

  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      OVERWORLD GARGOYLE

    

    
      First edition. December 10, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Suzzana C Ryan.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393488552

    

    
    
      Written by Suzzana C Ryan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Bitten Press, LLC

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee.  

Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $ 250,000.  

Disclaimer: This book may contain explicit sexual content, graphic adult language, and situations that some readers may find objectionable which may include: male/ male sexual practices, multiple partner sexual practices, strong BDSM themes and elements, erotic elements, and fetish play. This e-book is for sale to adults ONLY, as defined by the laws of the country in which you made your purchase. Please do not try any new sexual practice, especially those that might be found in our BDSM/ Fetish titles, without the guidance of an experienced practitioner. Bitten Press, nor its authors, will be responsible for any loss, harm, injury, or death resulting from the use of the information contained in any of its titles.

Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. Final edits rest with the author of this work. 

Bitten Press thanks you for purchasing this title. We support authors and ask you to remember that the only money most authors make from writing comes from book sales. If you like this work (or works) please check for upcoming titles from this author via the link on our website, and spread the word. If you see "free shares" offered or cut-rate sales on pirate sites, please report the offending entry to the editor at Bitten Press. Thank you for not pirating our titles.    

By: Suzzana C Ryan

Copyright:  Suzzana C Ryan and Bitten Press LLC 2019

First Publication: 

Published by:  Bitten Press LLC

Cover design by Bitten Press LLC and Suzzana C Ryan

Edited by: Bitten Press LLC

Formatted by: Bitten Press LLC

Please try books from our other authors. Just search under Bitten Press LLC. Thank You.

Blurb:

OVERWORLD, book 3 of Underworld

Gargoyle

Written by Suzzana C Ryan
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Gavin Trainor believes he's a dying breed, a gargoyle. There are a few like him scattered around the globe, and, like him, their mission is to combat evil. 

In the depths of darkness, evil always lurks. However, there is another force at work, that of good. 

Enter the Overworld, book 3 of the Underworld series. Here, you’ll find an unworldly lot ordained to protect what is sacred. Yet, they fall prey to the evils and desires of humanity. 

Read book three of the Underworld series, titillate your senses and enter the world of desire and decadence.
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‘Hell is empty, and all the evil is here.’

William Shakespeare
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From the sea rose a creature with intelligence. This was a fact, not fiction. He walked from the water, not crawled. This creature had many facets, and each element rose from the briny depths with him. As his foot stepped upon the earth, with him came all variations of the creature. This upright creature came in many sizes, many colors, and genders. This was the dawn of man. 

Some possessed gifts from the Gods such as beauty, strength, intelligence, and others were plain, ordinary, and dull of wit. Along with these distinctions rose the unfortunate dark side of the creature. Hence began the struggle between good and evil.  

The Gargoyle, a holy creature, never got the recognition it deserved for its deeds because it lacked the beauty the others possessed when shifted. Yet inside was a heart of pure goodness. So, the creator gave the Gargoyle the ability to conceal its warrior side and its ugliness. By day, it possessed the beauty it needed to carry out its mission, and by night, it shifted to a creature that instilled fear. It required that facade to fight evil. 

Gargoyles never ranked very high with the creator until now. Forgiveness for sins they swore, they never committed, were absolved. Finally, Gargoyles had risen to an honored warrior status and were now on the same plane as his warrior angels. 

Enter the Underworld, a world of decadence and evil. Meet the Gargoyles, soldiers of the Overworld and defenders of good, Book Three of Underworld.  

However: 'They will soar on wings like eagles. They will run and won’t become weary. They will walk and won’t become tired.’ Isaiah 40:31

Gargoyle

Overworld

Book Three of Underworld
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The lush, high-rise office's waiting room was always jammed with beautiful men and women and today was no different. Every color of hair and skin, enhanced and natural beauty, sat and waited with his or her portfolios for an interview with Gavin Trainor. He owned the top modeling agency on the eastern seaboard; The Eyes Have It, LLC. Everyone who waited hoped Gavin picked them to represent his agency and more than likely become top model of the year. And every one of them had hopes of getting the owner into bed. He did have an undisputed reputation. 

“Lucky you,” The tall blonde nineteen-year-old said to the woman sitting next to her. “I’m surprised you got a call. He never ever sees models your age.”

