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      Gavin prowled through the club in Inverness, fired up for the show to start. Not only was he anticipating the usual rush of performing on stage but, also, the question that had haunted him for six weeks would be answered tonight.

      Would she come?

      He glanced around the venue. It was like many others they’d played in—a stocked bar, small tables, and a stage. The overhead lights bore down with a garish glow. The club lacked the magic of dimmed lights, the spotlights that shined on stage, and the crowd clamoring to get close. The biggest difference about this club was that it was imprinted with memories of Fiona, the bonnie lass with hair the colors of the setting sun.

      Since he’d returned to the Isle of Stone six weeks ago, he couldn’t scrub her from his mind. As he rested and watched the sun descend, he thought of her hair. When he soared over the ocean, the swirl of blues and green reminded him of her eyes.

      He inhaled, a futile attempt to discern if her feminine scent still lingered. Instead, he was hit with the rancid aroma of alcohol, which seemed ingrained in the wood panels. He climbed onto the stage where his brothers prepared for tonight’s set and grabbed his guitar to tune it.

      “Hey, Gavin,” his brother Calum said, as he twirled the mic stand. “You’re acting all mopey again. Not like yourself. We’re all wondering what’s going on? Did you pick up Mad Cow disease or something like that?”

      Gavin pulled his brows together as he eyed his youngest brother, who pulled his signature long blond hair into a ponytail.

      “Why do you say that?” Gavin asked. As a gargoyle shifter, they couldn’t contract human illnesses.

      “Because it’s not like you to let your shaft get cold for long,” Calum teased.

      His brothers laughed with agreements like, “True,” and “Must be a record.”

      Gavin grumbled. The truth to those words rankled him. He wasn’t acting like himself at all. He shouldn’t let one lass get under his skin—especially a human—but somehow this vivacious woman had gotten to him.

      Fiona. He often repeated her name in his head like some lovesick puppy. Ridiculous. He should have known better than to set up expectations six weeks ago by suggesting they meet up the next time he was in town. No, he did know better. He’d broken his own rule by opening his big, fat gob and saying he wanted to see her. They’d already spent three nights together.

      Was he off his head? Aye, that sounded about right.

      He wasn’t soft like his brothers, besotted by one woman. They’d abandoned their drive to explore the world and discover all its wonders. But, not him. He yearned to experience it all.

      What could he do to rid himself of the compulsion to be near her?

      Sleep with her again. That was the answer—the only way to get her out of his system.

      “You haven’t run off with a lass since the last time we were in Inverness,” his eldest brother, Lachlan, pointed out as he tuned his bass guitar. “So, you can’t fault us for wondering.”

      Lachlan was the alpha of their new, small clan. When the other gargoyle shifters had returned to the Scottish Highlands, Gavin and his brothers had chosen to remain on the Isle of Stone, north of Thurso, which they shared with tree witches and wolf shifters. The brothers had caused a rift when they’d created their band, the Knights of Stone, and performed for humans—an act the elder gargoyles had considered intolerable.

      Gavin avoided Lachlan’s gaze, knowing he was right. When they’d played at clubs in Spain and Portugal, Gavin had searched the crowd for Fiona, although it was mad to even think she’d be there. He hadn’t pursued any of the lasses. They weren’t what he craved—Fiona’s touch, her taste, her scent.

      “I don’t have a human disease or anything else.” Gavin forced a nonchalant tone, so his brothers wouldn’t pick up on the real reason for his monkish ways. “Sometimes, you need a break to recharge before firing up for a night of soaring—or shagging,” he added with a playful smirk that was more him than his recent sulking.

      “You sure it isn’t a lass?” Calum asked.

      Shite. Was he that transparent? Time to shift the conversation. “Just because you’ve all settled down with mates, doesn’t mean I want that lifestyle. Time to get serious for tonight’s set. I’m going to check in with Roger.”

      Gavin left his brothers to talk to the owner of the club. As the band’s manager, Gavin set up most of their shows, featuring their unique blend of rock ‘n’ roll, heavy metal, and tribal beats. The middle of five brothers, he’d taken on the role of negotiator at an early age. Rebellious lads with an abundance of energy had often led to skirmishes, most of which Gavin typically had settled. He’d developed a suave ability to navigate difficult situations.

      Once he and his brothers had found an outlet for their energy by creating their band, he’d transferred his negotiation skills to their new project. He had the necessary calmness to deal with humans. Lachlan could come off too abrasive and domineering, while Calum could be too excitable and possibly reveal too much. Mason and Bryce were both more laid-back but hadn’t developed Gavin’s skills to steer away from uncomfortable questions—especially ones that veered too close to their secrets.

      Gavin descended to the lower level of the club where he found Roger in his office staring at a computer monitor.

      “All right, Gavin?” Roger said, when he noticed him.

      Humans loved to open a conversation with small talk. Gavin had mastered the art of it, even when it bored him. Being able to socialize was a key factor for success in the human world and he took to it well, especially when it came to his favorite humans—the female kind. Although he loved music and playing guitar, performing on stage was only one part of the scene that drew him. It was the crowd. He fed off their energy both during and after the show. He liked nothing more than to come down from that rush on stage with a pint and the attention of several lassies.

      Which was why the past six weeks had been so irksome. His brothers were right—Gavin was acting like he’d been infected with their monogamy.

      Gavin steered into the details for their gigs. Since the band had played in this club six weeks ago, it didn’t take long to confirm their arrangement for the next three nights. Gavin thanked Roger and turned to leave.

      “Oh, by the way,” Roger said. “A bloke was in here asking about the Knights of Stone.”

      “Ah,” Gavin replied with an easy-going laugh. “Our music is for all, men and women alike.”

      “That’s not what I mean.” Roger picked up a pen and tapped it on one of the piles of paper. A fine sheen of dust floated into the air. “He was more interested in odd questions, like whether I’d noticed anything strange about you blokes.”

      Gavin’s muscles stiffened as wariness prickled his skin. He covered it up by saying, “Strange, eh? That might be the least creative of what people say about us. I’ve heard some wild things.”

      “I know. I’ve heard them.” Roger snorted. “What rubbish.”

      Damn. Reports of the incidents at their shows had spread—and spun into stories so far from the truth, it almost made the actual events tame. The speculation was good for drawing crowds, but if it led people too close to the truth, it could be dangerous.

      “No publicity is bad publicity, mate.” Gavin grinned to offset his mounting anxiety.

      “Just giving you a heads up.” Roger raised his brows. “People are odd. He asked whether I’ve seen anything I found suspicious backstage. How you get to and from the shows, things like that. He didn’t seem like a fan. More like—” Roger spun the pen and then tapped it in his palm when he found the right word “—an investigator.”

      Shite. The last thing Gavin needed was a nosy human poking into their business. When a few had come to investigate the isle after reports of wolf attacks, Lachlan had almost died. The potential consequences still haunted the brothers. Would they have been trapped in a lab, poked and prodded with sick curiosity?

      He cracked his neck to ease the tension. “Thanks for looking out for us, mate,” Gavin said. “There are always people who take things too far, aren’t there? Some become far too obsessed. What does this bloke look like, by the way?”

      “Dark hair, average height and build. He wore dark clothing as well, which doesn’t help. Half the people who come into this club look the same. Let me see. Ah, the scar.”

      “Scar?” Gavin repeated.

      “Aye. It wasn’t that noticeable as it was faint. It stretched out from the corner of his right—no, he was opposite me—from his left eye out to his hairline. And it wasn’t one line, but three. Almost like something took a swipe at him.”

      Was he human or a supe? The scar marks indicated he could have been attacked by an animal, possibly some type of shifter.

      Or worse.

      “I’ll keep an eye out for him,” Gavin said.

      He took the stairs two at a time as he bounded to the main floor. Now, he had two people he’d be on watch for tonight—a woman he couldn’t banish from his head and a man who was poking his nose into the Knights of Stone.

      Once back in the main area of the club, the question that had plagued him for six weeks returned like the earworm of a song he couldn’t shake. Would Fiona return tonight? And if she did, was he setting himself up for a night that would undo him, by breaking his own rules?

      Uncertainty twisted his gut. If she didn’t come, then what? Should he go to her?

      No, it would be a clear sign that she wasn’t interested in continuing their fling.

      Gavin had to shove that question from his mind to discuss what he’d learned from Roger. Since human staff milled about, prepping the bar for the opening later, he communicated telepathically to his brothers who were still on stage.

      After filling them in on the man with the scar asking questions, he mentioned Roger’s report of stories. I think we need to diffuse the situation.

      How? Bryce asked.

      Plant doubt. They’d had to do so at other clubs in the past, those up north closer to their island.

      Got it, Calum said. Go with the whole wild rumor bit?

      Aye, Gavin said. They’d run with that scenario up north. Reports of their shows had spread from the Isle of Stone, and now it seemed they were heading farther south. We must squash the speculation before anyone investigates too closely.
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      What are you doing? This is mad.

      As Fiona walked along the River Ness, her hesitation echoed with each step of her boots on the pavement. A breeze rushed past, and she pulled her jacket tight. It was early September, a perfect time to stroll, but the night air had a cool bite, and the mist added wispy ghosts floating over the trees flanking the river banks. Inverness Castle loomed in the distance under this moonless night.

      She debated taking cover in one of the nearby pubs. From what—a breeze? No, something bothered her more deeply. Uncertainty had floated around her like a cloak since she’d left her flat.

      A few more minutes passed before she faced the brick exterior of the club. A sign in the window read The Knights of Stone with show times for the next three nights. Her pulse darted up. She forced herself to open the door.

      Her eyes adjusted to the dim lighting and the scents of people and alcohol wafted around her. People milled about in small groups in front of the stage. Others huddled near the bar. A set of tables at the back had some empty seats. Once the band came out, many would push closer to watch them perform.

      Fiona’s gaze skimmed over the many scantily clad women in attention-grabbing outfits and then eyed her clothing. Were her all-black clothes from jacket to tank-top to boots too subdued? Not eye-catching.

      If Gavin didn’t notice or pay her any attention, she could easily slip out the door and scurry to the comfort of her home. Her skin flushed. That was a good idea. Perhaps she should bolt.

      Take a breath and get a grip. This isn’t anything serious. You came here for a good time, just like the last time he was in town. Nothing more than a world-shaking orgasm or two.

      Right. She had to remember that. During the last few weeks, she hadn’t felt quite like herself. Her body had seemed more sensitive, and she’d attributed it to the building anxiety of Gavin’s return. Nobody had ever made her feel the way he had during those hot nights at her place.

      She maneuvered through patrons and squeezed into a narrow space between two men at the bar. After ordering a vodka and cranberry juice, she found a seat at an empty table set back from the stage. No need to come off as too eager.

      Just because Gavin had invited her to return, there was no guarantee that he wanted to see her again. In the six weeks that had gone by, he’d likely had numerous distractions to entertain him. When Fiona had searched for the band online, she had to close the browser. Too many references to Gavin and different female companions coated her with an icky feeling. Was she foolish to have been one of them?

      No, she was an independent woman in the 21st century, damn it. She could sleep with whomever she wanted, and she refused to feel shameful about it. After all, it had been quite a dry spell since she’d last had a lover—or even a good friend. She’d moved to Inverness four months ago but hadn’t developed any close connections.

      When the opening band came out, she listened while being half-distracted by her thoughts. They played a rock set with a few covers of popular songs. She nursed her drink while stealing glances at the exit.

      She’d told Gavin she might return after their previous encounter and, since then, she’d been wavering with her decision. Sure, she’d had the best sex of her life with him—perhaps any would have been after her stint without it—but this wasn’t like her. She typically didn’t go off with men she’d just met, especially those with reputations as womanizing rock stars.

      The guitarist launched into a solo. As she watched him, she couldn’t help but compare him to Gavin. This man didn’t have the same stage presence captivating those who listened. Gavin had something—a spark, a magnetism—she wasn’t sure what to call it, but he had a way with charming people. Despite covering her fascination with a cool veneer when they’d first met, she’d been as enraptured as everyone else. How else could she explain inviting him to her place? He’d practically charmed the pants off her! Not that she’d had any complaints. He returned for the next two nights as well, which baffled her. Wouldn’t a notorious womanizer sleep with a different conquest each night?

      A few songs later, the opening band finished and left the stage. With the sudden absence of loud music, Fiona became attuned to the surrounding conversations. One at the table her right caught her attention.

      “I heard they put on a wild show on one of the islands,” a brunette said.

      “How so?” her blonde friend asked.

      “It sounds impossible, but apparently, they’d start the shows with statues and torches on the stage. And somehow, the statues appeared to move.”

      Which show were they talking about? The band that had played or the upcoming one with Gavin? Or another one? Fiona listened in as her curiosity rose. She couldn’t help it. It was an advantage in her career as a journalist—and a flaw that had landed her in trouble more than a few times. She was surprised she hadn’t ended up as dead as the so-called curious cat.

      She sipped her drink and pretended to pay attention to her phone, so as not to reveal her eavesdropping.

      “Like the statues are coming to life?” the blonde asked.

      “Aye. And it looks like they come from the statues. Like they transform from them or something. Then they look like men—you know, hot and bare chested in kilts like we usually see them. They pick up their instruments and start to play.”

      They had to be discussing the Knights of Stone. They performed in little more than their blue kilts, showing off every muscular plane of their fine physiques. The previous band consisted of skinny runts in comparison.

      “It must be a trick,” the blonde dismissed. “Illusionists can make you swear you see things that aren’t there.”

      “Could be,” the brunette said. “But, the last part was quite impressive. Giant wings unfurl behind them and they flew from the stage.”

      Fiona sucked in a sharp breath. Creatures with wings? The sudden reminder of a terrifying encounter when she was younger made her straighten. She shifted in her seat. That’s when she noticed a man on the other side of the females. He caught her eye and didn’t break the stare for three uncomfortable heartbeats.

      “What if everyone was on drugs?” the blonde said with a laugh. “And they shared a mass hallucination.”

      “That could be it.”

      Fiona debated her next move. It could be a wild story exaggerated as one person told another, but with her fixation on uncovering what had happened in the past, she couldn’t let it go—especially since it involved a man she’d come to meet tonight.

      She walked a few steps closer to the women. “Excuse me, but I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation.”

      The brunette studied Fiona with a disdainful look.

      “Where was this concert you mentioned?” Fiona added.

      “Excuse me?” The brunette replied. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She then stood and told her friend, “Come on.”

      As they walked away, Fiona barely heard the brunette say, “My cousin told me to swear not to tell anyone, or I’d ruin it.”

      Oddly enough, the man who’d she’d made eye contact with followed in the direction of the women. An unsettling shiver crept up Fiona’s spine.

      Some part of her thought he might harass them, but why? She waited a few seconds and followed to see where they were going.

      A man stepped on stage and grabbed the mic, drawing her attention. “This next band needs no introduction. Back by popular demand—especially by our vocal female crowd—the Knights of Stone!”

      Fiona took a deep breath and waited to see Gavin once again.

      The crowd cheered, and she clapped along with them. When the two women she’d overheard moved into the crowd, and the man remained back near the bar, Fiona exhaled with a shaky laugh. What was wrong with her? He was probably only trying to hit on one of them. After all, he was a man alone in a pub ogling women. It shouldn’t have been that hard to put together.

      Massive men in blue kilts strode across the stage. They appeared ready to compete in the Highland Games rather than head to the instruments before them. She kept attuned for one. When he emerged last, after his four brothers, her breath quickened. His cinnamon-colored hair fell in shaggy waves as if they refused to be tamed. His eyes had that dark gleam that hinted at mischief and sensuality. Her heart pounded louder than the bass had reverberated during the last set. He was as striking as ever.

      Gavin stopped before his guitar and picked it up. The women nearest the stage hollered their appreciation. He acknowledged them with a devilish smile before playing a riff, which increased their level of shrieking.

      They played a song she remembered from the last time she’d seen them perform—one about ancient battles in the Highlands. The driving drum beat sounded like a call to war. Calum’s battle cry stirred the crowd. He jumped and howled on stage like he fed off the audience’s attention. His energy was boundless. Gavin garnered his fair share of interest as well, but it was captured in a far different manner. He played guitar like he played the audience—he seduced them. Or, that might have been her interpretation of his performance, as it was especially potent on her.

      After that song ended, Calum announced, “We’re the Knights of Stone.” He peered at the crowd with a mischievous glint. “If you’ve heard any stories about us, I can assure you—all the rumors are true.”

      Shouts and a few laughs erupted from the crowd.

      “Ha ha, I jest.” Calum chortled to punctuate his point. “We’ve heard some going around that were very creative. Amazing what people come up with. I wouldn’t be surprised if the next report I hear is that we’re aliens who beam down to the earth on spaceships each night.”

      Gavin strode over. “Aye, our spaceships await on the roof to return us to our home planet.” After he shook his head, he chuckled with a disbelieving sound.  “Did you hear the one about the wolves?”

      “The one where we keep wolves for pets?” Calum asked.

      “No, I haven’t heard that exactly. I did hear one about wolves at our shows.” Gavin raised his hand to his forehead and searched the crowd. “Any of them prowling here tonight?”

      Calum replied, “Now that would be something to see.”

      Gavin said, “Not a wolf in sight, but I do see many fine lassies.” He bent forward and beckoned them. “Come closer, my dearies.” With a wolfish grin, he added, “The better to see you with.”

      An unexpected tightness of breath struck Fiona. She grimaced and shoved aside the jealously. She had no claims on him.

      As one song shifted to the next, she couldn’t tear her gaze from him. The spotlights reflected in the sheen on his skin. She yearned to run her fingers through the sweat, over the hard contours of his body.

      During a slow song, Captured, Fiona swooned under the haunting promise in the music. The expression on his face conveyed his passion. Spellbound by his performance, the rest of the world slipped away. It wasn’t until the crowd expressed their appreciation with raucous applause that she snapped out of it.

      Gavin thanked the crowd by raising his hands and bowing. When he stood upright, he scanned the crowd. After a thorough appraisal from one end to the other, he broadened his search to the back. And then he pinned her with his gaze.

      Her heartbeat jolted, but he couldn’t see her, though, could he? She was at the back of the club, hidden in the shadows. He was on the stage. He must have been blinded by those spotlights. When he winked at her, it left no doubt he’d seen her. Her insides turned to electrified mush.

      It was impossible for anyone to see at this distance in the dark.

      Right?

      Fiona stared at Gavin. An urge to run gripped her.

      You’re just spooked from the stories.

      Aye. She’d come here tonight for one reason. Although she’d told herself that it was just sex, with his one simple gesture—merely a movement of his eyelid—he’d threatened to undo her carefully constructed rationalization. She acknowledged him with a smile and a slight nod.

      He’d rocked her normal world off its axis, and now it didn’t seem right without him in it. She could never let him know that. It would be an invitation for him to break her heart. She’d be just another conquest in his trail of shedding panties across Europe.

      Just sex.

      But, still, something wasn’t quite right. She furrowed her brows. What was with all those rumors about the Knights of Stone? Many of them had a supernatural tone. She’d been fascinated—or obsessed, rather—with the supernatural since the incident when she was nine. Nobody had believed her, except her grandmother. They claimed Fiona must have seen an animal, but she knew what she’d seen. She just didn’t know what it was that she’d seen. And she’d been trying to find out ever since.
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      Mission accomplished. Gavin shook off the anxious sensation after he and Calum had tackled the speculation. Plant doubt. Acknowledge what people say rather than deny it, but scoff at the incredulity of it all. What people described would be unbelievable as it was. It would be easy to build on the skepticism. The more outlandish stories they spun, the better to counter the truth before it came back to haunt him.

