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ROMAN

The city below buzzes like a beehive, people rushing back and forth from their jobs and social events. People busy with the daily running of things in their hectic lives, not slowing down for one moment to see what is around them. Nor what towers over them.

My brothers and I sit, frozen, on top of one of the oldest buildings in New York. The public city library. Three stories up, and not the most impressive of skyscrapers, yet we hold a long-forgotten secret. One that we protect every night.

The sun descends out of the sky, dropping away like a ball of heat into a pool of water.

My entire body tingles, heat running down the length of my spine like a hot waterfall, trickling out toward my pointed tail and frozen wings.

Only a few more moments of waiting and I will awaken; thank the heavens for that.

Dmitri, my daytime caretaker, shouts out to me but I can’t respond to him yet. He should know that by now. The magic that binds us, takes away our human form, and heals us through the day will wear off soon.

My skin splinters, and I stretch, pain ricocheting through my body as I stand, letting my now human muscles lengthen.

“Whoa. That’s a rush.”

My head spins, and not from the height. It’s getting harder and harder to shift back from my Gargoyle state after sundown. My mate must be found. For over a hundred and twenty years I have been waiting for her, to no avail.

Darkness falls, and my brothers move. I stand at the front of the building, yet when I turn my head, I can see them shifting behind me. 

“Roman! Are you all right?” Dmitri’s insistent voice makes me leap up onto the rooftop next to where he stands watching. My handler has noticed the changes in me. The stiffness; the pain that comes more frequently. He’s never said anything specific, though, and I am grateful for the respect he shows me. 

I lay my hand on Dmitri’s arm. “Of course, my friend. Take your leave. Thank you.”

Dmitri inclines his head and bows away, his heavily armed body slinking into the night with his comrades. The men who protect us while we sleep during the day.

When we are frozen in our Gargoyle form through the daylight hours, we are vulnerable to attack. Some of our distant family in Chicago have been killed this past year, murdered while vulnerable. 

After that, my brothers and I increased our protection from one lazy guard to several professionals led by Dmitri.

“Roman. What’s the plan tonight, my brother?” Nate, the youngest of the four of us, comes at me with a grin, his happy face something I miss in the dark hours of my daytime cursed-life. Our other brothers, Rafael and Gabriel, stretch and head my way, too.

“I believe the expression is ‘let’s party like it’s 1999’?” 

I chuckle as all three brothers rolls their eyes.

“It’s the twenty first century, Roman. Get a grip,” Nate says.

Rafael and Gabriel turn away from our conversation to leave the building our usual way, stepping up onto the ledge and spreading their wings out wide.

“You guys going straight to Nova?” I ask. It’s our favorite local bar. Full of alcohol, willing women, and the place is dark enough that the patrons don’t often notice the silver in our eyes that give us away to anyone who knows what we are.

“Yes.”

I want to go with them, but my wings need a stretch, and something is bugging me tonight. I know that the time has come. That I need to do more than party away my loneliness. There is a siren calling to me from the north of the city. I am listening.

“I’m going for a spin. Meet up with you guys later.”

Gabe, the closest to me in age, turns. “You want some company?”

Not really.

“No. All good. I’ll see you in a few hours.”

My three brothers blacken out the city lights for a moment with their wings as they take to the sky, and together, they soar above the roofline of New York City. A city, they say, that never sleeps.

My heart is telling me to take to the skies and head in a different direction to my brothers.

I will go wherever my heart leads. I have to. My survival depends on it.

I stretch my wings out wide, the strength in the extensions of my back making me smile. Old I may be, but I am the strongest of us.

For now, at least.

Our elders warned me of the risks of staying unmated for so long. They said an insanity would settle in the longer I remained alone, and there have been stories of suiciding Gargoyles who were unmated.

The clock is ticking, and my heart knows it. I hope it will know where to find her, and soon.