Katrina Novak tried to ignore the teenybopper’s comment. “Perhaps he’s looking for someone with experience and grace.”

“Oh, I bet you have plenty of that; experience,” she said.

“Are you trying to piss off, sweetie?” Katrina said, trying not to turn and face the air-headed blonde.

“Why would I do that?” she said.

Maybe because you’re young and ignorant and have no idea who and what I am. She wanted to answer the girl. However, she held her tongue. 

She hadn’t seen Gavin Trainor in years, not since her accident. She believed he’d never recognize her, not in a million years, with her face now changed and completely reconstructed. The plastic surgeon who spent a year rebuilding her had hands of gold. She vividly remembered when the doctor had taken off the bandages.

“I hope you’re satisfied. You had some great bone structure to work with, even though some of the badly shattered bones had to be rebuilt. Your mother gave me a picture of you and your sisters. I wanted to reconstruct your face giving you a strong family resemblance.”

And he’d done an incredible job. 

She’d been the ugly duckling. Dark hair framed a plain and pocked face marked by a bad case of acne when she was younger. Yet, she never let her looks bring her down and found her niche growing up. She did have one advantage over her two sisters, a spectacular set of tits filling a D-sized cup. The two large perfect mounds were adorned with pearly pink nipples. Those babies were her claim to fame, and she flaunted them. 

Her stubborn nature and need to prove that she was better than any man resulted in her buying a motorcycle. Her scatter-brained decision only added to the rift between her sisters. 

Katrina’s motorcycle accident nearly killed her. 

Both her sisters, Haley, and Roberta were beautiful and taunted her since she was a child about her lack of poise and beauty. Her amazing tits did help her through high school, but once they were on to college, the wedge between them only broadened.

When she awoke in the hospital, heavily drugged, all she could remember were the tears her family shed. What the doctors had to say nearly made her mother collapse. She had five broken ribs, a punctured lung, a broken leg, a smashed elbow, and almost every bone in her face had been broken. The plastic surgeon informed them all she was lucky to be alive.

For the doctors to begin the repairs, she had to regain her strength. The doctors had to induce a coma, so her body and mind could rest and heal. That coma put her down for weeks. Two months after her accident, the surgeries began as they attempted to put her back together. Her sisters never left her side. It was with the grace of God that a rookie cop named Mikel L'Bonn had been one of the first responders at the scene of the accident. 

When he went to check her pulse and temperature, her vitals astounded him. A human’s average temperature runs in the 98.6 range; hers was far cooler in the 78 percent range. Her pulse was faster than any human's because her heart was beating at an accelerated rate. He realized she was like him, a gargoyle, and like him, needed treatment by doctors who were familiar with her anatomy. The realization of what she was, coupled with his life-saving training and his fast thinking, saved her life.

As the years passed, she counted her lucky stars and never forgot Mikel. They kept in touch over the years, realizing they had a great deal in common.

[image: image]Her family had no idea that somewhere in their distant past, one of their ancestors was a gargoyle. Mikel was the one to tell her about what her true mission in life was. It was then that her sister Haley learned, she too, had inherited the ability to shift and become a gargoyle.

[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]Haley was such a beauty and far more intelligent than any human. When she shifted to a gargoyle, she was a force to be reckoned with by even another gargoyle. To appease their parents, Haley enlisted in the Army and now was a United States Senator. However, her sister Roberta didn’t inherit the gargoyle gene. She owed a company that made replicas of religious artifacts and ran a neighborhood watch group.  

[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]Katrina was the black sheep. Her motorcycle accident a few years back didn’t help her estranged relationship with her family; however, the reconstruction surgery and over a year hospital stay had brought them all closer together. 

Now, as she sat waiting and wondering if Gavin would recognize her and be willing to help her, she took a deep breath. After all, she was like him, and in more ways than one. 

After trying to find her niche in life, she needed Gavin. The door opened to Gavin’s office, and a stunning middle-aged woman came into the luxurious waiting room. She scanned the few girls sitting there, and then her eyes settled on Katrina. 

“Miss Novak, Mr. Trainor will see you now. Ladies, that’s it for today, we’re closing up shop. Have your agents contact us tomorrow.”