      Once that troublesome situation had been addressed, Gavin embarked on his latest ritual—searching for Fiona. He’d sought her near the stage when he’d called out to see if any wolves were in the audience. When he hadn’t spotted her there, his stomach caved.

      Why did it feel like he’d lost something? He’d never had her.

      Gavin forced himself to play through the set, determined to shove Fiona from his mind. He retreated into the music, seeking solace in the sound to distract himself from the disappointment of her absence. It wasn’t until several songs later after he’d acknowledged the crowd’s applause that he spotted her.

      She’d returned.

      His heart sang. The thunderous movement in his chest echoed in his ears louder than Bryce’s drums vibrating off the walls. She stared back at him and the crowd seemed to vanish.

      Mason communicated telepathically, Gavin, get yer head out of yer arse and join us.

      Shite. Gavin had missed the cue to start their next song. He broke eye contact with Fiona and stared at his guitar to get back in check. Only when he was confident that he was back on track with the song, did he dare to look at her again.

      He winked at her, acknowledging her presence. And in his own mind, he had hinted at where he wanted the night to lead—to be with her.

      At first, she’d appeared surprised. Then, she gave him a slight nod with a decadent twinkle in her eye, as if she sensed his unspoken invitation.

      The set couldn’t end quickly enough.

      He fixated on the night ahead, recalling the sounds she’d made when they’d been in her bed. The way she’d touched him had been seared onto his brain, tormenting him with an urge to fly from the isle to find her. He longed to inhale her scent again, let it wrap around him in that comforting way that had calmed his beast.

      Knowing she watched him, Gavin upped his performance, the way he had the first time he had spotted her at this club. He relished the memory of that moment now imprinted in his mind.

      

      She’d been sitting at the bar alone on a stool drinking from a straw. The way her cheeks had hollowed had blown his concentration and he’d fumbled with the guitar strings. She hadn’t been paying attention to him, to his chagrin, and instead, had glanced around the room, studying the crowd like she was a spy.

      She hadn’t made it easy. A damn bloke strode over to her, and Gavin growled. Who was this fucker interfering with his plans? If he hadn’t been in the middle of a set, he’d head over. As it was, he could hardly toss aside his guitar and jump off the stage, even if it was what his inner beast encouraged him to do.

      With a polite smile, she’d brushed him off and the bloke had walked away. Gavin had almost pounded his fist in the air like it was a victory. He had to work the seduction from the stage. And why not? He’d done it dozens of times. The first step had been getting her attention.

      Gavin had approached the front of the stage. He’d leaned down as he performed, but not close enough to touch. The women had cheered as they’d reached for him. He’d repeated this a few more times, each time a little closer, building the crescendo with the climax of the song. The women had hooted and hollered, and he’d encouraged them with a devilish smile.

      The last time, he’d bent low enough that a couple of women stroked their fingers through the perspiration on his bare chest. When he’d moved back, he glanced at the red-headed lass. She’d eyed him with a curious expression. Interest.

      Bingo. Attention garnered.

      After the show, he’d attempted to flirt with her, but she’d had other plans in mind. She was a journalist writing a piece about bands in town. He’d almost backed off, wary of reporters. He’d evaded personal questions, and eventually she’d succumbed to his charms. She’d invited him back to her place.

      Once he’d read the article in the local news, he’d relaxed. As she’d said, it was a short article about music. Nothing too in-depth—or too close for his kind’s comfort.

      

      This evening, Gavin wanted a repeat invitation to her flat. If he could start his seduction from the stage, then he’d work his magic that way. When they launched into the opening of The Hunt, Gavin fixed a predatory stare on Fiona.

      Tonight, he’d perform for her alone—both on stage and off.
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      Fiona was surprised she hadn’t melted into a sweltering puddle of liquid heat by the end of the set. She tried to slow her breath after the band left the stage.

      It’s how Gavin is, she warned herself. All that raw sensuality oozes from him on stage to his chosen target of the evening.

      Nevertheless, she was happy to play that role, at least for the night. After having been spoiled by his talents, she fantasized how another encounter could play out.

      She sipped her drink and then pushed it away. He’d already unglued her from a distance, and she didn’t need anything else hampering her judgment.

      Minutes later, she sensed Gavin step behind her. Something about his presence was so commanding.

      He snaked an arm around her waist and murmured, “I’m glad you came, Fiona.” His low rumbling burr sent hot shivers traveling over her skin.

      Perspiration tinged his masculine scent. She inhaled it more deeply and resisted purring in response.

      “Me, too,” she replied after a ragged breath.

      The domineering presence of his large hand warmed her belly with a protective sensation. Strange how comforting it was. She always strove to be independent, but every cell in her body yearned to lean back against his chest and let him take care of her.

      Screw it, she gave in to the calling and was rewarded by the hard length of him pressed against her. Her entire body was engulfed with an awareness of him—every spot where they touched, the rise and fall of his chest. Could he be as affected by her as she was?

      “I’ve been looking forward to seeing you again.”

      His rich brogue rumbled inside her veins like whiskey heating her blood. He pressed his lips against the vulnerable junction where her neck met her shoulder. His kiss felt like he was marking her. And for a fleeting moment, she fought the urge to beg him to take her backstage.

      She struggled to clear the lust clouding her thoughts. There were things she’d heard tonight, questions she wanted answered before they went any further.

      Fiona turned to face him. When she caught the smolder in his chestnut eyes, her lips parted. What the hell was she going to ask him about? It was difficult to concentrate with him staring at her with an intensity that left her unsteady.

      She cleared her throat. “Those were some wild stories you mentioned. I heard an interesting one myself.”

      “Oh?” Gavin’s voice sounded nonchalant, but he straightened and tensed.

      “Something about statues on an island. How you and your brothers appear to come from them.”

      His eyes widened for a flash. “It’s astonishing what people come up with.”

      He laughed, but it appeared strained. She often studied people when she interviewed them. Something about this conversation bothered Gavin. Why? Was there some truth to the rumors?

      “Also, you unfurl wings and fly.”

      Gavin smirked. “That’s a good one. Now, Fiona, I don’t want to talk about more of that nonsense.” He stepped closer and caressed her cheek. “Not when I’d rather be talking about you—and if you’ve missed me.”

      The heat of his fingers on her skin made her want to curl into him like a cat on a warm lap. When he lowered his hand, she stifled a protest.

      She took a deep breath. “You’re saying there’s nothing to them? No wings? No flight?”

      “Oh sweetness, now that would be something.” He leaned closer to her ear and whispered, “But, if you’d like to get a closer look at my body to search for those alleged wings, I’m happy to give you a private showing tonight.”

      His lips brushed her neck, sparking a wisp of desire that spiraled within and settled in her core. It reminded her why she’d come tonight. What was she doing prodding him with these ridiculous questions? Had she actually asked him about whether he had wings and could fly? Jeez, her investigations were taking a toll on her, encouraging her to seek the supernatural—even in her love life. Ridiculous.

      He’d made it clear that they were rumors, and she’d continued to press him. What was wrong with her?  She’d seen him naked before. There’d been no sign of anything peculiar—just rock-hard human flesh. Another foolish question, and she’d likely push him away all together. She’d end up going home alone. Tragic. Especially since she’d been fantasizing about tonight for so many weeks.

      She forced a laugh. “I sound like a loon, don’t I?”

      Gavin shrugged. “I’m used to these questions. They don’t bother me. But, now it’s my turn.” His eyes darkened with an undisguised desire in its depths. “You haven’t answered mine. Have you missed me at all?” he challenged her with a teasing note.

      Damn. It took all her power not to admit, Oh, so many times.

      Fiona took a breath and attempted to control her racing heartbeat through a slow exhale. “I’ve thought about you,” she admitted, while struggling to keep her voice steady.

      Gavin took her hand and caressed her palm in a circular motion. The wee gesture was enough to send his pulse soaring.

      “Thought about me,” he repeated. “Good things, I hope.” With a decadent gleam in his eyes, he waggled his brows. “Better yet, naughty things.”

      Was she so transparent? Could he see how much he affected her?

      “Some.”

      “Brilliant,” he murmured. “I’ve had many naughty thoughts about you. And I’ve been waiting to act on them.”

      Shite, she couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t function. His voice was too low, too seductive. Thank God he wasn’t the singer of the band. He’d probably give every woman in the audience multiple orgasms by the end of each performance.

      “Have you touched yourself thinking of me?” His tone was so low, so sensual, stirring such rampant need within her.

      “Gavin,” she said as her cheeks burned. She stared at the floor.

      “Nothing to be ashamed of, sweetness. I’ve thought of you many times.” He coaxed her by asking, “Not even once?”

      “Maybe once or twice,” she admitted, although it was far more than that.

      “Fuck, I love hearing that.” He kissed her neck. “I’d rather we go someplace where we can be alone.”

      If his voice dropped any lower, she’d sink to the floor and pull him on top of her. Was it possible not to think of sex when his presence alone screamed of it? And more importantly, could she handle another night with him when she could barely manage a simple conversation in a club?

      “Take me home with you, Fiona.”

      Her body heat rose as he caressed her with his voice. How could he undo her with just his words?

      She swallowed and braced herself for the night ahead. “Aye.”

      “Let me grab some clothes. I’ll be right back.”

      She had no problem with him walking bare chested in a kilt to her flat, but they’d certainly capture attention. She struggled to regain her senses as she waited for him to return. It didn’t take long. With his impressive upper body now covered with a leather jacket and a black shirt, it concealed the lovely view.

      Ah, well, she’d be the lucky one for a private viewing soon enough.

      Gavin led her to the exit. An unsettling sensation along the back of her neck made her glance over her shoulder. Jeez, why was she getting so spooked? Nothing was there. No threats. Just the man from earlier who’d followed the women. He must have struck out with them as he’d taken up a spot on a stool at the bar. No sign of the women. They’d likely left.

      Good. Her strange feeling that he might try to follow them must have been Fiona creeping herself out again. Perhaps she should take a break from investigating the supernatural. It was clearly affecting her judgment.

      The man nodded at Fiona and raised his pint.

      She shook off the unsettling sensation.

      Creep.
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      While they walked along the River Ness back to Fiona’s flat, the moon and stars danced on the surface of the water as if they, too, were enchanted by Gavin, unable to resist swaying to the spell of his music. Was it wise for her to get caught up in a fling like this that would go nowhere? All the wild sensations that consumed her when she was around him had to be hazardous.

      Once Gavin was back in her place, staring at her in that penetrating way that affected her so, she swallowed her doubts. How could she have been influenced by ridiculous rumors? The captivating man standing in her living room smoldered with a masculine presence. Nothing inhuman about it. And, God, how she wanted him.

      She’d barely hung up their jackets before he prowled over to her. Her breath ceased as she awaited his next step.

      He cupped her face and kissed her. When he broke from her lips, he murmured, “I’m glad you came tonight, Fiona. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you.”

      “Me, too,” she admitted.

      Although she’d visualized having him back here, the real thing eclipsed the fantasy. When he recaptured her mouth and deepened the kiss, she let out a needy sigh. Wanton. It was impossible to stifle sounds of pleasure with the way he affected her.

      Awareness flooded to her long-neglected body parts reminding her how good this felt. She ran her hands over the hard planes of his chest, something every woman in the club likely ached to do. She reached under his shirt. The indentations of his abs were unreal.

      She traced her finger through the dips in his torso. “You must spend an hour a day carving out your core. You make me feel guilty. I aim to go to the gym four times a week but am lucky to go twice.” If she was on a deadline, she’d sometimes squeeze in a quick workout in her living room to get a break from staring at a screen.

      “Whatever you’re doing, keep doing,” he purred. “Because I love what I see.” Gavin ran a hand down the side of her body. “And what I feel.” He moved his hand up to cup her breast. Her nipples tingled in response beneath her clothing, aching for more of his touch.

      He rewarded her by stroking where she yearned. God, they were so sensitive lately and never so much as now with Gavin’s touch. Perhaps she was sending signals to him indicating what she wanted. She didn’t know or care. All she knew was that she needed more of him, whatever he’d give her.

      Right. She had to get her head straight. Sex. That’s all it was. This was purely about sex. Just like last time. Nothing else. If she kept that in mind, she’d be okay.

      She didn’t dare expect anything more out of their fling. Even if he said and did things that made her feel like she was the only woman he noticed. She’d be foolish to think that she was special. Likely he made each one of his conquests feel the same way.

      He lifted her off the ground, and she gasped.

      “I’ve got you, sweetness.” Gavin cupped her arse.

      She clung to him as he kissed her and carried her into the bedroom. She’d carefully made up the bed earlier. The white down comforter appeared soft and welcoming, the lilac pillows fluffy. It was a far stretch from a den of seduction, but inviting, nonetheless. When he tossed her onto the bed she squeaked, “Gavin!”

      “What?” He climbed on top of her and nuzzled her neck, silencing her protest. “I remember you like it a wee bit rough.”

      His hair smelled so good. That hint of perspiration a reminder of his passionate performance on stage, so utterly raw and masculine.

      He tweaked her nipple. “Don’t you?”

      “A wee bit,” she agreed.

      God, his demanding side was titillating. A wave of hot pleasure spread through her body.

      He caressed her breasts. “You have beautiful tits. I want to see them.”

      He lowered his hands and moved back, surprising her.

      “Show them to me,” he commanded.

      His eyes were dark and intense. Damn, she’d thought he was unbelievably alluring on stage, but here in her bed with his controlling demeanor, he was infinitely more so. She loved how he took charge. Too many of her previous sexual encounters had been lackluster or awkward. Gavin clearly knew what he was doing. And what he wanted.

      Which at the moment was her.

      Fiona unbuttoned her blouse, watching him.

      “Slower,” Gavin guided her. He scooted up her bed and propped the pillow behind his head.

      With deliberation, she removed her top. His intense gaze caressed each exposed centimeter of her skin.

      “Stand up so I can see all of you.”

      She pulled herself off the bed and onto her feet. What was coming over her? This wasn’t like her. She wanted to please him, and that was more surprising than any of the wild rumors she’d heard about him and his brothers tonight.

      “Take off the rest of your clothes,” Gavin insisted.

      Like a strip show for him? She’d never done that for a man. Coming from Gavin, it did have an arousing aspect.

      She bit her lip before she complied. She unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down over her hips, struggling to remove them from her legs in a smooth motion. The last thing she wanted was any awkwardness to ruin the sensual spell he’d cast in her bedroom. At last, she removed all but her bra and panties. She raised her eyes to meet his.

      “All of it.”

      His command sent a surge of wet heat between her legs. She swallowed and then unhooked her bra. She removed it, the cool air tickled her already pert nipples.

      “Beautiful,” he praised. “Even more so than I remembered.”

      She smiled at his praise. Continuing with his order, she slid her fingers beneath the waistband of her black lace panties and rolled them down over her legs. When she kicked them off of her foot, her muscles tensed. She stood before him completely naked. Vulnerable. Exposed. His nostrils widened as if he’d inhaled her scent. Was her desire noticeable, a discernible fragrance?  An urge to shield herself followed, and she fumbled with her hands.

      “Don’t hide yourself from me, Fiona. You should be admired. And I want to be the one to do so.” His voice had a bit of reverence to it as he fixed his gaze on her.

      She nodded and dropped her hands although still not quite sure what to do with them.

      “You’ve done what I asked.” Gavin rose from the bed. “I think that deserves a reward.” His tone lilted with decadent promise.

      He stood and strode over to her in three large steps, his captivating eyes never leaving hers. God, he was so massive, she had to tilt her head back to look up at him. Raising his hand, he stroked her face and then trailed his fingers over her jawline and down her chin. When they traveled over the vulnerable flesh of her throat, she lifted her chin to allow him greater access. It was funny how she could accept him into her world like this since she barely knew him, yet he’d somehow managed to earn her trust—at least in the bedroom.

      “Your skin’s so soft. I want to touch and kiss every bit of it.” He ran his thumb over her bottom lip. “But first, your lips.”

      Moving his hand to the back of her neck, he leaned over and his lips trailed like a whisper against hers. Her skin felt tight, tingling with sensation. When he pulled back a fraction, she murmured in protest.

      Their breath mingled in that enclosed space. In the next heartbeat, his mouth was back on hers. He pulled her body against his and slipped his tongue between her lips. Passion exploded as he claimed her with a raw intensity. She reached for his shirt, desperate to touch him. He yanked it over his head and she took her greedy fill of caressing his hard torso.

      He carried her to the bed and lay her down on it. Then he explored her with his hands and mouth. Tracing his tongue over her skin was like lighting a brush fire. Her body burned with arousal and she desperately waited for more.

      “Do you like this?” he purred.

      “Aye,” she whispered.

      “I didn’t hear you.” His tone had a commanding edge that inspired her to want to please him.

      “I do,” she said with more eagerness.

      “Good,” he murmured. “Because tonight is all about you.” His fingers trailed lower over her torso, followed by his lips. “Your needs. Your desires.” His eyes gleamed with sensual promise. “Your pleasure.”

      Oh God, how could she even function when he enchanted her that way? Her entire body seemed to vibrate with desire.

      His warm breath tickled between her legs. Her chest rose and fell quickly as she awaited his next move.

      He slid his finger between her slit. “Oh, you’re so wet. For me?”

      “Uh-huh,” she replied in between ragged pants.

      “What do you want me to do?” His voice was like a low rumble enchanting her, stirring her loins.

      He was teasing her, coaxing her to say more. Her muscles were coiled tight. She was powerless to come up with anything clever.

      “Take me, Gavin,” she begged. “I want you so bad I can barely think!”

      His response was a low growl that hinted at his approval. “I can’t think of anything I’d rather do.”

      He rewarded her with a languid stroke of his tongue from front to back. She relaxed into the bedding with a relieved moan.

      “You taste so good,” he murmured. “Un-fucking-believably good.”

      Damn, he was masterful with his tongue. And his fingers… The intense stimulation was almost too much. Soon enough, she was squirming on the bed, heart racing as she clutched at the sheets. She uttered incoherent sounds as he brought her spiraling higher and higher still. She reached her peak with a surprising force that overcame her.

      “Oh God, Gavin!” she cried.

      Overwhelming sensations rocked through her as she crashed over the edge, followed by wave after wave of pleasure. Intense, mindless gratification. She lost sense of the world, all too willing to slip deeper under Gavin’s spell.
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      Fiona tasted exquisite. Addicting. Gavin wanted to make her come again and again.

      But when he resumed the pressure, she gasped.

      “Not yet. Too sensitive.” She sighed.

      That was all right because the other drive pounding through him was to bury himself inside her sweet, tight channel. He pulled his kilt up and slid his cock in between her wet folds. Although he wanted to sink it right in, he needed a condom. With utmost regret, he pulled away from her with a low growl. His cock throbbed with an ache for more.

      “I need to be inside you.” He suppressed a growl of desperation.

      “Aye.” She clutched at him.

      “Hold on.”

      She reached for him. “Gavin.” His name came out in a confused rasp. “Where are you going?”

      “Just getting a condom.” He paused to kiss her lips. “Don’t worry, I’m not done with you yet.”

      She sank back into the bed with a satisfied smile. “Good. Because I need you inside me.”

      With her hair spread out wild and that simmering desire in her eyes, he almost said fuck it and climbed back on top of her. Her feminine aroma already drove him half-mad with a yearning to claim her, but they couldn’t take the risk. Human-gargoyle pregnancies were uncommon, but possible.

