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The night Theo's cruise ship docks in New
York, the sky is a deep blanket of gusty cloud cover. Every once in
a while the moon peaks through, or a quick glimpse of starlight,
but mostly there are only shadows and darkness, tinged faintly
yellow by the ever-present glow of light pollution.

It's good to be home.

Theodore Vance hasn't wasted time while in
transit. He has, despite the challenges of sneaking around the deck
of a crowded passenger liner, engaged in half a dozen carnal acts
with his impossible new companion. And every time Regan has fucked
him—every time the massive stone statue has spent inside Theo's
body after fucking him, rough and possessive and glorious—a feeling
like magic has worked its way deeper beneath Theo's skin.

At first, he assumed he must be imagining the
sensation, but he can't deny the proof of his own senses. Theo
hasn't worked up the nerve to ask Regan what's going on. He's too
nervous at the prospect of inadvertently putting on the brakes,
when all he wants is to barrel full steam ahead. But the feeling in
his chest is real. It has something to do with the way he managed
to follow some dizzy and inexplicable instinct to find Regan in the
darkness of the ship's deck; but it's also something more than
that. More tangible, more intense, more intimate. He doesn't need
to be deliberately searching anymore, to have a constant sense of
where Regan is. Or how far away. Or even, sometimes—there and then
gone in a flickering instant—a glimpse of Regan's emotions.

This is how Theo remains aware of Regan's
location now, as his companion soars above the harbor, concealed by
the shadows of a midnight sky. Meanwhile, Theo disembarks the
normal way and collects his boring human luggage.

He tries to picture what Regan looks like in
this moment—how he would appear, if Theo could actually see him so
far above—and while the image that fills his mind is gorgeous, it
can't possibly do Regan justice. Massive wings, smoothly tapered
and sharp with clawed tips, spreading wide and folding with the
steady bunch and flex of inhuman muscles. The gargoyle's face, with
its deadly fangs and protruding tusks, set in fierce concentration,
or perhaps in an expression of blissful rapture at being able to
soar freely, after more than a week confined to the deck of a ship.
And of course Regan's eyes, those beautiful pinprick galaxies
contained in perfect darkness, that surely outshine the stars
glittering in the sky.

Theo blushes at the sentimental turn of his
thoughts—fucking hell, is he a poet all of a sudden? But even if he
had spoken the words aloud, he wouldn't try to take them back.
Regan is beautiful. He is monstrous and huge and undeniably
dangerous. And he is also the loveliest thing Theo has ever
seen.

They meet in an alley between buildings, not
far from the harbor. Normally this is not somewhere Theo would feel
safe, skulking alone at midnight along the edge of a neighborhood
full of warehouses. But he experiences no fear tonight. He can
sense how close Regan is, even before a wind generated by massive
stone wings finally touches his skin. How could Theo possibly be
afraid, with such a protector watching over him?

From there, reuniting in the shadows, it's
simple enough for Regan to hoist Theo in his arms like a blushing
bride—luggage and all—and then launch into the night sky.

Navigating the city from above turns out to
be more challenging than Theo anticipated. Fortunate, then, that
his ludicrously expensive penthouse apartment is right downtown,
surrounded by landmarks that are very tall and distinctive even
from a distance.

"You can land here," Theo says when they get
close, directing Regan into a dark alley across the street from his
building. His home is a tall edifice, though nowhere near as tall
as the surrounding skyscrapers. He expects Regan to set him
immediately down once they reach the pavement, but the statue's
massive stone arms continue to hold him for an extra moment.

Much as Theo enjoys being held, they're too
exposed out here, only a few short feet from the sidewalk where
anyone might meander without warning. He's nervous at the thought
of some pedestrian stumbling too close and catching a glimpse out
here in the open, before Regan's had a chance to adapt to the
city.

Finally, Regan sets him down so that Theo can
stand beside him.

Tucked away in shadows, Theo can't read the
details of Regan's face and body. But he finds it easy enough to
fill in the blanks: the heavy brow, long tusks, bald head; the
massive wings folded comfortably back; the smooth, powerful chest
and the sharp spines running along thick arms. And when Theo tilts
his head back far enough to compensate for the fact that Regan is
nearly twice his height, what Theo can see amid the shadows
takes his breath away.