Katrina gave the secretary a broad smile and followed her into Gavin’s office. He sat there smiling, and as soon as he saw her, he stood up. “Damn, Katrina, Haley told me I’d never recognize you, and I almost believed her. We have superior minds, and I never forget a face. I can smell your scent. That assures me that you’re still in there.” He turned from here to look out the large wall of glass that framed the walls of his office.

Katrina wasn’t surprised at Gavin’s remark. She gave him a large sigh and began, “Once a gargoyle, always a gargoyle, that part of us will never leave. Hi Gavin, you’re looking well.”

He turned to face her. Nothing about him had changed, even his dirty blonde hair, which he still wore long. The edges brushed the collar of his shirt, one that more than likely, cost over three hundred dollars. He’d aged over the centuries, he had the weathered lines to show it, but they added a look of distinction to his already handsome face. His intense blue eyes stared her down. “Take a seat. What do I owe this honor to, Katrina?”

Slowly she lowered her body onto the leather chair that sat before his large glass-topped desk. “So,” she stopped and fiddled with the purse on her lap. “Why is it, Gavin, that after all these years, you still make me nervous? I must say, your instincts are as sharp as ever. And you’re still as handsome as I remember.” She smiled and then added, “You’re not going to say anything about how I look? I look different, don’t I?”

“You look beautiful and alive. I heard about your accident. Money can buy anything and the best. I’ve never seen a better plastic surgery job. How are your sisters?” He asked. 

“After your accident, it was Haley who contacted me. Then Roberta called. They were all very upset and concerned for you. I hope you mended a few fences with them.” Roberta and Haley were her sisters.

“They’re all fine. That was nice of Haley. Sometimes my sisters are thoughtful. It takes time to mend those fences.” She was annoyed. His reaction was not at all what she expected. He seemed completely unmoved seeing her.

“Still at the sibling rivalry, I see. I’m not happy to hear that, so what brings you here?”

She had to subdue a growl. “I need a job. I want to model, and since you own the biggest and most successful modeling agency in the United States.”

He stopped her. “Katrina, I own the biggest modeling agency in the world, and sure, I can find work for you. We must always help our kind. Can I ask you a question?”

“Of course.”

“When you shift, what about all the work you’ve had done?”

She wanted to lunge at him. After all these years, after her sister broke his heart, he still hadn’t let go of the hurt or gained any compassion. He was still as cold as ice. Gavin hadn’t changed a bit. “It took a long time to perfect my shifting after the accident. I’m able to shift. When I shift back to human form, my special surgeon knew exactly how to reconstruct my body to allow for the trauma. As you know, shifting is a painful business. I’m able to endure the pain.”

“Excellent,” he said, then hit a few keys on his computer. “You can come on board, however, with one crucial stipulation.”

She raised an eyebrow. “And that is?”

He gave her an amazing smile. “You make yourself available to work with Mikel and me. You do remember Mikel.”

She shifted in her seat. “Of course, I do. He saved my life.” So, he was close to Mikel. She was anxious to see the handsome cop once again. If it weren’t for his quick decision-making at the scene of the accident, she’d be dead. “What do you require of me?”

“I need help. This city is a damn sewer, and fighting crime can be a fulltime job. In your spare time, you’ll help Mikel, the others, and me. I have a few more of our kind helping out.”

She gave him a warm smile. “You know how I feel about doing the right thing. I hate what I am. I didn’t ask for this.”

“You want a job, a high-paying one, and a job that will require high exposure. You have what it takes. There’s no doubt in my mind. Then you’ll give me your time. You must never forget your purpose.”

A look of resolve washed over her beautiful face. “I came to the right man. It’s a deal. I’m not crazy about getting back to my roots. But I’m on board Gavin.”

He got out of his seat and walked over to the laser printer behind him. “Glad you’re on board.” He paused for a few seconds. “It’s about time you got your shit together and realized what your duties are.”

He printed a few pieces of paper. He got up, grabbed them, and handed them to her. “Here’s the paperwork to fill out, have it back to me by tomorrow.” When she took them from him, he scooped her up into his arms and hugged her. “Man, it’s good to see you.” He kissed her on the cheek. “I’ll be sure to tell Mikel. You look spectacular. Haley told me I’d be surprised. I confess I was.”

She hugged him back. What the fuck had she been thinking coming to him for help? She should have known he’d put her to work as one of his missionaries. Maybe it was time for her to get back to her
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