      Gavin grounded himself for a moment, just long enough to remove his clothing and roll on the condom. Those few seconds ticked by with agonizing slowness. Her scent perfumed the air, dizzying him with desire. Finally, naked and sheathed, he snaked back over her body and teased her with the head of his cock.

      She cried out. “Please.” She wrapped her small hands around his shaft and directed it to her entrance.

      Her touch almost set him off. He slid the tip in and paused, reveling in the sensation of finally being where he desperately needed to be. When she tightened her legs around his waist, he slid deeper inside her, only slowing to let her grow accustomed to his presence. And then, finally, he was buried to the hilt into her sweet pussy.

      “Oh fuck, Fiona. Fuck,” he repeated. “You feel too good. This feels too good.”

      “Aye,” she agreed with a desperate sound.

      He pulled back and thrust inside her. She clung onto him, lightly dragging her nails over his back, just enough to fire the nerve endings. He lifted her hips off the bed to penetrate deeper and stimulate her sensitive spot.

      He slid in and out of her, releasing a guttural growl. She was so wet and tight and fit around him so perfectly. One more night with her wasn’t enough. Would a thousand ever be? He doubted it. Something about Fiona had gotten under his skin. And now that she was embedded there, would that feeling ever disappear?

      Gavin gazed at his wild beauty, her expression rapturous. If he wasn’t certain she was human, he’d wonder if she was a witch who’d enchanted him. Only that could explain this wild, uncontrollable passion that had turned him inside out with need for her.

      Right?

      Or, could it be something more? Some deeper connection, like that of a mate?

      He forced aside his thoughts as he hammered into her. Her body tensed, and her muscles tightened, and he sensed she was getting close. He stroked her with more pressure, loving the erotic power he had over her in that moment to bring her more pleasure. All he wanted to do was make her come repeatedly until she was boneless and couldn’t remember either of their names.

      As he increased the pace, her sighs grew louder.

      “Come for me, Fiona,” he commanded. “I want to feel you cover me with your sweetness.”

      He applied more pressure on her sensitive nub. Her body clamped around him so tightly from her limbs to her sex, he could barely move. A desperate cry escaped her, and she shattered, pulsing around him in tight, hot waves.

      Her wet honey coated him, and he had no chance of holding out any longer. He succumbed to the call of his siren, detonating with intense bursts of white-hot fire as he followed her into the abyss.

      For several minutes, he recovered while he held her against him. Their skin was damp and breathing labored. He didn’t want to move and end this bliss.

      Once his heart rate slowed, he surprised himself with his next words. “I don’t want to leave.”

      He typically didn’t stay the night to avoid any awkward encounters in the morning and hadn’t done so last time he was with her.

      “Then don’t,” she whispered.

      Those words sealed his contentment, and his heartbeat quickened.

      He rolled onto his side and faced her. “I’m in town for three nights, Fiona. And I’d like to spend them here with you.”
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      The next day, Fiona floated through her flat in a dream state. Nobody had ever made her feel quite like he did, and she doubted anyone ever could.

      He’d left soon after dawn had broken and had asked her to return to the club that night. She hummed while she worked on the revisions her editor sent her for an article. One of the reasons she’d moved to Inverness was that she landed a job at a regional news site. It didn’t pay much, but it provided her with a steady income.

      She continued with her usual work day while flutters of excitement kept her from sitting still for long. That evening, she returned to the club, almost skipping along the river to get there faster. What a difference from last night when her uncertainty had cast an air of gloom around her. Although the mist still lingered tonight, her mood had lifted. Amazing what multiple, epic orgasms could do for a woman’s outlook. The reflections of streetlights sparkled in puddles. The enticing scents from nearby restaurants perfumed the air. The sound of pedestrians’ chatter indicated everyone was out to enjoy this Saturday night.

      When she entered the club, she found a spot close to the stage. What a bold difference from the previous evening when she’d hid in the shadows to make a quick getaway. Most people out front were women. No wonder. What woman wouldn’t want to get closer to any of the five brothers—all muscular and attractive in their own way? Since four of them were spoken for, it upped the competition for Gavin’s attention.

      When he came out on stage, he winked at her. Her heartbeat quickened, seeming to drown out the sounds of the club. A few women shot her nasty looks, but she ignored them. His attention warmed her like a balmy summer day, making her feel more than a bit special. She wasn’t the most attractive woman in the crowd, but he made her feel that way. She lost herself in the music, dancing and cheering along without a care. She’d never done anything like this—well, not sober, at least. Maybe after too many drinks at university. Damn, it was exhilarating—she felt so free.

      After about forty-five minutes, her feet protested. Her entire body did. She headed back to a table as a wave of exhaustion claimed her. Once she sat down, she sighed. Her muscles ached, and her breasts tingled.

      Was she that out of shape? Or, was it from lack of sleep while Gavin had kept her engaged? That was likely the case. He’d really worked her over, but it had been worth every minute of lost sleep. She’d catch up on it after he left, since she didn’t plan on sleeping much tonight with him back in her bed.

      But only for two more nights. Her shoulders tensed. His departure wasn’t something she looked forward to.

      When she glanced at Gavin, he was watching her. She smiled to assure him everything was all right.

      After another song, a man sat in the empty seat next to hers. He reeked of cigarette smoke. “They put on quite a show, don’t they?”

      “Indeed,” she answered, but kept her eyes on stage. She didn’t want to encourage the conversation.

      “You know them well?” he added.

      She turned to face him. Shite. It was the same creepy man from last night who’d disturbed her with the way he’d followed the women. What did he want? As she was about to ask just that, the scar on his temple distracted her. Three faded lines indicated that someone or something must have swiped at him long ago.

      Fiona dragged her eyes away. It was impolite to stare, but her curious nature spun up all sorts of possible reasons for that scar. He’d angered a woman with some serious fake nails? He’d encountered a feline predator?

      She raised her chin. “Why do you ask that?”

      “I saw you with the guitarist last night.”

      Right. Gavin had been all over her before suggesting they leave. The man must have seen everything. She remembered the disturbing toast with his drink and tried to shake off the unsettling sensation with a roll of her shoulders. “So what? It doesn’t concern you.”

      “Actually, they interest me a great deal. And I know you overheard those women last night. With your career, I’m guessing your interest in Gavin is more than physical.”

      Fiona leaned back in her chair. Who the hell was this guy? And why was he interfering with her privacy? Sure, her articles were out there for anyone to read, but that didn’t mean he could make an accusation.

      “You have some nerve to even say that.” She pointed her index finger and warned. “I don’t bloody well know you. My personal life is none of your concern, and neither is my professional one.”

      “Hear me out a minute.” He raised a hand. “I’m familiar with your work. I’ve enjoyed many of your articles. You haven’t covered the Knights of Stone other than a brief mention of their music. Why? Are you investigating them now?”

      “What the—?” She shook her head. “No. Why?”

      “I believe there’s something to what we heard last night.”

      She narrowed her eyes. Was he some kind of nutter? “Why do you care?”

      “Personal reasons. Something that goes back to my scar that you keep staring at.” He tapped the trio of lines that marred his temple.

      Shite. She broke eye contact and her cheeks reddened. “I didn’t mean to be rude.”

      “I’m used to it,” he replied.

      “What happened?” she asked. That question was also impolite, but it had just shot out of her mouth. Her curiosity leading her into trouble again. “Were they involved?”

      Did Gavin or one of his brothers cause that scar on this man’s face? If so, that must have been some altercation. And what would have been the reason to cause such damage?

      “It’s nothing I want to get into now,” he replied.

      “Oh.” Fiona wasn’t sure what else to say. She didn’t want this man poking into her business, yet now she had an urge to uncover his and whatever connection it may have to Gavin and his brothers. “What do you want?”

      “Information,” he declared. “You’re the perfect source to gather it.”

      Where the hell was he going with this? “How?”

      “With your investigative skills and your inside access to Gavin, you can acquire the info I seek.”

      She tapped her foot. “And why do you think I’d give any of that over to a stranger?”

      “I know you want to uncover the truth. I’m not only going to encourage you to do so, but I’ll compensate you a great deal.”

      The truth? What did he mean by that? She traced her fingers along a seam on the side of her jeans. “What have you learned about them?”

      “Ah,” he replied. “If you decide to work with me, I’d be happy to share what I’ve discovered. Until then, it stays with me.”

      Fiona glanced at Gavin and noted his stare. Did he know that this conversation was about him? Or, did he think this man was making a move on her?

      She couldn’t go behind Gavin’s back and sell his personal information to a stranger.

      “It sounds like you’re asking me to spy on them for you. That’s not something I’m interested in.”

      “You don’t have to make up your mind right now. Think about it. My name is Mark, by the way. I’ll look for you here tomorrow.” With raised eyebrows, he added. “I assume you’ll be back.” He glanced at the stage and then slipped through the crowd toward the exit.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Who the fuck was that bloke talking to Fiona? Gavin fumed as he played.

      What’s gotten into you? Mason asked.

      What do you mean?

      You look ready to kill someone.

      Gavin struggled to clear the fury from his face. It hardly fit his onstage persona to stalk around as if ready to tear a man to shreds. He was the seducer, not an aggressor. Mason was right. What had gotten into Gavin?

      One word: Fiona.

      Calum introduced their final song of the night, and Gavin launched in, ready to leave the fans with an energetic rush. That’s the way he and his brothers loved to end the shows—on a high note that would keep the fans coming back for more.

      The man finally walked away from her and left the club. About bloody time. His closeness to Fiona had driven Gavin into a rage. He wanted to pound the stranger for creeping in on Gavin’s territory.

      Territory? Now he couldn’t deny how he sounded like a possessive freak. He’d have to get that in check. That wasn’t his style, and it simply didn’t make sense to get that way over a woman he’d only planned on spending time with for merely two more nights.

      Then he’d finally get her out of his head.

      Gavin groaned, which was drowned out by the hard, driving tempo of the song. If only it was that easy. Last night hadn’t done the job. In fact, he’d spent the day inconspicuously resting under the sun in stone form on a Gothic revival building. Much of the time, he thought of her.

      After tomorrow night, he’d force himself to walk away.

      That was the best way. Don’t stay past an expiration date as things could turn sour. It was how he’d operated to keep things from getting complicated. Multiple nights with the same woman was pushing into that arena.

      She’d moved into his head six weeks ago, and it wouldn’t be easy to pry her out, but he’d have to find a way.

      Gavin finished out the song with his brothers and headed to the front of the stage to thank the fans. The women reached for him, and many were familiar bed partners. He kept his body at a distance for once, not giving them much more to access than his hand.

      “Oh,” several of them moaned and pouted. “Gavin, come play with us.”

      “Not tonight, luv,” he said with a smile. “I have plans.”

      More moans of protests, but he ignored them. A sense of urgency compelled him to return to Fiona.

      Once he’d left the stage and wrapped up backstage, he rushed through the fans to be close to her again. The scents of alcohol and perspiration hung like a mist, and he wanted to wash it away by breathing in her fragrance.

      He pulled up a seat at her table. “Who was that man you were talking to?” Shite, his possessiveness rang through his tone.

      She gave him a teasing smile. “Hello to you, too, Gavin.”

      Damn, she was right. He hadn’t even greeted her, but he had bounded over like a jealous brute. “Hi, Fiona.” He kissed her cheek. He inhaled her scent, and it calmed the raging monster that had seized control of him. Still, he couldn’t let it go. “Who was he?”

      With a dismissive wave, she said, “Oh, I don’t know. Just some guy.”

      “What was he talking to you about?”

      “Commenting about the show.”

      “What kind of comments?” He heard the suspicion in his voice, but he couldn’t tone it down.

      “Nothing really.”

      “Was he hitting on you?”

      Her teasing smile returned. “Do I detect a jealous note?”

      “Answer the question, Fiona.”

      “You’re really acting strange. There’s nothing to get worked up over. I’m here with you.” She squeezed his hand.

      He exhaled as the tension ebbed away. Her declaration affected him the way he needed—she was with him. “Good. Sounds like we have the same plan in mind. Why don’t we get the hell out of here and go back to your place?”

      She arched a brow. “You sure you’re ready to leave all your adoring fans? I’m getting scads of dirty looks shot my way.”

      “I give them my all up there on stage. After the show’s over, I spend my time with whomever I want. And there’s nobody else I want to be with tonight, but you.”

      Fiona stared at him with a wondrous glimmer in her eyes. She headed for the exit, turned over her shoulder, and flashed him a decadent smile. “My place is this way.”

      Gavin didn’t need any more encouragement than that. He’d gotten what he wanted and sprinted to catch up with her.

      Once outside, he put his arm around her waist as they strolled along the river back to her flat. He gazed at the sky. The new moon was faint, and stars sprinkled like angel’s dust in the swathes of sky not covered by a fine mist. The air was cool, but calm. A perfect night to soar above the city. If he were alone, he’d fly over to Loch Ness and enjoy the quiet of night. Yet, he’d much rather be earthbound with his present company, walking with her.

      And doing other things.

      With her body touching his and his arm possessively around her, it took all his self-control not to find a shady nook, so he could touch her more intimately. His cock ached as he longed to sink inside her sweet body. But, why rush it? They had all night.

      He couldn’t keep from touching her. How could he when every sordid thought involved her? Each time he was around her, his addiction grew. A current of electricity surged through his veins, tingling his nerves with an invigorating rush. It reminded him of shifting from stone form, except with more sensual undertones.

      Back at her place, the familiar details of her flat comforted him. He’d spent some memorable nights here with her. He smiled at her compulsive neatness. She arranged her pillows just so, both on the sofa and on her bed, and when they were out of place, she’d fix them.

      His gaze settled on the sofa as one memory stood out. It was where he’d bent her over the arm and taken her from behind. She hadn’t given a hoot about the cushions or pillows then. She’d squealed when he’d smacked her arse and pulled her hair, and then came with a glorious climax soon after.

      The open door to her room revealed her bed, where they’d spent the most time. How he loved when she squirmed beneath his tongue or grasped him as he pummeled deep inside her. And when she rode him with a slow grinding that rose with frantic demand, he’d never experienced anything so erotic.

      While he was in town, he planned to mark every inch of her place with his presence, so she wouldn’t forget him.

      He struggled to slow things down before he claimed her like a beast.

      “Why don’t we put on some music?” he suggested.

      “Sure.” She played a song from her phone and some upbeat, pop tune played from speakers around her living room.

      “I was thinking of something more romantic.”

      She peered at him with an inquisitive gaze. “You don’t strike me as the romantic type.”

      “I might be full of surprises.” Some of which would be shocking to a human.

      He shouldn’t go there. He was already letting her get too close to him as it was. That didn’t stop him from embracing her and swaying to a man crooning about his love for a woman.

      Gavin closed his eyes inhaled her scent as he held her close. He was falling in too deep. But, identifying that issue and knowing what to do about it were two different things.
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      When Fiona woke the next morning in Gavin’s arms, she nestled back into the hard warmth of his body. She could easily become addicted to having him around. Yet, he’d only be staying one more night. Trying not to let that thought mar the blissful morning after, she instead focused on the moment—and why not start with another hot session before he left her place?

      She wiggled her arse to give him a hint about what was on her mind.

      “Good morning, beautiful.” Gavin kissed her shoulder and then pressed his erection against her. “I’m assuming that was intentional to get my attention?”

      “I don’t know what you mean,” she teased, flashing him a suggestive glance over her shoulder.

      “How about I show you?” He flipped her onto her back and lifted her legs.

      She squealed in surprise. “Gavin!”

      When he bent lower and kissed from her neck down to her breasts, she snapped her mouth shut. No point protesting what she wanted.

      Last night, sex had been heightened with a dangerous edge. After her conversation with Mark, she couldn’t help but run her hands over Gavin’s body in search for any signs that he wasn’t human. All she felt was rock hard human flesh once again. It was ridiculous for her to ruin her short time with him by poking around. He was a brilliant distraction who brightened her tepid love life—not a subject of investigation.

      She ran her hands through his hair and over his back, eager to enjoy this sensual morning.

      An hour later, they loaded eggs, sausage, and toast onto plates and set them at her breakfast table. The scent of breakfast floated around her kitchen, a small, but cheery nook with a yellow and blue French country design.

      “I’m surprised you’re staying for breakfast,” she said. He hadn’t any other time.

      “I don’t have to rush anywhere this morning,” he said. “Why not enjoy it with the most fascinating woman in Inverness?”

      The way he looked at her was unlike anyone ever had—a potent mix of desire and admiration. “Fascinating?” she replied. “How?”

      He didn’t know her well—merely through brief conversations they’d had. Most of the time they’d spent getting to know each other was at a physical level.

      “You’re independent, smart, beautiful, and kind. You’ve built a career doing something creative which, as an artist, is something I particularly admire.”

      She glanced down, reddening at his praise. She fixed her gaze on the blue and white floral plate and pushed her scrambled eggs around. The plates were one of the few things she’d had from her grandmother—the one person who’d listened. Her grandmother had warned Fiona not to pursue the truth about what had happened with her friend, Angie, though. It would upset people, especially when it was something they couldn’t understand or control. Fiona had heeded her grandmother at the time, but as she grew older, she’d veered off from that line of thinking. Burying the truth didn’t change anything.

      And now, with Gavin complimenting her creative side, a twinge of guilt flickered within her. Her throat felt thick and she swallowed. She’d told him she was a reporter for a regional news site and had evaded questions about what else she wrote. She’d mentioned short stories and left it at that. People often thought her articles on the supernatural were odd and her interviews with those who claimed to have experience with it even stranger, as if both the interviewer and interviewee were out of their minds.

      She smiled. “Thanks.”

      “I also love how you’re brave enough to come alone to our shows. Not too many people do that. They’re so concerned with what other people think.

      She brushed it off with a wave of her hand. “The first time, I was working.”

      It had just been a short piece covering local music acts, nothing like the articles and interviews covering supernatural myths and legends. Those investigative pieces took weeks, if not months, to explore. She’d covered the Knights of Stone in a short paragraph basically noting their musical style and stage presence.

      “Lucky for me,” Gavin said.

      Perhaps. She rolled her shoulders as if she could shake off the twinge of guilt. Her interest in him had grown beyond just physical attraction. Yet, after that guy, Mark, had unnerved her last night, the questions had returned. Was Gavin hiding something? He was evasive about where he lived and his personal life, which he often redirected to music and the cities where he’d traveled. With a hint of mystery, Mark had handed her a piece of tangled string that she’d be unable to resist unraveling to see what she’d find.

      Where would it lead? And would she feel compelled to expose the truth? She’d been driven to do so ever since she was nine years old and her report of an attack on her friend had been dismissed as impossible. Angie had died, and the truth had to be revealed. If not, others could be injured or killed.

      Her research had convinced her of the dangers of beings like vampires and werewolves, yet other supernatural creatures lived peacefully. Like Nessie. If she existed, she wasn’t harming anyone. Fiona had delved into the mystery of the legendary Loch Ness Monster when she’d moved to Inverness, yet she’d found nothing more than what other researchers had uncovered. Still, with her storytelling skills, she’d written a piece about the legend and had netted a nice fee.

      “What’s wrong?” Gavin asked. “You seem distant.”

      “Nothing,” she lied. “Just a bit light-headed.” That part was true. With a smile, she added, “Probably from all that early morning activity. I’m not used to it.”