It's not just the strange and lovely contours
of Regan's wide mouth, strong jaw, high forehead all gone slack
with awe—though these things are charming in their own right. It's
also the way Theo can see the glittering miniature galaxies of
Regan's eyes glowing in dark eye sockets, wild wonder contained in
their depths as Regan stares at the bright lines of the city.

God, just looking at Regan is overwhelming.
How the hell did Theo get so lucky?

"Which structure is yours?" Regan asks, his
gaze still tilted across the vast jungle of skyscrapers.

"I live in the one right in front of us."
Theo gestures toward the familiar edifice, hand sweeping high to
encompass the span of red brick and tall windows. "Top floor. Can
you see the big balconies all the way up near the roof?" He is
suddenly very glad he lives in a building of moderate height
compared to some of the true behemoths on this block. Twelve
stories is still a whole lot of building, and the balconies look
small and distant from the ground.

Regan nods. "Yes. I see them."

"Mine's on the south side of the building,
second in from the corner." He glances up at the statue's face and
spots confusion in the barely discernible change of expression.
"It's important you land on the correct balcony. I don't know which
of my neighbors might be home, but the last thing we want is for
one of them to spot you before you've got the lay of the land."

He won't be able to keep Regan a secret
forever. He wouldn't want to in any case. But at least once Regan
knows the city, he will be able to find safe places to retreat if
anything goes awry.

"Won't you be able to direct me once we're in
the air?"

"I need to use the front door," Theo
explains. "No way to unlock from the balcony outside."

"Why not?" Regan sounds so sincere and
perplexed.

"Because normally, I have no way to reach
that balcony without going through the building." He's pretty sure
there are fire escapes that would help him navigate safely
down, but those aren't meant for climbing up a dozen
stories. "I'll have to go inside the normal way and meet you there.
But once I let you in, I can keep the balcony door unlocked. You'll
be able to come and go as you please."

Regan rumbles a sound of agreement, and Theo
touches his arm—a gesture that would be a reassuring squeeze if
there were any give at all to the cool marble of Regan's skin—and
then darts across the road in a lull between cars. He hurries
inside, past the security desk, through the hall to the bank of
elevators. He rides to the top floor with energized impatience,
then rushes through his front door and across his sprawling
apartment.

He catches sight of his own reflection in the
glass door to the balcony, a remarkably clear image that he barely
registers in his impatience. Skinny frame, wild eyes, hair a
windblown mess. He barely recognizes himself, even though it's the
same face that's always met him in the mirror, and he tosses his
travel bag on a convenient chair as he unlocks the door and yanks
it open.

The balcony is empty when he steps outside,
and he has a frantic heartbeat to wonder if he gave the wrong
directions. It isn't real fear. Even now, he can feel Regan close
by, that familiar tug in his chest, the new and constant seeking as
something in his heart reaches out for his impossible companion.
But there's no sign of the living statue, and his rational mind
can't help wondering if something has gone wrong.

Then he hears the familiar thunder of stone
wings beating the air, a swirl of wind around him, and he turns to
look up toward the roof. Regan alights from above and lands
surprisingly lightly on the vast balcony, right beside Theo.

Right where he belongs—in Theo's space—not
just in a sphere of physical proximity but home. It's a
heady satisfaction, and Theo can't contain the wide, wild grin that
spreads across his face.

"I can't believe you're here," he breathes,
edging even farther into Regan's space and ignoring the windy cool
of the night. Theo sets a hand to Regan's chest, roughly where a
heart would be beating in a mortal creature. He has to reach above
his own eye level to do it, because Regan is so goddamn tall, but
the smooth point of contact still feels grounding. Like a circuit
closing, filling him with greedy energy.

There is no heartbeat in Regan's chest. There
is only the cool, steady touch of polished marble. Theo doesn't
mind. It doesn't matter how far Regan is from human; he's perfect.
A beautiful destiny Theo never could have seen coming, and an
impossible gift that has caught Theo up in a sudden and devastating
adoration like nothing he's ever experienced before.

The speed and depth of these feelings should
probably terrify him, but they don't. They are just one more set of
data point slotting perfectly into place, tilting Theo's world onto
a new axis.

"Of course I am here." Despite the rumbling
depth of his voice, he sounds both exasperated and fond.

"Sorry." Theo has to lean back just to meet
the gorgeous galaxies

















































































































































































THE END
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