. How
about we take pictures? One of just me and one of us together?”

When she didn’t speak up right away he knew
she was suffering one of her internal struggles. Aside from a few
exceptions, Daisy tended to avoid physical contact, like perching
on the knee of some strange man. It was a simple act for most
people, but just the sort of thing to make Daisy uncomfortable.
Cinder was on the verge of giving her a way out when she spoke up,
surprising him with her answer.

“Yes, let’s, I think it’ll be fun.”

And so they did, waiting their turn in what
seemed like a never ending line, the same tired Christmas carols
playing, and shoppers frantically seeking to finish off their
lists. As Cinder drew it all in, he couldn’t help feeling as though
something were missing.

But what?

* * * *


Chapter 2

Back at Blackstone, every strand of lights
twinkling, Io belted out the holiday tunes on the radio, his voice
definitely not going to win him any competitions in the near
future. What did he care, it was the spirit of the season and he
was enjoying it. He wore his best Christmas garb, including a
bright red shirt with a huge cartoon reindeer on the front, an elf
hat complete with fake pointed ears perched atop his head. With a
metal bowl cradled in one arm, Io happily mixed the batter of yet
another batch of cookies. The kitchen looked like a disaster zone
with the remnants of his work. But the overflowing sink and flour
strewn counters came with a plethora of sweet treats to indulge in
later. Everything from chocolate chip to the traditional
gingerbread.

It was his first Christmas with Cinder and he
wanted it to be storybook perfect in every way. Which reminded him,
he needed to finish getting a few things for under the tree,
finding it decidedly hard to shop for the gargoyle that technically
had everything. What exactly was he supposed to get someone who’d
been around for decades? His happy singing became cheerful humming
as he wracked his brain in hopes of an answer. When it came to
Cinder’s birthday the answer had been easy enough, get him the
house he loved from afar. After a bit of work on his part which
included breaking a big rule Io happily handed the deed of
Blackstone over to the man who stole his heart the first time they
met.

And maybe, he realized, that was the
answer.

Ever the romantic, Io figured he could sit
down and pen Cinder the most wonderful, heartfelt letter. The sort
of declaration that took them both down memory lane as he
reminisced about the night their paths first crossed, even if the
encounter itself hadn’t been all that grand. Then he could touch
upon their first kiss, their first romp in bed, their short and
simple wedding, while including all the little things about Cinder
that made him fall in love all over again each time the moon rose
high in the sky.

Totally lost in blissful memories, perhaps
even a few naughty ones, Io failed to realize he had a visitor
until Ellis popped up behind him. “What in the blue blazes have you
done to my house?”

Io shrieked, jumping, flinging a spray of
cookie batter across countertops and cabinets alike. He whirled
around to give the ghost a harsh glare. “Don’t do that!”

“This place is tacky.” Ellis, also known as
the cantankerous original owner of Blackstone, floated around the
massive kitchen looking at all the bits and bobs that Io placed
there to bring some cheer. For some reason he seemed rather put out
by the German shepherd sized wooden reindeer standing by the
island. A dollop of batter fell from an antler, landing on the
floor with a wet splat. He gave it a swift kick, his ghostly foot
passing right through it.

Io narrowed his eyes. “What do you have
against the Big Day?”

“You people don’t celebrate it right,” he
grumbled. “All this…” he waved his hand around, “crap. It’s cheap
and materialistic. When I was alive we had a good meal, everyone
had a single present, and there weren’t any ornaments on the tree,
never mind having a tree in every room. Tacky.”

“Yeah, well, this is how I want to mark the
occasion. It’s my first with Cinder as my husband. Surely you did
something special for your first as a married man. Maybe got her a
special gift, something to show her how much she meant to you.” Was
he possibly fishing for gift ideas from a ghost? Stressing over
what to get Cinder was threatening to ruin the whole affair. “Like
a nice piece of jewelry with a big sparkly gem.”

“Bah,” Ellis grumbled, just short of uttering
the now famous phrase. “I married her, that was enough.”

Shaking his head, Io went back to stirring
his mix. “Look at Mr. Romantic over here,” he mumbled.

He knew times changed as he supposed
expectations did, but gees, would it have hurt Ellis to get one
gift for his beloved? As it was, Io practiced restraint. Turned out
he greatly enjoyed the idea of buying for others and all the shiny,
sparkly wrapping paper. The cards with their delightful winter
scenes, and thinking of them made him sigh sadly, his shoulders
deflating. As it stood, the snow had yet to start falling, the
landscape brown and bleh. What good were the lights without a
blanket of white to shine upon? And just how was he supposed to
build a snowman or a fort or have a snowball fight? Though he
enjoyed the beauty of summer nights, he relished the chill of
winter, unable to really feel the temperature change. He simply
enjoyed what each season had to offer.

And in December there were no pesky bugs
trying to snack on him. Io often thought that as a gargoyle he
should be off the menu. Apparently, that was wishful thinking. Then
again, maybe gargoyle blood acted like a drug, an addiction,
calling them back for round after round.

“What are these?”

Io blinked. Ellis stood before a rack of
cooling cookies. Good thing the ghost passed through anything he
tried to touch because he may very well have thrown the sweet
treats on the floor. Io admitted the batch of gingerbread fell
short of his brilliant idea, but he thought for a first attempt
they were executed fine. Next year they would be even better.

He plunked down the mixing bowl and stormed
over. Most people made gingerbread men and women. Io wanted
something extra special so he fashioned somewhat crudely made wings
for each figure. They were meant to resemble gargoyles. In his eyes
they looked a little childish
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