      After walking to her fridge, she pulled out a carton of orange juice. Once she poured it, the scent was overpowering. “Yech! It’s gone off.”

      As she was about to pour it into the sink, he said, “Let me see.” He sniffed it. “It smells fine.” He checked the expiration date. “It should still be good.” He took the glass from her. “Let me taste it to see.” After he sipped it, he confirmed, “Aye, it’s fine.”

      “Hmm, that’s odd,” she said. Could guilt affect her in other ways, too?

      They chatted about the day ahead as they ate breakfast. He’d meet up with his brothers later that afternoon and she’d write.

      “What are you working on?”

      She sipped tea. It was the only thing she wanted to drink after the wretched odor of orange juice had turned her stomach. “It might sound rather strange, but it’s an ongoing series on cemeteries in the Highlands.”

      He narrowed his eyes. “Cemeteries?”

      “More specifically, the people who are buried in them. So many people are long forgotten, but there are some fascinating stories of family lore. I’ve been visiting the older ones and talking to the groundskeepers. They typically have some good tales. Once I hear of a couple that sound intriguing, I’ll look into it more and take it from there.”

      “Interesting,” he said in a tone she couldn’t decipher.

      She didn’t want to talk too much about her writing as it might trigger more questions that she didn’t want to answer right now. “So tomorrow you leave Inverness. Where are you off to?”

      “Home.”

      “And where is that again?”

      He grinned. She’d asked him this six weeks ago, and he’d avoided a direct answer. “An island north of here.”

      “Which one?”

      He pinned her with a knowing gaze. “This conversation sounds familiar. Oh right, we’ve already had it.” He grinned in a way that heated her from within.

      “I just think it’s odd that you won’t tell me. Do you think I’ll stalk you or something?”

      “No. My brothers and I enjoy our privacy. Our island is small. If we mention the name, who knows who might turn up?” He glanced at her plate. “You’ve barely eaten anything. Do you always eat that little for breakfast?”

      Deflecting her questions again. He was right, though. She’d only eaten the toast and had barely touched the eggs and sausage. “Something about the orange juice set me off. I don’t usually have a sensitive stomach.”

      He nodded. “Odd. I can make more toast if you’d like.”

      That was sweet. “I’m fine. In fact, I think I’ll take a shower. That might make me feel better.”

      He grinned. “I’ll clean up. And don’t worry. I’ll keep myself entertained.”

      She kissed him. “Thank you. Make yourself at home.”

      While in the shower, she lingered. The hot water felt good on her muscles, which still twinged with soreness. After she dressed in a pair of black yoga pants and a long purple top, she brushed her hair and stepped into the living room. Gavin wasn’t in there. He was in her study, the second bedroom that she’d set up with bookcases, a desk, and her laptop.

      Her heartbeat quickened. “What are you doing?”

      He turned to her with an astonished expression. “Reading.” He turned the magazine in his hands for her to see.

      Ah, it was one of her pieces on supernatural lore. This one was on the legend of werewolves in the Highlands.

      She stepped back and wrapped her arms around herself. Her stomach felt tight and hard. Why did his reading her work unsettle her so? She raised her chin to offset the sudden discomfort. “It seems more like you’re snooping.”

      He snorted. “Just entertaining myself as I’d mentioned. Why didn’t you tell me you write these kinds of articles?”

      She rolled from one foot to the other, defensive. “Why does it matter?”

      “Because.” He pursed his lips. “You seem to have an unnatural interest in the supernatural.”

      She arched her brows. “And you have an unnatural pursuit of secrecy.”

      Gavin’s jaw twitched. “Secrecy.” He snorted. “I’m getting that same vibe from you.”

      “I’m a writer, Gavin. I write about all sorts of things—articles, interviews, and so on. Do you want to hear about every article I’ve written? Or every person I’ve interviewed on their reports of fae and vampires and werewolves? Because I have loads, though I guarantee you’ll grow bored quite quickly. Your reaction to what I do for work seems a bit odd.”

      “Odd?”

      “Right. As if it bothers you because you’re hiding something.”

      “Ha.” Gavin scoffed with a doubtful sound. “I don’t think so.”

      She considered her ability to read body language pretty accurate and was certain he was lying. This was her chance to go after what she wanted—the truth.

      “I think it might be because it’s breaching into your comfort zone,” she declared. “All those spectacular stories about your band.”

      His eyes widened, and his mouth twitched. In the next blink, he wiped away that expression with his usual confident smile and teasing glint in his eyes. “We always aim for spectacular. It leaves a favorable impression on our fans.”

      “That’s not what I mean. Let’s see—statues that turn to men, who then sprout wings and fly.”

      Gavin barked out with laughter as if it was the most ridiculous thing he’d heard. “This again?” He arched his brows. “People will say all sorts of rubbish. We don’t mind. All publicity is good publicity.”

      “Now that’s rubbish. Because when I tried to interview you, you avoided most of my questions.”

      Gavin strolled out of the study with what appeared to be an easy-going gait, but she noted the stiffness that wasn’t usually part of his confident swagger. “It’s flabbergasting what people come up with for attention these days.”

      “Are you saying they’re not true?”

      With a grim expression, he shook his head. “Come now, you can’t believe such nonsense?”

      “Sometimes when I poke at the nonsense, I find the truth.”

      “We don’t know why our band is so popular, but part of it must be the mystique. Why ruin the magic that brings you success?” He winked.

      He likely had a rehearsed answer for all her questions. That was all right—she knew other ways of obtaining information.

      Gavin stepped closer and took her shoulders. “Listen, Fiona. I’ve dealt with these kinds of questions countless times. People say ridiculous things. With you, I don’t want to be the guitarist of the Knights of Stone. I want to be me—Gavin. Is that something you can live with? Or, do you want the mystique of the rock star with the outrageous background?”

      The way he stared at her with that deep, imploring look, her remaining questions fizzled away like a dying sparkler. That dismissal of her curiosity had never happened before. She was typically like a pit bull once she bit onto something juicy and wouldn’t let go. Then again, she’d never met anyone like Gavin before either who could distract her so thoroughly.

      And so satisfactorily.

      She nodded. “You’re right. Sorry, Gavin. Aye. For the rest of the time you’re here, you’re Gavin and I’m Fiona. Not a rock star and journalist—just you and me.”

      Gavin beamed and kissed her. “Just you and me,” he repeated.

      He stroked a lock of her hair. “Jim Morrison had his L.A. Woman with her hair burning. I have my Scottish lass. Your hair reminds me of the fieriest of sunsets.”

      She gulped. When he said things like that, how could she not fall deeper under his spell? It was foolish, though. She was setting herself up for heartache when he left.

      A part of her knew his evasiveness would unravel her best intentions. Could she resist digging deeper to discover the truth?

      After Gavin left her flat for the day, she debated her next step. She couldn’t resist the intrigue and followed him, taking care to remain far enough back not to be seen. The shame of spying on him engulfed her, but she had to know the truth. What was he hiding?
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      Gavin left Fiona’s flat with mixed feelings. As he walked past the residential buildings, he searched for a shadowy nook where he could shift. It was more difficult to find a spot in daylight, but he’d lingered, not wanting to leave. And, look what it had led to—discovering her articles.

      She’d lied to him. Well, not technically—she’d omitted something, but it treaded close to that thin line. He detested lies. Always had. Or, since he was thirteen. He and one of the female gargoyles in his clan had run off through the Isle of Stone to explore. He’d had a crush on her for two years, and when they’d wandered through the forests holding hands, he’d been thrilled. She’d encouraged him to venture into the moors. She wanted to see if they could peek into the forbidden territory of the wolves and witches. They backed off when they’d scented fresh wolf tracks.

      When they’d returned, her parents were furious. They’d scolded her for venturing too close to wolf territory, even though the moors were neutral ground. She’d tried to explain but had cowered quickly. Then, somehow she’d turned the story around on him—it was all Gavin’s fault. His idea. He’d convinced her to go. She’d lied to cover her arse, and he’d been blamed for it, punished by both parents and clan. It had killed his feelings for her and sparked an intense hatred of lies.

      Too bad, he had to live his life as a lie, pretending to be a human so as to co-exist in the human world. Humans didn’t tolerate other species; they feared them. And what they feared, they destroyed.

      Gavin found an alley between two buildings. The scents of rotting food were stomach-turning, but he’d only need a moment. He glanced around. When he didn’t spot any witnesses, he cloaked himself to be invisible to humans and then shifted to winged form. He ascended into the sky over Inverness and soared over the city, glimpsing Fiona’s building before he headed to a more verdant setting.

      Where would he go to spend the day before the show tonight? He could meet up with his brothers. They were likely resting in stone form under the sun, which is what he should do. He didn’t want to listen to their ribbing about Fiona, though. He had too much to think about and preferred to be alone. He soared across the River Ness where he’d strode with Fiona last night. He passed over the impressive red sandstone towers of Inverness Castle and followed the body of water south to Loch Ness. Mist-covered mountains appeared to cascade beyond the rolling green hills in the distance.

      As he skirted along the lock in search for a place to land, he contemplated his predicament. For one glorious period in his life, when they’d performed their concerts on the Isle of Stone, he’d been able to live as himself among humans. It had been short-lived, but spectacular. Would he ever have that chance again?

      No, that was foolish. He couldn’t trust a human. Especially one who investigated supernatural lore and wrote about it.

      He spotted a remote location inland covered by trees and headed there. The scent of heather from a nearby patch filled his nostrils with nostalgia. Although this island was his home, his ancestors had lived here in the Highlands and he still felt connected to it. And now he had another tie to this land. Fiona.

      The pull to her was compelling—and inexplicable. Sure, he wanted to sleep with her, but it went beyond that. Something about her wrapped around him like a comforting presence, soothing his inner beast in a way that had never happened before. The restlessness that could only be released when performing on stage was somehow calmed.

      But, skimming through the articles slapped him with sensibility. How would she react if she’d found out she’d been sleeping with a supe? No point in thinking about that. He could never let her find out. She’d reveal their secrets, publishing it in a venue for all to read.

      Once he landed, he shifted to stone form to bask under the sun and restore his energy for tonight’s show—and one last night with Fiona. While he rested, he dwelled on recent developments. Gargoyle rest was closer to meditation than to how animals slept, since they needed to remain on watch.

      He revisited the memory of the night they’d first met at the pub six weeks ago.

      After the Knights of Stone ended their set, Gavin searched for the redhead. When he spotted her heading for the exit, he swore under his breath. Trotting over to her, he then slowed to a normal pace when he was a couple of feet away. Despite all the overpowering odors of the club, he detected her fragrance. It had an alluring, feminine appeal with hints of floral tones and herbs. He resisted bending lower to sniff her hair and let her scent wrap around him.

      “It’s too early to head on home, isn’t it?”

      She turned to face him and smiled. Her eyes were a striking color—a sea-color blend of blue and green. His insides sizzled as if a bonfire had been lit.

      “For the guitarist in a band, maybe,” she said. “But, for a working girl, it’s my cue to leave.”

      Her voice was like a soft caress in his ear.

      Shite, he couldn’t let her leave just yet. “Any chance I can convince a working girl to delay her bedtime by having a drink with me?”

      She peered at him through her amazing eyes from under dark lashes. A flirtatious look if he’d ever spotted one.

      “Aren’t I the lucky one to have the attention of the band member most in demand? The women practically scratched their talons into your skin.” She tilted her head. “But, then again, you did encourage them with those stage antics.”

      “Antics,” he repeated with a lopsided grin. “I just aim to put on a show to please the crowd. So how about that drink?”

      She appraised him for a moment. “Why not? Just a cranberry juice, please. I’ve had a couple already.”

      Nice. He’d scored a few more minutes with her. After he ordered her drink and a pint for himself, he handed her the glass.

      “Cheers.” He raised his glass. “What do you do, working girl?”

      “I write.”

      “What do you write?”

      “Articles, mostly. For a regional news site.”

      Gavin’s skin prickled. He was wary of reporters. He had to be. The wrong person poking into his business as a shifter could be a threat. He took a sip of his beer. “What kind of articles?”

      “Local news.” She shrugged. “Events. Politics.”

      “Fun stuff.”

      “Not as fun as what you do,” she remarked. “In fact, I came here tonight to write up a piece about local music, including your band.”

      He stepped back. Her revelation shot his wariness to the stars.

      “Did you get everything you need?” He aimed to keep his voice steady.

      “Aye. But, if you want to highlight anything about your band to enrich the story, now’s your chance.”

      His suspicion of reporters was stifled by the urge to continue speaking to her. “Why don’t we discuss it backstage?”

      While leading her to the dimly lit room covered with band flyers, he focused on redirection. She had many questions about the band, why they didn’t have a website or social media presence, how they’d developed a following, and so on. It took all his focus to evade her questions with his generic “we lucked out with word-of-mouth” reply and that the “mystique works in their favor.” He attempted to steer the conversation to a safer topic. She was tough and not easy to dissuade, but he wouldn’t let her get to him. He had one mission since he’d spotted her, and he wouldn’t miss his opportunity now that he had her alone backstage.

      Finally, he made progress. “Enough with questions about me. Since I saw you tonight, I’ve been intrigued with you.” He flashed his most effective smile that often had a devastating effect on the lassies.

      She squinted at him with surprise. “About what?”

      “Your relationship status, for one. Please tell me you’re single?” He laughed. “I’d hate to have some bloke barging in here interrupting what I hope to be an unforgettable night with a bonnie lass with beautiful eyes.”

      She blinked a few times and then laughed. “No one’s going to barge in anywhere. I’m single.”

      “Brilliant.” His grin turned mischievous. He lowered his gaze to her lips. “Good. Because I want to kiss you.”

      She inhaled. “I wasn’t expecting you to say that.”

      He searched her eyes. “Why not? You’re stunning. All I’ve been able to think about are your lips. And how sweet you’ll taste.”

      “Um—well—uh.” She didn’t say anything for a few seconds. The sound of her quickened breath was audible from the din of the crowd in the pub. She took a deep breath and straightened. Then she raised her chin and challenged him with a decadent smile, “What’s stopping you, big guy?”

      A growl vibrated in his throat, and he took the invitation. He cupped both of her cheeks and gauged her reaction. Her wide pupils and parted lips from which quickened breaths escaped signaled her interest.

      He bent down and inhaled her feminine scent in the hollow of her throat. “You smell so good.”

      She swallowed but said nothing. He exhaled along the sensitive skin on her neck, letting his warm breath tickle her ear. He touched it with the tip of his tongue and then licked back along her throat. “Taste so good, too.”

      The scent of her arousal left him hard, and his erection bulged against the front of his kilt. He stepped closer to her, close enough to press his body to hers, but stopped an inch short. Her breath came out in heavy pants now. The space between them pulsed with a sultry vibe. She completed the distance, pressing her breasts against his torso.

      Her eyelids were hooded. “I thought you wanted to kiss me,” she said, her voice a mere rasp.

      He hadn’t planned on anything more than a quick kiss, to steal a taste of her, but having her alone in this private nook skyrocketed his desire. He ached to take her right here. Claim her against the brick wall. First, he wanted to tease her. Anticipation would amp the pleasure for them both.

      He lowered his head, bringing his lips mere centimeters from hers. “Oh, but I do.” Her breath had a tinge of the sweet scent of cranberry juice. He brushed his mouth against hers and then pulled a few inches away.

      She sighed in protest. “Oh, I know what you’re doing,” she said. “The same thing you did to every woman while you performed on stage. Teasing me.”

      He pressed his lower body against hers, groaning as his erection stroked her belly. “Were you feeling teased?”

      After a few panted breaths, she admitted, “Aye.”

      “And now,” he prodded.

      “Uh-huh.”

      “Good,” he declared. Gavin planted a soft kiss on her mouth.

      A small sound of relief escaped her.

      “I’m also wondering something else,” he said.

      “What?” Her voice was a mere rasp.

      “What sounds you’d make in bed,” he added.

      She tilted her head up to him and licked her lips. “What makes you think that will happen?” Her sassy tone from earlier returned.

      “A bloke can hope for the best.” He brushed his lips over her neck again. “Do you like it rough?”

      When he pulled his lips away, her eyes were hooded. Dark with desire. With her right where he wanted her, he bent lower and claimed her mouth the way he’d been yearning since he’d seen her sweet lips.

      After he pulled back, he asked, “Do you live nearby?”

      “Aye. Walking distance.”

      “How about I walk you home?”

      She leaned up on her tiptoes and pressed her lips again to his. “Come home with me.”

      

      Gavin returned to the present, tormented by the memory he’d replayed countless times. Since that night, he hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her. The past two nights hadn’t done anything to get her out of his system. In fact, he’d grown closer to her. He eagerly awaited seeing her in the audience when they played and then going home with her after the show.

      He was only in town for one more night. If he was smart, he’d pull back, since his weakness was women. And in this case, one woman had turned out to be more troublesome to his resolve than all the others combined.
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      Where the hell had Gavin gone?

      Fiona blinked and rubbed her eyes. She’d taken up a spot in a building’s entryway when he’d entered an alley. She’d just peered around the corner of the brick building and spotted him for a flash. In the next heartbeat, he’d disappeared.

      How was that possible?

      He’d been standing in the alley and then whoosh—gone—faded away like a ghost. She tiptoed into the alley, her muscles shaky. Perhaps it was a trick of her eyes, and he’d slipped into a shadow. Although every cell in her body resisted the thought of entering an isolated area, she had to know the truth. Was he in there somewhere? If not, where was he?

      Fiona forced herself to tread forward, ignoring the stench of rubbish. She searched for something she could grab as a weapon in case she needed it. Who knew what lurked in the dark recesses? Although it was daylight, the building cast long shadows draping the expanse in darkness. The bins could hide, well, anything.

      She picked up a short stick lying on the ground. It wasn’t much and was thin enough to break on any significant impact, but it was better than nothing. It could inflict damage on eyes—hopefully long enough for her to run to safety.

      You’re freaking out over nothing. Stop it. Just see if he’s here and if not, get the hell out of here.

      “Gavin?” she whispered.

      Nothing.

      In a louder tone, she called, “Gavin.”

      Still no reply. Only the sound of traffic in the distance. She scanned the area, searching for where he could have gone, but the space ended with a brick wall.

      Retracing her steps backward, she rushed out of the alley and tried to shake off the creepy sensation.

      It was late Sunday morning and people milled about. Many headed into the restaurant and shops. Gavin wasn’t among them. He’d stand head and shoulders above most.

      He played in a band where it appeared that stone statues shifted into human beings. If that were true, it could be chalked up to special effects. But, what about the wings? Could they be an illusion as well? If so, he’d need to be hooked onto a system with seemingly invisible lines to make it appear that he could fly.

      Fiona sighed. Neither one of those explanations would explain how he appeared to vanish without an audience to entertain.

      Confusion weighed on her as she entered her flat. The rumpled sheets in her bedroom reminded her of their earlier antics. Damn, his effect on her was potent, unlike any other sexual experience in her life. In that case, aye, he seemed magical. Enchantment packed in an enticing masculine package.

      Fiona pulled the sheets to make the bed. The scent of their encounter still lingered on them. Perhaps, she’d imagined seeing him disappear, but she hadn’t imagined the hot sex. It was real. Deliciously and decadently real.

      But, what was his secret?