I fly up and around the huge buildings that crowd my beautiful city. New York has changed a lot in the century I’ve watched the city grow. Horses and carts have been replaced by brightly colored machines, and the small, multi-storied houses and shops have been knocked down to make way for buildings that reach up toward the sky. 

Something unexpected pulls at me, tugging me downward without warning.

Fuck ... what’s that?

My heart begins to pound, like a galloping horse toward the final flag. 

I give in to the urge and fly lower, a strange heat filling up my belly, weakening my body. Finally, I fall to the ground, my wings folding into my back and becoming invisible to the human eye.

A light shines from a café window ahead, and I walk forward to see what my heart wants me to find. I stop and stare, unable to tear my eyes from the woman serving a table in the small restaurant.

She has wildly curly long red hair.

The word untamable instantly comes to mind.

She smiles at the couple she’s serving, and I drop to my knees, light piercing my chest as both pain and the most incredible pleasure filters through me.

My Beloved. I’ve found her. She’s my one and only.

I take a few deep breaths to try and calm my racing heart. The poor organ wants to jump right out of my chest.

I know. Relax. I know. I’ll get her.

Beloveds are often fragile humans, but once our union is completed, she will become immortal. Like me.

I push myself to my feet, feeling strangely drunk as I stagger to the door of the restaurant.

No one has ever prepared me for how this would feel. I always thought I’d see my Beloved, kiss her, and then talk her into living forever. Done. 

I’ve never experienced a true romantic love before, and although I’ve always known it existed—somewhere—the feelings flooding my body now are far more powerful and overwhelming than I expect. My connection to my brothers is the only true thing I have ever felt. Until now.

This? This is something else.

Once inside, I fall into a black chair, my legs weak and wobbly. I grab for the menu. Gargoyles can eat only meat, the rarer the better. Almost everything else makes us very sick.

“Hello... Can I help you?” The waitress, my Beloved, stands over me with eyes the size of swimming pools. 

Can she feel the connection? The pull between us? I hope so.

“Hello. I will have three T-bone steaks. As rare as possible. Blue, actually. Please.”

Her eyes widen further, not an unusual reaction in humans when they hear my deep baritone. No matter how hard I try, the ancient accent I was born with will not change.

“Yes, of course. Ah ... I ... do I know you?”

She places a small dainty hand on my table as if to steady herself, and her bright blue eyes gaze at me like she’s never seen someone like me before. Which in truth, she likely hasn’t.

“No. But I’d like to know you. I can pick you up after your shift?”

“I ... um...” Her head swivels around to look back at the kitchen. “I have a boyfriend.”

A deep anger settles into my gut with the weight of stone. I swallow down the groan of possession that rises like a tide, hot and tight.

“That is no matter. I will sit here until closing.”

She opens her mouth as though to say something else, but then changes her mind. Closing it, and with a nod, she disappears to do her work.

My steaks arrive ten minutes later, and I begin to eat, consuming the warm flesh, feeling my strength renew. 

She is poetry in action, with the sensuality of a siren and the cuteness of a kitten all in one. What an incredible woman Fate has chosen for me.

I send up a silent prayer.

Thank you.

What will she be like to come home to each evening? Where does she live now? Not that it matters now. I have enough money to buy her anything she likes. If she doesn’t want to stay in the apartment my brothers and I share, she can choose something else. But she must live somewhere close to the library, so I can watch her through the days.

The night wears on, but I don’t tire of watching her interact with the other patrons, nor the way she shoots me interested, hungry looks to see if I am still here. When she looks at me her pupils dilate and her beautiful red lips part as though she struggles for breath. 

As I search inside my mind for all the information I have on Gargoyle-human unions, I draw a blank. I should have paid closer attention to the elders from Chicago when they spoke of this. There is no one to ask now. They’ve all been killed.

Canada... There are elders there. I could go tonight, ask them what I must do.

“Hey. You know I can’t go home with you, yeah?” The woman, my gorgeous Beloved, slides up next to me and sits down in the chair opposite me.

“Why? Because you have a boyfriend?”

She nods. “Yes. He’s
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