      Tonight, she’d find out what the hell was going on.
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      At the club that night, Fiona stuck to seltzer water. With the way her stomach had been acting up lately, and the confusion over what she’d seen earlier, she didn’t need anything else messing with her. She searched the patrons to see if Mark was there, yet she couldn’t decide if she wanted to see him. Last night, she would have said no. He was a cloud of creepiness hanging over her good time with Gavin. But, after the mysteries of Gavin grew…

      Did Mark have any answers or not?

      Fiona found a spot at one of the tables in the back where she could sit and watch the show. Her body rebelled with the exhaustion of the last couple of nights catching up with her. No jumping freely up near the stage for her tonight, even if it was her last night with Gavin.

      The past few days had been more exciting than any she could recall. The sex had been phenomenal, but she enjoyed spending time with him even when they weren’t in bed, like making breakfast together. She liked him, which was something she hadn’t truly been able to say about a man in a long time.

      He was leaving tomorrow. Where would that leave them? Would he come see her whenever he was in town? Did he have other women in other cities? She shook her head, ridding herself of that offensive thought. He owed her nothing. She shouldn’t wind herself up over something she couldn’t change.

      Sure, she’d miss Gavin when he left, but he was still with her now.

      At least until tomorrow. She pushed that melancholy reminder aside to focus on the moment.

      The Knights of Stone took the stage and the crowd cheered. She wolf whistled. Gavin laughed and winked, a gesture she now looked forward to as he only seemed to do so for her. At least, here in Inverness. After a few songs had passed with no arrival of Mark, she figured he wouldn’t come.

      She was wrong.

      While the band played the crowd pleaser, The Hunt, Mark sat next to her.

      “You’re back.” She had to raise her voice to be heard above the music.

      She glanced at the stage. Gavin had noted Mark’s arrival as well as evidenced by his grim expression and hard glare.

      “As I said I would be. Have you thought about my offer?”

      She raised her brows. “To spy on a friend?” She grunted. “No, thank you.”

      “Friend,” he repeated with a suspicious laugh. “If that’s what you want to call it. At any rate, I have information that might change your mind.”

      “Oh, and what’s that?”

      “I’ve been looking into things. I have connections, you know?”

      She didn’t know. “And?” she snapped.

      He fixed a stare on her. “I know what happened with your friend when you were younger.”

      Fiona turned away. That wasn’t what she was expecting to hear. “What do you know?”

      “What it was that attacked her.”

      Fuuucckkk. Her gaze fell to her glass, fixing on the cubes of ice. Her quest to discover all she could about the supernatural had been driven by that event. What had attacked Angie that night? She’d been searching for answers but, as of yet, what happened had remained a mystery.

      “Tell me what you know,” she prodded.

      Mark snorted. “Ah, that isn’t something I’m just going to reveal to you. You want information, and so do I. It seems like we’re better off making a deal, don’t you think?”

      Fiona cleared her throat. She lowered her voice, although no one would be able to hear them over the rock music. “It also sounds like blackmail.”

      He cracked his knuckles, and she grimaced. She hated that awful sound.

      “Call it what you will,” he said. “You want something, I want something. We can help each other out.”

      She debated her options. The more mysteries that shrouded Gavin, the more intrigued she became. She could never resist a good puzzle, and he was a complicated one. She stole a glance at him, and he still eyed her with speculation.

      Her stomach roiled with discomfort. She swallowed the lump forming in her throat and faced Mark. “What do you plan to do with the information?”

      “That’s not your concern.”

      She leaned back in her chair and placed both hands on the table. “I’m not going to agree to anything if it will lead to somehow hurting Gavin or any of his brothers.”

      “I don’t plan to hurt anyone. I want answers, the same as you. We’re no different that way.”

      She gave him a once over. She could see several reasons and how they were different as well, but now wasn’t the time to nitpick.

      Was there a way to get the information she wanted without compromising Gavin’s safety?

      “I want to make sure you actually have this info that you claim to have. Which of my friends are you talking about? And what situation?”

      He gave her a pointed look as if he was aggravated with her questions. “Your friend, Angie.” He leaned forward and pointed to his scar. “I was also attacked.”

      She gasped. Fuck. He knew. “Okay, I get it. What happened?”

      “Do we have a deal?”

      Fiona tried not to stare at his scar as she considered his offer. She’d finally have the answer to the question that had haunted her for years. She avoided glancing at Gavin, afraid to meet his gaze.

      “Fine. What do you want me to find out?”

      Mark’s victorious smile repulsed her.

      “You have close access to Gavin. Very close,” he added in a lewd tone.

      “Whoa.” She raised her hand. “Sexual details are off-limits.”

      “That’s not what I’m talking about.”

      “Well, what is?”

      “You need to get a close look at his body. Specifically, his back.”

      “And look for what?”

      “Protrusions.” He nodded with self-satisfaction. “Indicative of wings.”

      Her mouth fell open. She’d already performed a thorough examination of his body for anything different but wouldn’t admit that to Mark. He’d overheard the two women talking. Perhaps he didn’t know as much as he said.

      But, he knew about Angie.

      And the creature that had attacked her had been winged…

      Before Fiona could pull her racing thoughts into a coherent question, Mark stood and said, “I’ll be in touch.” He spun around and walked to the exit.

      She’d come here tonight to find out the truth about Gavin, yet Mark might have the answers to a different mystery, one that had haunted her for seventeen years.

      Fiona could barely make it through the set. Although the music pulsed around her, she was quite certain if she rested her head on the table, she’d fall right to sleep—but, only if her mind would turn off the churning of questions that arose from her conversation with Mark.

      During a break, Gavin maneuvered through the crowd of fans to sit at her table. “What’s wrong? You look tired.”

      She forced herself to sit upright. “I’m sorry, I’m exhausted. Do you mind if I head on back to my flat? I’ll give you the key code, so you can let yourself in later.”

      His brows furrowed with concern. “Are you sure everything’s okay? I saw that bloke chatting you up again.”

      She shrugged. “Aye, you know—a familiar face and all. He stopped by to chat some more.”

      “It looked like an intense conversation.” Gavin’s tone indicated he doubted her explanation.

      “Right, we struggled to hear each other over the music.”

      In the tense seconds that followed, Fiona wished the band was still playing to drown out the sound of her pounding heartbeat. Would Gavin believe her? Or, would he call her out as a liar? She wasn’t technically lying, was she? She just needed time to sort through what she’d seen and heard, and she couldn’t think straight being so drained.

      Gavin nodded and let out a short laugh. “There I go sounding all jealous again.” He squeezed her hand. “Sorry, sweetness. Go on back to your flat and get some rest. I’ll see you later.”

      After Fiona gave him the code, she rushed out of the club to hail a cab, both exhaustion and guilt weighing her down. No way was she walking to her place tonight. Her legs wouldn’t carry her across the street.

      Back at her place, she rushed through the bed time preparations and stripped to her bra and underwear, too tired to find her usual pajamas of shorts and a tank top. As soon as she settled onto the pillow, she fell halfway to sleep.

      She didn’t stir until the morning. Gavin was there, spooning her from behind. How had she not heard him come in? Usually, the slightest noise would wake her. The sound and motion of him climbing into her bed should have roused her.

      Fiona glanced at the clock. It was after nine. What? She never slept in this late, especially on a workday. Mondays, she rose at six to get an early start on the day. Even on the weekends, she was typically up by eight. With the way she’d conked out last night, something was off.

      When she climbed out of bed, Gavin stirred. “Where are you going, sweetness?”

      She glanced at him. He looked devilishly irresistible with his hair mussed up. In her exhaustion, she’d missed out on a spectacular night with him.

      With reluctance, she declared, “I have to go into the office.”

      He curled his finger, beckoning her with a smoldering glint in his eyes. “Can I convince you to come back to bed for a few minutes?”

      A tingling in her core followed. She yearned to agree, especially since he was leaving today. “I can’t. I have a meeting with my boss at ten.”

      Gavin groaned. “Can I meet you here after work?”

      She cocked her head. “I thought you were leaving Inverness today?”

      “I am.” He rose. “But, no rush. I’d rather spend more time with you.”

      She smiled. His words warmed her as she headed into the kitchen. She’d have to search for a quick bite instead of lingering over a breakfast with Gavin. When she opened her fridge, the scents hit her like a cold slap. She gagged and ran for the toilet. Dry heaves followed. How horrifying. Talk about killing the mood. What the heck was that about? Did the offensive orange juice trigger her gag reflex? No, she hadn’t even seen it in there.

      She brushed her teeth and took a shower. Did she have food poisoning? What rotten timing. After she dressed for work, she found Gavin dressed in her living room reading her article on Nessie.

      He put the journal down. “Are you all right?”

      “I’m fine.” Her cheeks warmed at the horror of him overhearing her wretched gagging sounds. “Maybe it was something I ate.”

      Events from last night returned to her. “Gavin, there’s something I want to talk to you about.”

      “What?”

      She shuffled and averted eye contact. “I followed you after you left here. Something seemed off, and I trusted my instincts.” She pulled her gaze up to meet his and assess his reaction. “You headed into an alley and vanished.”

      He laughed as if she’d told a joke, but she caught the nervous edge. “Goodness, Fiona. You don’t seem like yourself. Following me? And seeing things disappear? It sounds like you’re hallucinating.”

      Were hallucinations a symptom of food poisoning? With her exhaustion last night and illness this morning, something was wrong.

      He kissed her. “I know you’re in a rush. How about I meet you here later?”

      “Sure. Can we have dinner before you go?”

      He gave her a devastating grin that left her unsteady on her feet. “Looking forward to it.”

      “I’m not sure when I’ll be back. Let yourself in if I don’t answer.”

      After he left her flat, she walked to work. The sun peered through some clouds. A young boy darted in her path, and she stopped before she ran into him. The boy’s mother, who looked ready to pop with another baby, apologized.

      That’s when it hit Fiona. Shite. When was the last time she’d had her period? Her cycle was unpredictable, and she often skipped months, so she didn’t think much of it. But, she hadn’t had one since Gavin was last in town.

      With a nervous laugh, she pushed the notion aside. They’d always used a condom.

      Yet they weren’t one-hundred percent effective…

      Fuck!

      Damn it. She glanced at her phone. She had time for a quick run by the pharmacy. She chose one closer to the office and not her usual one near her house where she was more likely to be recognized. Her business was nobody’s concern.

      When she stood in front of the pregnancy test shelf, she swallowed. This couldn’t be happening. She wasn’t ready to be a mother. The only person who could be the father was Gavin, and he certainly seemed even less prepared to be a parent than she was.

      What would she do if she was pregnant? The various options looped around inside her head; decisions with life-changing implications. It was too heavy.

      Women found out they were pregnant every day, and they dealt with it. She couldn’t just stand and gape at the rows of test kits all day. First, someone might spot her. Second, hesitating wouldn’t change the outcome. And third, she couldn’t blow off her meeting with her editor over an inability to select a pregnancy test.

      But, why were there so many damn options? She picked up a box and read the features. Then she checked another one. Ugh, this was not the time to compare benefits, a simple yes or no would do. She selected one and shielded it with her purse on her way to the register.

      She greeted the cashier but kept her eyes averted. The last thing she wanted to do was make eye contact about her purchase and possible fate since she didn’t yet know how she’d feel about it.

      Finally, after the uncomfortable purchase was made, Fiona walked to the office. The presence of the test in her handbag weighed on her, and she glanced at it several times throughout the day. Should she take it at work? No, it was too monumental to do so in the ladies’ room at the office.

      When it was time to head home, the test in her purse seemed like a time bomb ticking down the seconds. It wouldn’t explode, but the news itself could be explosive. She played out the potential outcomes. Well, there were only two—either she was pregnant, or she wasn’t. That one fact would change everything.

      After she opened her flat door, she called out a greeting. Luckily, Gavin wasn’t there. She needed to be alone. No witnesses.

      “Ready?” How foolish to talk to herself, but she needed a pep talk. Her bladder was ready for the next step, so she couldn’t put it off too much longer.

      “Dammit, just do it. Take the test and find out for sure. And when it’s done, deal with it then.”

      She nodded and entered the loo. After the ungraceful act of peeing on a white stick, she paced across the tile floor awaiting the outcome.

      Seconds ticked past. She counted them in her head for the requisite duration. And then, she added another excruciating minute just to be sure.

      Or to delay the inevitable.

      She glanced at the stick. The telltale symbol was evident, declaring the news:

      Fiona was going to be a mother.

      She covered her mouth and let out a strange cry, a mix of surprise and—delight. Her breath quickened, and she felt her cheeks flush. Sure, she wasn’t ready for it and might never be, but knowing that a child was growing inside her changed everything. Everything. She was responsible for a human life.

      She put her hand on her stomach. It felt the same. The baby was probably not even the size of a pea.

      Walking around her flat, she gauged whether it was even suitable for an infant. She could move everything out of her study and into the living room to make a nursery. Sure, it would be a tighter fit, but she’d make do. It wasn’t as if she could move into a bigger place, especially now that she’d have more expenses. Oh, there were so many things she’d need—a crib, highchair, diapers, and all those things that a baby required. Where would she put everything?

      And, how would this change how she worked? She typically went into the office to interact with the staff or visited locations in Inverness to research or interview for articles. But, she did much of her writing from home. Perhaps she’d have to do more of that to accommodate raising an infant.

      And childcare. What would she do about that? Babies were expensive and demanding and requiring so much. She didn’t have family around here, and she wasn’t close to anyone yet in this city. Would she have any support?

      Gavin?

      How would he take the news? Would he want to play a role in his child’s life?

      No, no, no. Why would he? He was content as a bachelor with a rock star lifestyle. He’d never expressed any desire to settle down with a family.

      What was she going to tell Gavin—congratulations, you’re going to be a dad?

      What if he didn’t want to be one? No, he most certainly wouldn’t. Did she even have to tell him? Plenty of women raised children without a father.

      But he deserved to know, right? It wasn’t something small she’d be keeping from him, but his child. What timing. They had one more dinner together, and then what? They hadn’t discussed a future beyond that. Could she delay the news until he was ready to leave?

      Don’t be a coward. You need to do the right thing.

      Fine. She’d wait for the proper moment.

      Would there be one when it came to news as life-changing as this?
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      Gavin found a smattering of moss-covered rocks nestled deep in the long grasses of the Highlands. He shifted to stone and rested as the sun warmed him, restoring his energy. He’d planned to fly back to the Isle of Stone with his brothers today, but he couldn’t bring himself to leave Fiona just yet—even if she had followed him and had seen him cloak himself. She was too curious for his comfort level, but he had to see her once more.

      And then what? Could he see her again and more often? The six weeks in between his visits to Inverness had been agony. Would she accept his explanation about her possibly hallucinating what she’d seen? He hated lying to her, but she did appear to be ill. Would she let him stay longer and care for her?

      When he returned to her flat that evening, she didn’t answer the door. He let himself in with the key code and found her sleeping in her bed. Her face appeared peaceful, and her red hair spread over the white pillowcase. She looked angelic. His angel. He longed to climb in and cradle her. The yearning to protect her had grown unbearably strong.

      Something was off. He sensed it. He knew little about human illnesses, but the tightness coiling at the muscles in the back of his neck couldn’t be ignored.

      Pacing around her flat, he contemplated the worst. Worry weighed upon each step over her living room carpet. If anything happened to her…

      No, he wouldn’t think it. That discomfiting sensation that now prickled his skin had no cause. He had no legitimate reason to believe she was ill simply because she was sleeping.

      What about the reaction to the orange juice? Her getting sick earlier?

      Perhaps she’d caught something. He entered the loo. Maybe he’d find some human medicine that would help her. He opened the medicine cabinet and fumbled through various bottles for all sorts of human ailments he didn’t recognize.

      As he was about to close the mirrored door, a curious object wrapped in tissues caught his eye. After a heartbeat of hesitation, he unwrapped it. It was an oddly shaped white stick with some markings on it. It had a word printed in pink:

      Pregnant.

      Fuck!

      His heart slammed in his chest. He dropped the stick on the bath mat. Impossible. He leaned forward, bracing his hands on the edge of the counter. After blinking several times, he picked up the stick.

      Pregnant. The same word he’d just read. Pregnant. It echoed in his head like a heartbeat.

      Was it true? How old was it? He fumbled around in the rubbish and found a box also wrapped up in tissues. A pregnancy test.

      Shite, that meant it was recent. And for some reason, she’d tried to conceal it.

      A thousand questions swirled in his mind as if it had suddenly been swarmed by hornets. He tried to talk himself down.

      Maybe it isn’t hers.

      And whose would it be, bampot? She’s the only one who lives here.

      Fine, if it’s hers, that means she’s pregnant. The next question is, who’s the father?

      He swallowed. He was a likely suspect since he’d been with her—from, how long ago was it—about six weeks. That wasn’t soon enough for her to know, was it? Damn, aye, of course it was. Humans and their technology were always improving, and they could probably figure out when a human was pregnant these days and as quick as a blink.

      Shite, shite, shite.

      He’d used condoms. Gargoyle-human pregnancies weren’t common.

      It wasn’t necessarily his. She could’ve slept with other men.

      He growled at that nauseating idea. He didn’t want anyone else impregnating her. And when he was last in Inverness, she’d said she hadn’t been with anyone for a while. It didn’t rule out the possibility of another father, but it did look more likely that it was his.

      And, fuck. If she was pregnant, why the hell didn’t she tell him? She’d hidden the test as if she wanted to keep it from him.

      The next step was confronting her to get answers.

      He opened the door and stepped out. Fiona stirred and opened her eyes. She peered at him from under her hooded lids. “I thought I heard you.” She smiled.

      Without knowing what to say, he stepped into her bedroom and raised the white stick. Her eyes widened, and she scooted upright. She covered her mouth.

      “Yours?” He asked.

      She dropped her hand and avoided eye contact. “I, uh, I, umm. I can explain.”

      He didn’t dare blink while he waited for her to do exactly that. Seconds passed, and she still said nothing.

      Once again, he repeated, “Yours?”

      She sighed. “Aye.”

      His heart thundered. A sheen of perspiration covered his skin. He shuffled from one foot to the other, gripping the stick.

      Now that he had the answer to his first question, he had to man up for the second one. Her response might change his life.

      He sought the appropriate words to ask this monumental question. The only one that came out was, “Mine?”

      She gazed at him with eyes wide and stark with worry. Her eyes remained glued on his.

      She nodded. After clearing her throat, she said, “Yours.” Her voice was barely above a whisper.

      Gavin ran one hand through his hair and paced over her bedroom rug. What the fuck could he do with that information? Fiona was pregnant—with his child.

      No, it couldn’t be. But, she’d just confirmed it.

      The hornets in his brain stirred up with more aggression as they fired more thoughts. He couldn’t get a solid grasp on any. Some swarmed with denial, others anxiety. Buried beneath the shock, he sensed a flicker of excitement. They darted about like insects entranced by illumination.

      “Gavin? Gavin, are you all right?”

      He was sitting at the end of her bed, clenching the stick. How did he get there? He didn’t remember sitting down.

      Gavin lowered the object onto her comforter and stared at it as if it had contained all the secrets to life. Funny, it did in a way. He should say something. Do something. He couldn’t be a giant knobhead and think about himself, even though he couldn’t put two damn words together into a coherent thought.

      Think of her. She’s pregnant.

      “How are you feeling?” He asked.

      Her concerned eyes softened as she tilted her head. “I’m fine. It explains the mysterious symptoms recently, like morning sickness and exhaustion. They should pass.”

      “Oh, that’s good.” His voice sounded strained, nothing like his own. It was like some stranger had invaded his body and used it to communicate.

      She pulled the covers off her and stood. “Listen, Gavin. If you’re freaking out, don’t. I don’t have any expectations.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I can hardly ask you to jump into the role of being a father.”

      Being a father. Words he never thought he’d hear. And now that it was happening, he didn’t know what to do with it.

      “Hold up, Fiona.” He raised his hand. “I just found out that you’re carrying my child, and you’re ready to push me away. Just give me a minute to let the news settle in, all right?”

      “Sorry.”

      Gavin leaned forward, elbows on knees. He plopped his heads into his hands and stared at the pattern in her throw rug. It was some sort of intricate design with rich reds and deep blues. Each swirl didn’t have much impact on its own, but pulled together, it completed this impressive work of art. Two opposites that appeared vastly different coming together to create something beautiful.

      Why was he thinking about a rug when he could barely come up with words a moment ago? While he sought clarity through his racing thoughts, one question rose above all the rest.

      He straightened and faced her. “How long have you known?”

      “Since I got home today.”

      “Were you planning on telling me?” The hurt accusation in his voice rang clear.

      Fiona let out an audible sigh. “Can I sit down next to you?”

      He waved his hand. “It’s your bed.”

      Her scent wrapped around him as she sat. He resisted inhaling deeper, no matter how calming the effect would be.

      She placed a hand on his thigh, and he lost the battle. Her touch stirred him, and he yearned to lean closer to her. Instead, he drank in her scent and let it work its magic.

      He closed his eyes. They were going to be a family.

      “Gavin, I just found out and am trying to come to terms with it, myself.”

      He opened his eyes and stared at her. “I have a thousand questions and don’t even know where to begin. When? How far along are you?”

      “I’m guessing about six weeks along.” She gave him a sheepish grin. “It must have happened the last time you were in town since there was nobody before you for many months.”

      Ah, damn. That was a hot weekend. He’d had no clue what a long-lasting impact it would have.

      After a deep exhale, she added, “And no one after you.”

      As it should be. He couldn’t bear the idea of any man touching Fiona.

      He didn’t know how to ask the next one without sounding like a callous dick. She had options. She could keep the child or not. She could raise it herself or give it up for adoption.

      “Are you—happy?” he asked.

      She smiled. The anxiety vanished from her face for a moment and, in that second, he witnessed her reaction—she beamed with joy. The hopeful excitement of a mother-to-be.

      “I think I am,” she admitted.

      Gavin never wanted to disturb the contentment she seemed to feel. What should he do now?

      Would she still be optimistic if she knew her child wasn’t completely human?
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      Gavin soared over the Highlands as he headed north back to the Isle of Stone. Although flight often calmed him, it would take many miles of the breeze caressing his wings to smooth over the shock of Fiona’s news. He was going to be a father.

      He passed majestic peaks that sloped to valleys, lochs that shimmered under the setting sun, and several sheep and deer. The world around him hadn’t changed, but his world had changed entirely.

      He soared past the rugged cliffs of the north coast and headed over the Atlantic. When he landed hours later, even the isle appeared different. The familiar forests, fragrant moors, and pebbled shoreline where he and his brothers had grown up now ushered in the next generation. Mason and Kayla had started it with their son, Andrew. Would Gavin’s child ever visit? If he admitted his identity to Fiona, a human, would she be repulsed and run from him in fear? He might never meet his child.

      Gavin retracted his wings and communicated to his brothers. Can you meet me at the amphitheater?

      None of them gave Gavin a hard time. They must have heard the serious note in his tone.

      He paced on the stage while he waited for them to arrive. This was where they often perched in stone to rest under the sun. It was also the site of their infamous concerts, where the Knights of Stone had stood as statues before shifting to their human form and performing their songs. And like Fiona had asked him, they’d then unfurl their wings at the end of the show and soar into the night sky.

      He’d deflected answering directly as he often did and had tried to convince her that it was yet another rumor. How long could he keep up the charade now?

      Once his brothers all flew in, Gavin climbed off the stage. “I have some news.”

      None of them replied with a lighthearted snide comment, which was typical of their banter. “The woman I’ve been staying with in Inverness,” he continued. He rubbed his hands together. Why were they suddenly so clammy? “She’s pregnant.”

      All of them stared with shock. The sounds of the surrounding forests seemed amplified in his brothers’ silence with leaves rustling and insects chirring. Even the waves crashing on the cliffs seemed more pronounced as Gavin awaited his brothers’ reaction.

      Lachlan broke the weighted silence. “A human?”

      “Aye,” Gavin replied. “Fiona.”

      “And I’m guessing it’s your child,” Bryce added.

      “That’s what she says,” Gavin replied. “I have no reason to doubt her.”

      “Fuck,” Calum said. “You’re going to be a father? The most confirmed bachelor of all of us?”

      “It will be good for you,” Mason added. “I’ve seen how you are with Andrew.”

      Gavin paced over the grass near the stage. “Being an uncle is one thing, but I’m not ready to be a father.” He threw his hands up in exasperation. “I know nothing about commitment—let alone how to raise a child.”

      “You’ll figure it out as you go along, just like every parent does,” Mason said. “Neither Kayla nor I knew what we were doing at first when we had Andrew, but then we had help from others who’d been through it.”

      “I don’t see how it would work in our case,” Gavin said. “She hasn’t lived in Inverness long. Will she stay there or move to be closer to her family? She sure as hell won’t want to move here with me.”

      “Why do you say that?” Calum asked.

      “She’s human,” Gavin said. “She lives in a human city. What can I give her with an island that doesn’t have any of those conveniences she’s used to?”

      “What does this mean?” Bryce asked. “Would you consider moving to Inverness to be close to your child?”

      “I don’t know,” Gavin said. “What to do, how I feel, what to tell her—anything.”

      Lachlan asked, “Does she know about us?”

      Gavin took a deep breath and exhaled with a groan. “No. I haven’t told her. It isn’t easy to tell a woman, oh, by the way, our child is only half-human. Ready to hear about what this means?”

      “Right,” Bryce said. “I don’t envy you there.”

      Lachlan added, “We always have to be wary about humans knowing our secret.”

      “Can we trust her?” Bryce asked.

      Gavin shook his head and ran his hand over his brow. “That’s the tricky part. She’s a reporter. She’s written about the supernatural. It’s like she has this obsession with it. I found articles she wrote on werewolves, selkies, fae, and other shifters. She interviews humans, who naturally get most details wrong, but still.”

      “Gargoyles?” Calum asked.

      “No, none that I saw.”

      “That does pose a risk,” Lachlan replied. “We’ve discovered the dangers of humans probing our secrets.” He and Bryce exchanged a glance.

      “I know, I know,” Gavin said. The implications of him impregnating a human weighed upon him.

      “Everything about her has turned my life upside-down,” Gavin added. “I don’t know her that well, but I sense I can trust her. Something about her has drawn me from the beginning, some kind of mystical lure I’ve been unable to ignore or resist.”

      “Do you think she’s your mate?” Mason asked.

      Gavin swallowed. The inexplicable pull to her had led him to question if she was his mate more than once, but it was too much to add that possibility to his already shaken core.

      “Let’s not go there, yet. I can only deal with one monumental change in my life at a time. And right now, it’s adjusting to becoming a father.” He took a shaky breath. “Then, I need to figure out what to tell Fiona.”

      Lachlan rubbed one brow. “This is a difficult situation. In this case, she has a right to know the truth about her child.”

      Gavin nodded. He sensed that was the proper thing to do, but he needed to talk it out with his brothers.

      Calum added, “If you don’t tell, she’ll find out, anyway.”

      “Right,” Mason added. “It’s better coming from you than being stunned by her child’s supernatural abilities.”

      Andrew hadn’t shifted yet, but when angry, his skin would turn gray and leathery and features would distort in gargoyle form.

      Gavin took a weighted breath. “I’ll tell her the truth. I can’t imagine how she’s going to take it.”
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      She’d stopped by the doctor’s office at lunch the next day, and he’d confirmed the pregnancy. As she walked home from the office after work, she scanned her surroundings. It was a gloomy day with dreary skies hovering above drab buildings, but as she trekked over the gray pavement, splashes of green pierced through. She stared at the growth through new eyes. Even on a dull day, life could flourish.

      She sighed and touched her stomach. Life could start in the most unpredictable of ways. Her pregnancy hadn’t been planned. When exactly it had happened was unknown, but it was—magical. She and Gavin had created something beautiful together, someone who would carry a part of each of them. Even if she never saw Gavin again, would she see him in their child?

      Nothing about their situation would be easy. Life was full of complications and ensuing adjustments. Well, that’s how life had seemed to her. After Fiona created a plan, fate could change it with a snap of her fingers. Her short-term fling with Gavin had turned into something quite different. Perhaps she was totally ill-equipped for motherhood, but now it would happen, nevertheless.

      She turned from the river toward her flat set a few streets back. It was on the third floor of a building. Some of the flats had spectacular views of the river and castle, but not hers. Her salary wouldn’t allow it, so she’d stick with her view of the car park. Besides her job, she supported herself by freelancing for magazines, writing for blogs, advertising for companies on social media, basically whatever gigs she could do to pay the bills. The glamourous life of a single working woman in the city, soon to be a mom.

      She swallowed. Motherhood would be an expensive adjustment. Oh well, she’d manage. She’d find more gigs. Somehow, she’d figure it out.

      Once she entered her flat, she assessed her living space with a critical eye. A baby would be moving in next spring. At least with two bedrooms, she’d have room for the baby. Her study would have to go. She’d have to box up the books lining the shelves and find another location for them. Essentially, all she needed was a laptop to work, so she’d manage.

      The walls in the study were sage green. Should she paint them? That brought up another question. Would she find out the sex? Hmm, probably not. Who this tiny person was growing inside her would remain a mystery until they met face-to-face. She could keep the walls green for now, but what about décor? Didn’t infants prefer contrast as their young eyes developed?

      She was getting ahead of herself. A more practical matter was doing all she could for a safe pregnancy. And telling her parents...

      Ugh, not something she wanted to do. They already thought she was too independent for her own good, moving around too much. They still lived in the village where she’d grown up. She’d moved from it as soon as she was old enough to support herself with a job. Inverness had an appeal as a quaint city—exciting, but not too wild or dangerous like some of the other bigger cities.

      The baby was going to change her world for sure. But how would it affect her relationship with Gavin?
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      Although Gavin had told Fiona he’d be back as soon as he could, only two days had passed before he prepared to return. He couldn’t stay away from her for long.

      He dressed in leather pants that he often wore on stage and had stashed additional clothing in a bag. Then he flew to Inverness. Once he landed in an area with dense trees for coverage, he retracted his wings and put on a white shirt and a pair of boots. Before he removed the magic that cloaked him, he searched her neighborhood for any signs of observers. Once he was assured he was alone, he lifted the magic and walked the short distance to her flat.

      He ventured to a shop that advertised healthy food. She was carrying his child. He wanted to make sure they were both well-fed. He scoured the menu unsure of what a pregnant woman would want. The orange juice had bothered her stomach. What other food or scent sensitivities would she experience? Since she’d eaten chicken in the past, he picked up two types of chicken sandwiches and a veggie one, as well as two kinds of salads. Hopefully, she’d go for one of the options.

      Although he knew the key code, he rang her bell.

      When she opened the door, she said, “Gavin.” Her voice came out a bit breathless. “I’m surprised to see you here so soon.”

      “Hungry?” He raised the two bags of food.

      She laughed. “It looks like you are. Come on in.”

      After they sat at her table with the food and glasses of water between them, he shuffled around in his seat. He picked at his sandwich like a bird nipping at a piece of bread. It wasn’t like him. The scent of chicken often made his mouth water. He could easily gobble all the sandwiches himself. He got up twice to get things that weren’t necessary, like condiments and salad dressing. And he’d refilled her glass although she’d barely drank a quarter of it.

      Fiona tilted her head and eyed him keenly in the way she did when she suspected something was off. “You seem jumpy.”

      That he did. “I’m just...” He shrugged as he was at a loss for words.

      She leaned back in the chair. “Freaking out about the baby?”

      “Umm… well…” That was a factor, but the bigger one was what he had yet to reveal. And why was he stammering? This was so unlike him.

      “Trust me, I am a bit, too,” Fiona said. “But I told you, don’t feel like you’re forced to be here. I’ve taken care of myself for a long time, and I’m capable of continuing to do so.”

      Fuck. Did she think he was trying to bail on the situation? The idea of having a child he’d never know slicked his gut like someone had stabbed him with a mic stand and then twisted. He had better open his damn mouth before he screwed up the situation.

      “I know you can, Fiona. Aye, I’m still a wee bit jittery about the whole fatherhood thing. But, I’m here because I want to be here.”

      She arched her brows. “Are you sure it’s not some sort of obligation?”

      “Of course not. You know how I feel about you. I couldn’t stay away.”

      “I do?” Her brows arched higher. “All I know is you like to have sex with me.”

      “Fiona, don’t. Come on, you know I’m into you.”

      She barked out with a laugh. “Aye, I was there.” She said in a suggestive tone. “I felt you inside me.”

      His cheeks burned. Shite, he’d never had to explain feelings like this before, and he was doing a terrible job of it. “You know what I mean. I’m mad about you. I have been since the first time I saw you.”

      Fiona’s eyes sparkled. A smile spread across her face that he could only describe as luminous. Warmth extended from his chest to his extremities.

      Her smile vanished. “Now with the baby, it changes things. It changes us.”

      Gavin ran his fingers over his forehead and through his hair. “Of course it does. We’ll figure it out as we go.” He smirked. “I didn’t come up with those profound words on my own, by the way. Those were the only pearls of wisdom I could glean from my brother, Mason.”

      She laughed, breaking the tension. “Profound indeed. Then what’s wrong?”

      Gavin took one of her hands from across the table and gazed into her eyes. “There’s something I have to tell you.”

      The seriousness in his tone must have clued her in because she leaned back in her chair with a wary expression. “What is it?”

      “You know how you’ve been asking about the truth about my brothers and me?”

      “Aye.”

      “There’s something to the stories you’ve heard. Some truth to the rumors.”

      “Which ones?”

      “The thing you asked me about—the statues and wings at our concerts. They’re true.”

      Fiona blinked. “So, what this means is that you’re a—?” She circled with her free hand encouraging him to finish.

      “Gargoyle shifter.”

      Fiona’s eyes widened. She pulled her hands away. “Gargoyle?” She laughed with a disbelieving sound. “I mean I’ve heard of shifters—feline and wolf for instance—but gargoyles? No, that can’t be right.” She squinted. “Gargoyles? How? What does that mean?”

      “It means I can shift to other forms—stone and gargoyle. I can fly in winged form.”

      She stared at him with a frozen expression and then chuckled. “You almost had me there. Stone form.” She pointed at him and snorted. “Like a statue. Good one!” She shrugged and conceded, “I get it. This is payback for me prying you with questions you think are stupid.”

      “It’s not a prank, Fiona.” He drummed his fingers on his thigh.

      She studied him again. “It’s real?” Her voice was just above a whisper.

      “Aye. And it’s deathly important that you keep this secret,” he implored. “If that knowledge gets into the wrong hands, it’s dangerous.”

      She didn’t respond but stared out the window.

      He stood and walked over to her and took her shoulders. “Listen to me, Fiona. I’m telling you this now because of the baby. You need to understand what I am.”

      Fiona leaned away from him and stood, scraping the chair legs across the tile floor. “Are you saying that my baby isn’t even human?” The higher pitch in her voice signaled her alarm.

      He had to tread carefully to keep her fears from escalating. He dropped his hands to his sides and rubbed them over his pants. “He is. Or she is. But, also, like my kind.”

      “What the hell?” She put her hand on her stomach and stared at it. “What does this mean?”

      “Gargoyles are guardians of the earth. We’d never hurt you.”

      She shook her head. “I can’t believe this. Are you sure you’re not messing with me? It’s because of my articles, right? This is a joke. If you are mocking me, it’s incredibly cruel.” Tears slipped from the corners of her eyes. “This is our child we’re talking about. An innocent baby.”

      “I’m not,” he swore. “I would never tease about this.”

      Pacing, she said, “I don’t believe it. I can’t believe it.”

      Gavin took a step closer to her. “It’s going to be fine. I’m sorry I upset you. It’s the last thing I ever want to do. What can I do to show you that you have nothing to fear?”

      She plopped onto her sofa and fixed her eyes on his with a challenging stare. “If what you’re saying is true, Gavin, show me.”

      

      Fiona crossed her arms, half-expecting Gavin to laugh and admit it was a prank. A twisted one considering her state. He wouldn’t be that callous, though, would he?

      “Fine.” Gavin pulled off his shirt, revealing his impressive abs.

      He followed up with unbuttoning leather pants and sliding them over his hips. If she wasn’t so concerned with what he was about to show her, she could easily be distracted by this magnificent strip show. Once he was fully naked, he fixed his gaze on her.

      “Don’t be alarmed.”

      She grunted with disdain, yet her pulse quickened. If it was a hoax, he wouldn’t take it this far, would he?

      His skin turned gray, and his body contorted.

      It felt like her ribs clenched around her lungs. Her skin tingled with clamminess. “Gavin, what’s happening?”

      She stood. By the time, she made it to her feet, Gavin was gone. In his place was a statue—a gargoyle with tremendous wings and exaggerated features. It appeared like a combination of lion and canine with horns. It crouched on four legs with wide shoulders on a stout body that reached up to her chin.

      “Oh my God!” She covered her mouth. “Gavin, Gavin!” She rushed over to the statue and touched the stone. It was cold and hard, like marble. “What happened? Are you trapped?”

      The cool stone softened beneath her hand. She stepped back. What the hell was going on? The stone appeared to shimmer and vibrate. She backed toward her kitchen. Was she in danger? Should she get a knife?

      The statue slimmed and grew taller. Russet-brown hair grew from its hair and its charcoal color faded to that of flesh. She turned to grab a knife from the block on her counter. When she turned back, Gavin stood there again in the nude.

      She dropped the knife on the counter and ran over to him. “What the fuck, Gavin?” She pushed his chest, which was almost as hard as the stone of the statue had been and just as unyielding. “What the fuck?” she repeated.

      “I told you. I’m a gargoyle shifter.”

      She stepped back and waved her hand. “That’s not fuckin’ possible.”

      “I’ve never heard you swear so much before.”

      “That’s because I’ve never had a man turn to bloody stone in my goddamn living room. How is it possible?” She dropped her head into her hand and laughed. “No, it’s not. It’s some kind of illusion, isn’t it?”

      “Fiona, this isn’t an illusion. It’s me. I’m flesh and stone. I can also shift to winged form and fly.”

      “Are you mad? Out of your mind?” She stepped away from him and threw her hands up with exasperation. “I just found out I’m having a baby, and the father is acting like a goddamn madman.”

      “Fiona, please. Just sit and listen. You know shifters exist. I don’t understand why this is such a shock to you.”

      “Shifters, aye.” She raised her brows. “A living thing that turns into another living thing. Not one that turns to and from stone. Stone isn’t alive! That’s impossible.”

      “I assure you I’m alive in that form. It’s how we’ve been able to watch for danger inconspicuously for centuries and restore our energy under the sun.”

      She stared at him, but said nothing. The sound of her heavy breathing was amplified in the tension engulfing the room. Tears stung her eyes, but she refused to let them flow.

      “I’ll show you my world, Fiona. Fly you to my island so you can see who I am. Who I truly am.”

      “Who you truly are is insane,” she declared. “I can’t deal with this right now, Gavin.” She pointed to the door. “Please leave.”

      Gavin’s expression turned grim. “Right.” He dressed and walked out. With his hand on the handle, he turned back. “You mustn’t tell anyone. You could endanger our child.”

      Once he closed the door behind him, Fiona sank onto her sofa. She covered her face with her hands. The tears she’d held back burst forth. Were all those stories he’d claimed were rumors actually real?

      He’d lied to her about what he was—whatever the hell he was. He couldn’t be a gargoyle—couldn’t! Perhaps he was a demon. They existed and could likely take on various forms, twisting themselves in a shape for their intended observer. As insane as that sounded, it seemed more plausible than shifting from stone.

      Oh God. Was her baby’s father mad? Or a monster?
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      Over the next few days, Fiona existed like a phantom, barely interacting with the world as she worked and returned to her flat. Too much was happening at once, and combined with her out of whack hormones, she questioned if she could even trust her feelings.

      Except one—she missed Gavin.

      It took time for her to understand it. After all, what he’d disclosed about his identity had overturned her world. But, once she’d adjusted to his surprising revelation, the melancholy over his absence settled over her like a black veil. The times they’d spent together were the brightest she could remember. And although they hadn’t planned the pregnancy, he’d rolled with that surprise. He’d been adorable when he made sure she and the baby were well-fed.

      And what had she done? Turned him away.

      She had a new topic to focus on with her pregnancy and read up on it whenever she could. Other times, she researched gargoyles. Most of the lore she read was fiction inspired by legends of long ago—stories of protectors who guarded the earth as statues. They’d shifted when danger was present and then returned to their stone watch. From earlier investigations, she’d found a kernel of truth to myths and legends. Was it possible in Gavin’s case?

      It had to be. Otherwise, she was losing her mind by envisioning men shifting into various forms in her flat.

      On Thursday afternoon, her doorbell rang. When she answered it, a delivery man presented her with a dozen red roses.

      After she headed inside, she read the card.

      I’m sorry, Fiona. I didn’t mean to frighten you. I know you don’t want me around. But I’m hoping you’ll let me be a part of our child’s life. Can we talk when you’re ready?

      Here’s a number where you can reach me the next few days.

      She stared at the paper and ran her fingers over the print. Picking up her phone, she dialed. A woman answered using the name of the club Fiona didn’t recognize. It wasn’t in Inverness.

      “Hi, I’m trying to reach Gavin. He plays in the Knights of Stone.”

      “He’s not here right now, but I’ll let him know you called. What’s your name?”

      “Fiona.”

      As the woman hung up the phone, Fiona heard her mutter to someone, “Who doesn’t have a mobile phone in this day and age?”

      Fiona smirked. A gargoyle shifter, perhaps. Although she still didn’t know about his world, she guessed human gadgets weren’t high on his list of must-haves.

      She put the roses in a vase and sniffed their sweet scent. Her phone rang. It was Mark. Again. He’d found her number and left a message each day since she’d last seen him, and she didn’t know what to do about him. Obviously, she couldn’t tell him anything now. It would be betraying Gavin and her baby.

      She’d wrestled with what to do about the situation after seeing Gavin’s other form. Although it killed her to pass up learning about what had happened to Angie, she had to think about her child and what was best for him or her. She was still coming to terms with what Gavin had revealed to her, and his parting words echoed in her mind:

      You mustn’t tell anyone. You could endanger our child.

      She raised her chin. She’d never do anything to hurt their baby.

      Mark was suspicious about the band. When it became evident he wasn’t going to stop bothering her, she agreed to meet with him. Maybe she could convince him he was wrong.

      Friday morning, she walked to a cafe to meet Mark on her way to the office. She paced before the brick building and glanced up at the clouds. Gavin said he could fly. Would she ever see him soaring overhead?

      When Mark arrived, they sat at a booth. She smoothed her slacks over her legs although no wrinkles existed.

      “Would you like something to eat?” he asked.

      “No.” She shook her head. “Tea is fine.” Although she was eating for two, she’d wait until she was alone. The sooner this conversation was over with, the better.

      When the server arrived, Mark ordered a coffee, and she ordered tea.

      “Decaf,” she added, almost wincing as she heard the word.

      After the server left, he glanced at her. “No caffeine? I don’t know how I’d get through the day without it.”

      It wasn’t something she was looking forward to, but she was trying to follow all the recommendations for a healthy pregnancy. How she was going to tolerate the next several months without caffeine was something she’d worry about another time. For now, she had to focus on getting out of this arrangement without raising suspicions. And, her pregnancy was not his business. She hadn’t told anyone yet besides Gavin. Technically, she hadn’t told him either, but he’d found out.

      “Just trying to be healthier,” she said. “Who knows? Maybe I’ll start going to the gym more.”

      That was utter bullshit with the pregnancy-related exhaustion that had attached to her like a weighted vest. From what she’d read, that might pass in the second trimester. Until then, it was enough to keep up with her walks to the office.

      After more small talk, he said, “You’ve been with him.”

      The hair on the back of her neck rose. He hadn’t phrased it like a question, but rather a declaration. “Are you watching me?”

      He added another spoonful of sugar into his mug. “What have you learned?”

      Her lip curled with revulsion, which she quickly straightened. She picked up a sugar packet and flipped it in her hand, a gesture to avoid eye contact. His directness was off-putting. She didn’t want to associate with him any longer.

      She added milk to her tea and took a sip. The bitter taste wasn’t at all like the tea she loved, but she resisted making a face. Her goal was to remain calm and not reveal anything that would endanger their baby.

      She leaned back against the booth and said, “Nothing. None of the rumors have any truth to them. People must have created those stories to get their kicks. Who knows—it might have been someone spinning a publicity stunt.” Damn, she was babbling in her nervousness. She just wanted out. “I’m done with this investigation. It’s a dead end, and I have other projects to work on.”

      He assessed her in a way that unnerved her. She resisted squirming. As someone who studied people for truthfulness in the same way he was skewering her now, she wouldn’t let his probing stare unsettle her.

      “You found something out.” His tone was self-assured as if he’d confirmed the truth before she answered.

      “What?” Her mouth fell open as she stared at him. “Didn’t you hear what I just said?”

      “I did, but I know you’re hiding something.” He tapped his lip. “You’ve fallen for him. Is that why you’re trying to cover it up?”

      “Listen,” she began as she struggled for a steady tone. “I don’t like being ignored nor being accused of things. This conversation is over. Our deal is off.” She rose from the booth and threw a few pounds on the table to cover her tea.

      As she walked away, she focused on keeping her pace steady although every molecule in her body screamed at her to get the hell away from him. The last thing she wanted him to see was how nervous she was. Would he grab her? Confront her outside?

      After she exited the café, she quickened her steps mindful that he might follow. Only once she crossed the street did she turned back. He stood outside the café and watched her as he spoke to someone on the phone. Shite. Who was on the other end of that call?

      This wasn’t the first time that Fiona had taken on more than she should. Her investigative nature had landed her in many a precarious situation. This time, the implications seemed to have more dire consequences. It wasn’t just her life that might be in jeopardy, but those of who she loved. It might be biologically driven, but she’d do anything to protect her baby. Endure any sacrifice for his or her safety.

      And with Gavin, could it be love? It was definitely something. Without a doubt, she’d grown to care for Gavin. Although their relationship had started out satiating pure lust, it had developed into something more genuine. Enduring. Deeper than any connection she’d ever experienced, even though he wasn’t even human. And neither was her child—not one-hundred percent, anyway. She already loved her baby and would do anything for him or her. Could she also love Gavin knowing that he was different?

      Ah, well, she might have screwed it all up by pushing him away and getting herself into this precarious situation with Mark.

      By the time she reached her office building, she knew what she had to do. She had to tell Gavin everything. As much as he might hate her for it, she had to be truthful with him. He’d revealed himself to her, trusting her with his secrets. Didn’t she owe him the same?

      

      Work kept her busy. All Fiona wanted to do when she returned home from work was rest. She’d order dinner and settle in at home with a hot bath.

      She picked up some fish and chips, the scent of the fried food triggering her hunger, which was unpredictable. Either food turned her off or she was ravenous. During her walk home along the river, she picked at the chips. They were almost gone when she entered her building.

      When she opened the door, she gasped and dropped the bag on a side table. She walked around her living room, taking in what was off. The flat wasn’t trashed like someone had overturned all the furniture in a search for valuables, but it was the little things that only she would notice. The way the pillows had been rearranged was slightly off.  How her files on her desk were askew.  Her organizational habits bordered on compulsive with the way she placed items to be completely perpendicular, so to find more than one thing off balance triggered her alarm. It was too much to be a coincidence driven by her being in a rush or knocking something off center. Someone had been in here. By the way the back of her neck prickled, she was certain of it.

      In her bedroom, she opened her bureau drawers. They’d been rifled through as well.

      Damn. What should she do—call the police? Maybe. First, she needed to talk to Gavin. She had to explain everything. Could he be in danger?

      Mark had to be behind the break in. The reason was clear—it was because she refused to reveal the information she’d learned about Gavin and his brothers. If she wasn’t going to give up the information willingly, he’d take it another way. What kind of situation had she gotten herself into? Gotten Gavin into? And their child?

      Oh shite. Gavin’s note was on the table mentioning the baby. She ran into the loo. The pregnancy test was still on her counter. She’d kept it there, partially to remind herself that it was real, and she hadn’t dreamed it all up. That, too, had been moved. Whoever had been in here had seen it and knew she was pregnant.

      A cold shiver crept up her spine. The invasion of her personal space felt like the walls were squeezing her tight. She ran out of her flat and gulped fresh air. Tilting her head back, she glanced up at the sky. The sun hung low as it had started its descent and orange pierced through the charcoal colored clouds.

      Although she’d already left a message, she phoned the club once again.

      The same woman answered. After Fiona identified herself, the woman said, “I think he’s here somewhere.”

      Fiona paced in front of a park bench.  An eternity later, someone picked up the phone.

      “Fiona?”

      She exhaled. It was Gavin. The sound of her name in his whiskey brogue instantly doused the anxiety that had taken every nerve hostage.

      “Aye, it’s me, Gavin.”

      “Is something wrong?” In a lower tone, he added, “Is it the baby?”

      “The baby’s fine,” she said to ease his worry. “Thank you for the roses. You’re right, we need to talk.”

      “Oh good, Fiona. I know I frightened you. I’m not used to showing people—well, you know—and I probably didn’t prepare you. Can I come to your place later tonight?”

      “Well.” She bit her lip. “I don’t want to stay there.”

      “Why not?”

      “My flat was just broken into. I haven’t called the police. I thought we should talk first.”

      “What? Are you all right? Who would do that?” Gavin’s phrases were clipped.

      “I’m fine. I’ll explain everything later.” She tried to keep her voice steady while a part of her was edged on panic. Someone had sifted through her things. The violation of her privacy was pervasive. She didn’t even want to think about sleeping in her flat any time soon.

      “Fiona, is there something you’re not telling me?”

      There was indeed. She had to figure out how to explain her conversations with Mark. It put her in an awful light. Although she’d never told him anything, she’d considered it for information on her friend.

      “We’ll talk tonight,” Fiona said.

      “Where are you now?”

      She’d clearly failed at keeping the worry from her tone. Something triggered him. She could tell he wasn’t buying her false sense of calm.

      “I’m near my flat. I’ll book a room nearby and then go back and grab some things. I’ll leave a message at the club, so you’ll know where I am.”

      “I’m coming to you now.”

      “But, Gavin. What about the show?”

      “Let me worry about that later. My primary concern is you. I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m not going on stage until I’m sure that the two of you are safe.”

      “Meet me in the Victorian Market.” With people around her, she’d feel safer.

      After she ended the call, she replayed the conversation. A part of her thought she might have overreacted by calling him because he was now leaving his show to rush to her aid. What she had to say could wait. It wasn’t as if anything would change in the next couple of hours, right?

      Another part was warmed by his protective side. The fact that he’d drop everything to ensure she and the baby were safe comforted her like nothing else ever had. He’d take care of them both. He’d be a good father.

      After she booked a hotel, she returned home. She put the long cold fish and chips in the fridge, having lost her appetite. About twenty minutes later, she left her flat with an overnight bag and trekked downtown. After a minute or so, a black van swerved up beside her so quickly she jumped away on the pavement.

      The back door of the van flew open. Mark was in the backseat. His eyes were dark with danger. Her heartbeat rocketed up to the charcoal clouds overhead. She spun and broke into a run. Before she made any headway, shocks vibrated through her body. He’d incapacitated her somehow. As her legs gave way beneath her, he dragged her into the van.
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      “I have to go,” Gavin told his brothers backstage. “Someone broke into Fiona’s flat, and I need to go check on her.”

      Although Gavin had been brooding about her rejecting him for the past few days, hearing the fear in her voice snapped him out of it. She might be in danger.

      “Understood,” Lachlan said. “Go. We’ll take care of everything here.”

      “Thanks, mate.”  Gavin said. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

      “Keep us posted,” Bryce added.

      He appreciated his brothers covering for him and not giving him a hard time. They all had mates and understood the need to protect.

      Is that what Fiona was—Gavin’s mate? With each moment he’d spent with her, the certainty of it became clearer, like a cloud passing from the face of the sun, revealing the shining orb.

      Gavin hurried out of the club, avoiding talking to anyone. Someone was always ready to chit-chat—from the staff to some regulars who were getting an early start before the show. Gavin couldn’t stop for his usual conversations with them.

      “Someone’s in a hurry,” a woman said.

      Once outside, he found a hidden spot behind a building where he cloaked himself and shifted to winged form. He hadn’t even had a chance to explain this part of his magic to Fiona. Perhaps he shouldn’t have started with his stone form, but it wasn’t as intimidating as his gargoyle one. What would happen if she saw him that way? Not in this human form that humans seemed to appreciate, but a gray creature with distorted features and leather-like skin. She’d already cringed at his immobile statue form and asked him to leave. It was funny that someone who studied the supernatural freaked out on seeing a gargoyle. Had she never come across them? Their stories were likely only told as part of myths and legends, just like the one of their concerts on the Isle of Stone would be one day.

      If not completely forgotten.

      As he soared into Inverness, he kept watch for Fiona below. Pedestrians walked together in clusters. Sounds of their conversations and the city’s traffic reached up to him. He ignored the groups to focus on the people walking alone, specifically one with fiery hair and the womanly gait that was imprinted on his mind.

      He followed the river north and headed in once he approached her flat. A woman rushed ahead on the pavement below. She had a large black bag slung over her shoulder. A breeze from the river ruffled her red hair around like a siren’s aura.

      Fiona.

      Relief wrapped around him like the warmth of his wings when he enclosed them around himself to brace against the winds. As he descended, he searched for a location where he could shift and uncloak himself so as not to startle her or any passersby.

      A black van pulled up beside her. Someone grabbed her and pulled her inside it.

      Gavin’s blood pumped with fury, and his vision clouded with a reddish hue. He roared as he descended, heading for her. He envisioned stopping the van and tossing it. He’d destroy it and anyone in it who’d threatened her.

      But, Fiona was in there. He couldn’t react without thinking and hurt her or his child.

      He had to come up with a plan to get to her safely without harming her in the process. Who knew who was in the van, but it had to be at least two people—the driver and the person in the back seat who’d snatched Fiona. If they were armed, Gavin was fucked. He had to think.

      As he followed the van driving away from Fiona’s neighborhood, he communicated to his brothers.

      Fiona has been taken!

      Shite, Lachlan said. How did you find out?

      I saw it happen. I’m following them now.

      Give us your location. We’ll come to you.

      We’re leaving her neighborhood now, heading west. I’ll contact you when I have more of a sense of where they’re going.

      As Gavin followed them from the city, the densely packed gray and tan roofs gave way to the more isolated homes surrounded by swatches of green meadows and brown fields. Where the hell were they taking her?

      Likely. They’d taken her against her will. What they planned to do with her wasn’t something they’d want witnessed.

      Miles passed before the black van turned off the main road and headed down a more secluded one that was little more than a dirt stretch. Green fields rolled in all directions, and mountains loomed in the distance. The van parked in front of a gray, rectangular block of a building, nondescript and far from any other structures. Odd. No, more than that—disturbing. Two other cars were parked there. Gavin notified his brothers of the location as best he could, and then he descended.

      Three men exited the vehicle. One was the bloke who had been talking to Fiona at the club. Gavin swore under his breath. That bastard had been up to no good; it hadn’t just been jealousy poisoning Gavin’s mind.

      The men glanced around as if making sure they weren’t watched. Gavin recoiled, but remembered he was cloaked in the sky. If they were human, they wouldn’t see him. Since they didn’t appear to notice him hovering, he figured that was the case. And since he hadn’t scented any other supes, it was a safe assumption.

      One of the captors dragged Fiona out. Gavin yearned to yank the man’s arm from the socket, yet at the same time Gavin’s heart fluttered at seeing Fiona alive. She wobbled as they led her from the van. He peered at her captors to see if any had weapons readily accessible. None were apparent, but they could easily be pulled out of pockets or from under shirts. The driver opened the door of the building.

      Gavin envisioned surging down and destroying each of them before grabbing Fiona and flying her to safety. He could easily take on three humans. Once again, the threat of any hidden weapons prevented him. And with his brothers on the way, they could better subdue the men and safely retrieve Fiona. The two cars parked at the warehouse could be for the two men in the vehicle, or others who were inside. At a minimum, Gavin calculated three men, and at most, thirteen.

      Although it killed him to watch them lead her inside, he had to follow the safest option.

      They’re bringing her into this building. It might be some kind of warehouse.

      While Gavin waited for his brothers, he landed and scanned the exterior to see what else he could learn. No windows afforded him a peek inside. A prickling sensation aggravated the back of his neck.

      Movement from behind made him turn. A man sprayed silver particles into Gavin’s face. He choked on the intrusion that filled his lungs and blinked through the shimmer that blinded him.

      Silver. Fuck.

      The metallic mist broke through his gargoyle magic that shielded him. He was no longer cloaked. The silver gleamed on him like a searchlight tracking an intruder.

      “Invisibility doesn’t trick our sensors,” the bastard taunted.

      Gavin could barely make out the whereabouts of the figure before him. He hollered and reached out but stumbled forward. The man raised a weapon in front of Gavin’s chest. Fuck, was it a gun?

      Vibrations rocked through Gavin’s veins like miniature lightning bolts and shock waves combined. His muscles didn’t work. As he crashed to the ground, he pictured Fiona. How the fuck could he help her now?
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      When Fiona woke, she glanced at barren white walls in an unfamiliar room. A small light on an end table cast a dim glow. She was in a twin bed covered by white sheets and a brown throw blanket. An open door revealed a small room with a toilet and sink.

      Where was she?

      The black van! Mark. The hands that had grabbed her. It all rushed back. Her flat had been broken into. She pieced together her current situation. It rolled through her mind with as much devastation as an avalanche. She’d been kidnapped.

      She pushed the bed coverings off of her and rubbed her abdomen. “It’s going to be okay,” she reassured the baby, although she had no clue if that was the case. Stress wasn’t good for them, and she had to do whatever she could to reduce the anxiety. The instinct to protect her child from the world had already kicked in.

      After searching the room for a means to escape, she started with the most likely one—the closed door. She turned the doorknob and as expected, it was locked. An urge to pound on the door and swear at her captors swelled within, but what would that accomplish? She doubted it would lead to a favorable outcome. Besides, she needed time to understand where she was and figure out her options.

      The room had no windows. What kind of bedroom didn’t have windows?

      One that was to be used as a jail cell.

      She used the toilet. As she washed her hands, she glanced at herself in the small mirror over the sink. A pink mark high on her right cheek indicated some impact there. Had she fallen or had somebody done that to her? She’d been zapped. Did it happen during the fall? She touched it and winced.

      She paced and went over the events that led to being here. Shite! She’d left the pregnancy test on the counter as a reminder that her pregnancy was real. And, Gavin’s note was with the roses. Aargh.

      A man who had an unnatural interest in her lover’s background had now kidnapped her.

      What about Gavin? Was he all right? He’d been on the way to meet her. Had her warning about the break-in led him to a greater threat?

      She sat on the bed and rocked. How the hell was she going to get herself and her baby out of there?

      After about forty-five minutes, the sound of the doorknob turning jarred her. She slid back toward the wall. Mark entered, as she’d expected.

      “What do you want with me?” she demanded. “Why am I here? You have no right holding me against my will.”

      He closed the door behind him and leered at her. “Here’s a sandwich and a bottle of water.” He handed her a brown bag.

      Her mouth watered, but she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of revealing how she craved to see what he’d brought her. “Leave it on the table.”

      While he did, she eyed the closed door. Would she have enough time to run, open the door, and get away before he reached her? Hardly. Plus, she had no idea who was on the other side of the door.

      “Make sure you eat it,” he said. “After all, you’re eating for two.”

      Fuck! She recoiled but tried to keep her expression neutral

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said with disdain. “However, I do want to know why you think you can kidnap me, bring me here and lock me up? Who the hell are you?”

      He snorted. “I can easily find out that you are indeed pregnant—and with his child.”

      Oh God. She blanched.

      Keep him talking. The more you know, the better off you are.

      For what? She snorted in her head. To know the details of their potential destruction?

      “What is this place? What are you doing here?”

      He tapped a long finger on his desk. “Ensuring that monsters like the one you sleep with can’t harm anyone again, like your friend or me. That’s the big, bad secret you wanted to know, right? Who killed her? Why don’t you take a closer look at your lover?”

      No, no, no. That couldn’t be the truth. Oxygen surrounded her, but she couldn’t breathe it in. Her lungs were too constricted.

      Gavin had said gargoyles were the protectors of the earth, so they wouldn’t attack innocent girls, right? What would be the purpose? Although she didn’t understand his kind, it didn’t fit.

      Unless one had gone rogue…

      Forcing herself to slow the short, panicked breaths through long, deep inhales, she found enough calm to continue the conversation. After all, the fate of her baby and lover could depend on it.

      “You must be mistaken. He hasn’t hurt anyone. You’ve gotten the wrong idea about him.”

      Mark raised his brows. “Do I?” He snorted. “Don’t you know what he is by now?”

      She almost answered, “Gargoyle,” but figured it was better not to dig a deeper trench. It was already at a dangerous depth. Any deeper and it could be a grave.

      “Cat got your tongue?” Mark taunted. “Fine. I know what I need to know for the moment. And I’ll learn more with time. If you’d been more forthcoming with the information I requested, you might have avoided being in this situation. After all, I wouldn’t have had to break into your flat and discover your secret. So, it looks like you brought this on yourself.”

      Was he seriously trying to blame his actions on her? Talk about victim blaming. Well, he couldn’t be reasoned with since he was a nut job. She had to stick to the goal of getting information. It was one thing she’d been good at in her career—getting people to talk about their passions. In this case, it was rather dark, but she’d have to run with it.

      She tilted her head. “What type of creatures do you think attacked them?”

      He replied with a taunting laugh. “Typical journalist. The information you seek is one-sided. Why should I tell you anything since you kept information from me?”

      She clucked her tongue. If he was going to answer her questions with more questions, she wouldn’t get far. She had to give him something, while not providing any information about gargoyles.

      “The creature that attacked my friend moved like a dark shadow across the land. It had wings and glowing red eyes. It had claws that it used to maul her.” She glanced at his scar.

      He flinched almost imperceptibly.

      “I think it was some kind of demon,” she added. “Is that what attacked you?”

      Mark pursed his lips and gazed off into nothingness with a grim expression. Whatever his memory was, it haunted him. She couldn’t help but feel some empathy for him. He’d been a victim, too. But she couldn’t let that derail her. He’d taken her and meant harm to those she loved.

      Loved. Funny how with Gavin and her baby threatened, it jarred her into realizing how much they both meant to her. She wouldn’t let this damn bastard break her. One way or another, she’d get out of here. She would find a way and escape to somewhere safe and protect her precious child.

      “Aye.” His voice lowered just above a whisper. “I thought it was a werewolf until it unfurled enormous wings. I believe it was a demon. I’ve discovered many sinister, unnatural creatures live in the shadows and those monsters are the vilest of all. It’s my life’s mission to rid the world of this evil. I was lucky enough to get away, but who knows how many others didn’t.” He nodded at her. “Like your friend.”

      Despair crept in like the nondescript white walls closing in on her, threatening to smother her. He was a madman who planned to destroy her baby and Gavin.

      Oh God, how her lifelong quest and current desires had come together and clashed in this explosive revelation. She’d been driven to uncover the secrets of the supernatural in her pursuit to reveal the truth and protect others. Now that he’d confirmed it was likely a demon that had killed Angie, it didn’t change anything. It wouldn’t keep her loved ones safe.

      Fiona had to be careful with her next words. “You must see the flaw with your logic. Clearly, I’m not going to be with the creature that attacked my friend. Gavin is not a demon.”

      His lips twitched, but other than that, there was no reaction. “The exact species doesn’t matter. They come in many forms. He’s not human, of that I’m sure. And we can’t have monsters like his kind running free and terrorizing us all.”

      Shite. She wouldn’t gain any ground by revealing that gargoyles were protectors. His single-minded obsession was to destroy non-humans.

      “What’s outside this room?” she asked, going for a different tactic.

      “Nothing that concerns you.”

      “Why not? It’s got to be related to this conversation we’re having.”

      “True.” He smirked to himself. “It’s where we’ve caught other—” he tapped his fingers and finished with “—non-humans.”

      “And what do you do with them?”

      His lips spread wider. “Whatever we like.”

      Her heart slammed into her ribs. This warehouse was a jail. Her mind conjured the worst pictures of creatures being tortured in cages.

      Mark’s phone vibrated. He picked it up. “Aye.” After a moment, he said, “Where is he?” and then he finished with, “Bring him to a cell with wall restraints.”

      Cells. That confirmed her nightmare.

      He ended the call. “We have a visitor. Your lover has arrived.”

      She gasped. “Gavin!” She covered her heart. “What are you going to do with him? Don’t hurt him. He’s none of those things that you think he is.”

      Mark studied her like she was an entertainer on stage there for his sole amusement. “I have a better plan.” He strode to the door and opened it. “Once he hears what I have to say, you’ll learn how dangerous creatures like him are.” Before he closed it, he added with a sneer, “I’m willing to bet that he’ll tear you to pieces.”
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      Gavin tried to reach for his captors as they dragged him inside, but his muscles were as immovable as if he were in stone form.

      “Let go of me,” he seethed. “Or, I’ll fuckin’ kill you when I get the chance.”

      “You won’t,” one of the men said with a sneer. “You’re done.”

      “Game over,” another declared with a laugh.

      The scent of humans and chemicals brought to mind his worst nightmare. He glanced at a long interior space. Tables were covered with microscopes and test tubes. Closed doors lined the walls on either side. He was in some type of laboratory. They dragged Gavin’s dead weight along the tile floor. It was humiliating to be so helpless like this, manhandled by humans, unable to control his body. They hauled him into a white room and restrained him with metal cuffs to a wall. A toilet was a yard or so away. Unable to stand, Gavin sank to the ground, his affected muscles sagging like they were weighted.

      He tried to communicate with his brothers, but he couldn’t connect. The damn silver probably blocked his magic.

      A man entered and closed the door behind him. It was the one who’d spoken to Fiona at the club. A growl rumbled from deep within Gavin’s chest. If his limbs cooperated, he’d squeeze this monster’s throat.

      This close, a scar was visible at the man’s temple—three faint lines. Shite. This was who Roger had warned Gavin about when he’d arrived in Inverness—a bloke asking odd questions. Why hadn’t Gavin examined him closer when he’d seen him talking to Fiona? If Gavin had approached them, he might have noticed the scar and it would have triggered his wariness. He or one of his brothers could have watched the man and prevented her from being taken.

      “Hello, Gavin. I’m Mark. Welcome.”

      He pulled out a cigarette and lit it. The pungent smoke drifted to Gavin. He turned his head, but to no avail. The odor crept into his nostrils and clung to his skin like a parasite.

      “Where am I?”

      “My workspace. You see, we like to investigate creatures like you.” Mark walked before Gavin, his boots echoing against the tile floor.

      Creatures. Gavin’s spine straightened.

      Mark took a puff from his cigarette and blew it out. A plume of smoke reached out to Gavin like a curled finger.

      “Must you?” Gavin asked.

      “Heightened sense of smell,” Mark replied. “It doesn’t always come in handy, does it?”

      “Why am I here?”

      “We’ve heard about your abilities. Showing off at concerts? Now you didn’t think you’d get away with that forever without raising some interest, did you?”

      Shite, shite, shite. The worst repercussion was coming to fruition.

      “It’s not safe to have beings like you running around unchecked.” Mark waved and scrunched his nose with disgust. “Or wolf shifters.”

      Gavin’s heart thundered and crashed. He was fucked.

      “Your missing island is peculiar. How have you hidden it?”

      Gavin kept his mouth shut. He wouldn’t reveal one damn thing to this human. The gargoyles had combined their magic with the witches and wolves on the isle to cloak the island.

      “Where is she?” Gavin demanded.

      “Fiona?”

      Gavin nodded.

      He inhaled again and unleashed the putrid odor. “Oh, don’t worry. She and your child are safe.”

      Fuck. He knew about her pregnancy. This was even worse than Gavin had imagined.

      “Nice note with the flowers.” Mark sniggered.

      “If you touch her…” Gavin warned and strained against the cuffs.

      “No need to threaten me. I know what you are and what you’re capable of. The silver in your restraints will prevent that. Funny how superior you supes consider yourselves with your magic, only to be brought down by one of the earth’s natural elements.”

      His gaze wandered to Mark’s throat. Gavin pictured wrapping his hands around that slim human neck and squeezing until the man’s eyes bulged and his airway collapsed.

      “You can glare at me all you want,” Mark said, pacing. “But, we both know who has the power in this situation. I’ll keep you from hurting anyone else.” He pointed with his cigarette.

      “Hurt?” Gavin questioned. “What are you talking about? I haven’t hurt anyone.”

      “What you’ve specifically done doesn’t matter, it’s your species as a whole. Your existence has to be obliterated.”

      Obliterated? This man wanted to destroy Gavin’s kind? That meant not only was he in danger, but his brothers, his clan, his child… He swallowed the fear constricting his throat.

      “Why?” He demanded. “We’ve done nothing to hurt anyone.”

      Mark pointed at his scar. “How do you think I got this? It was a monster like you. A damn demon. It’s a miracle I escaped.” The man sneered.

      Gavin assessed the situation. Demon. Had he said it as a figure of speech? Or, did he mean that literally?

      He had to approach the situation with care. “You think I’m a demon?”

      “Your kind take on various forms.”

      Shite. Gargoyles had fought demons many times over the years. They were sworn enemies. For the man to think that Gavin was as soulless as a preying immortal exacerbated the injustice of his confinement.

      “That’s ridiculous and insulting. What drew you to that conclusion?”

      Mark narrowed his gaze. “I had my suspicions that something was off when I heard rumors. Once I heard about your ability to shift to winged form and fly, I knew what you were.”

      “Your judgment is flawed,” Gavin countered. “Not all winged beings are demons. I’m not one.”

      Mark snorted and then stood. “Eventually, we’ll get you to shift, and then we’ll see.”

      “We’ll see what?”

      “We’ll see your true monstrous form before we eradicate your existence. And then stomp out the lineage with your child.” The man smirked. “Unless you do it yourself.”

      Gavin’s flesh tingled with cool shivers. He leaned back and studied this twisted human. “Why would you say that?”

      “Because Fiona has betrayed you. She’s been reporting to me.”

      Gavin recoiled. Not his Fiona.

      The man sneered. “Oh, women can be so untrustworthy, can’t they? They’ll say or do anything to get what they want.”

      That couldn’t be true.

      Could it?

      “Neither of us are the first man to be betrayed by a woman.”

      The room spun. The duplicity stung like poison injected into his heart. He swallowed and focused through the haze clouding his vision. Why was this man trying to find common ground between them? Some sick way of playing on Gavin’s heartbreak to get him to talk?

      “She was investigating you,” Mark added. “That’s how she gets her kicks; looking into freaks like you.” The ash from the cigarette hung like a rocky overhang jutting out from a cliff. He tapped it, and it crashed onto the white tile. “Once I discovered your interest in her, I knew she was the key. After all, it’s common knowledge, Gavin, that the best way to reach you is through your dick.”

      His stomach hollowed out. Did he deserve this after all his flings? There was a twisted irony. The woman he’d fallen for—the only one he wanted and had been faithful to—had turned on him in the end.

      He had to talk to her to find out.

      Mark pulled out his phone and made a call. “Bring Gavin to her room for the night.”

      What was going on? This didn’t make sense. Gavin assessed Mark for a sign of his motivation.

      He fixed his beady eyes on Gavin’s. “She sold you out.” Mark leered with malevolence. “But, don’t worry. I’ll give you until sunrise to let you have your justice. And then I’ll have mine.”
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      The effect of whatever they’d used to impair Gavin had faded somewhat by the time the guards dragged him, yet it still hampered his muscle control.

      They heaved him into another room. Fiona was in there, sitting on a bed. Her eyes widened, and she stood when she saw him.

      “Gavin!”

      The guards released the restraints, and Gavin dropped to the tile. They locked the door behind them.

      Although his chest swelled with relief at seeing that Fiona was all right, her betrayal stung, like hornets had attacked his heart. She touched his bicep as if to help him stand.

      He yanked his arm away. “You lied to me, Fiona. Again.”

      Fiona shook her head. “I didn’t.”

      Gavin snarled and tried to stand. His numbed muscles resisted, so he remained in a humiliating position on the floor. “You left some important facts out of our conversations. I asked you about him—that bloke, Mark, remember?”

      She exhaled. “I know I made some mistakes. I went about this in the wrong way. I have no excuse, except I got swept up in a situation related to an incident that happened a long time before I met you.”

      “So, it’s true. You went behind my back and betrayed me? And my brothers. My entire species?”

      “No.” She waved both hands at her sides. “I would never do that, Gavin. You have to believe me.”

      “Why? You haven’t been truthful to me from the beginning. You failed to mention your articles. You might never have told me about the baby. You lied about this Mark fellow. And now—this? You were working for him? Everything that I’ve found out is only because I’ve discovered it. You’ve never revealed anything to me. How could I ever trust you?”

      Her eyes shined with tears, but she blinked them back. A swirl of guilt funneled up through Gavin’s chest cavity like a tornado. He hated causing her any pain.

      But, she’d betrayed him. He buried the guilt. Self-preservation insisted he not let her sway him with tears.

      “Everything you’re saying is true, but it doesn’t accurately describe the situation. I told you I was a writer. I would’ve told you about the pregnancy once I got over the shock myself. And, I didn’t tell you every detail about my encounters with Mark because…” She threw her hands in the air. “Well, I don’t know why, except maybe because it made me look bad to even have had conversations with him. He asked me to spy on you. That’s true. I turned him down. And that’s why he broke into my flat and discovered that I’m pregnant.” She crossed her arms over her chest. “That’s why he brought me here. I didn’t give up any information about you, Gavin. I swear it.”

      “Step back, Fiona. Conversations? What does that mean? How many times have you spoken to him and why?”

      Fiona shoulders sagged. She looked deflated. Defeated. “It started the first night you returned to Inverness. We both overheard two women talking about your shows on an island, and we were both interested in learning more. Each time I saw him after that, he tried to coax more information from me with more enticing offers.”

      “Because of your fascination with the supernatural,” Gavin spat. “How could you let a juicy story like that go?”

      “I was more fascinated by you.”

      Gavin arched his brows. “Right. I’m some freak show you can write about.”

      “No, Gavin.” She stared at him with wide, earnest eyes. “Because despite all my sensibilities warning me not to, I was falling for you.”

      Gavin gulped. She wasn’t making it easy to hate her. To dismiss her from his life. He had to be strong. He wouldn’t let her ruin his clan or his kind. “What happened then?”

      Fiona flashed him a weak smile. “You wouldn’t be a bad interviewer yourself with all these questions.”

      “Fiona,” he warned.

      “All right.” She rubbed her eyes. “I need to go back to explain it.” She sank onto the bed. “When I was nine, my best friend, Angie, and I were returning from a swim in a loch near our village. As we walked back, a creature flew in. It was like a shadow, but it had wings. Tremendous wings. It knocked her onto her back. She screamed and fought it. I froze at first. When I realized what was happening, I tried to pull it off her. It had wings. It looked back at me with piercing, red, glowing eyes. I’ll never forget them. They paralyzed me with fear. The creature grabbed me and tossed me several yards, breaking my leg, but that was nothing in comparison to what Angie faced. It had ripped her throat out. She died, right there in front of me. The creature then soared away.”

      She wasn’t looking at him, wasn’t looking at anything. Her eyes had taken on a glazed, haunted look as she relived her horror.

      “When I told my parents what happened, they didn’t believe what I had seen.”

      “Why not?” he asked.

      “They figured it was some type of wild animal. They said I must have been suffering from shock and had imagined my worst nightmare, conjuring a monster in my mind. But, I know what I saw. And my grandmother believed me. She said there were dark creatures that haunted the earth and preyed on the innocent.”

      “Unfortunately, she’s right. Where is she now? With your parents?”

      “No. She died not long after that incident. And since then, I’ve been trying to find out the truth.” She lifted her gaze to his with a determined expression. “That’s what’s led me to all those interviews and articles and even my career. I believed I had a duty to spread the truth. That I owed it to Angie’s memory to warn others of danger. What I’d discovered, though, is that not all non-human beings are predators. Some are, well, like you.” She shrugged and motioned in his direction.

      His chest tightened with compassion. What a traumatic experience to have lost her friend in such a tragic way. He took a slow breath. “Right. We’re not all the same. What you encountered does sound like a demon. I’ve encountered them, unfortunately.”

      “And Mark thinks you’re one.”

      Gavin grunted. “I’ve gathered. That’s why we’re in this hell factory. He’s on this vengeful quest to destroy us all.”

      Fiona closed her eyes and shook her head. “When I first heard about you having wings and flying, I admit, I had doubts.” She reopened her eyes. “Winged beings that could fly. Attacks on people on a mysterious island. I had to investigate it. Mark said it would prevent bad things from happening to others.”

      That bastard. What did he know? A growl vibrated through Gavin and he curled his hands into fists.

      “Something didn’t feel right, though,” she added. “I’d already been growing closer to you and didn’t believe you could be a threat to anyone. Mark investigated me, and then offered an exchange of information. He said he would share what he’d learned about what happened to Angie, if I shared what I discovered about you. It was tempting, since it was information I’ve sought since she’d died. I didn’t tell him anything, Gavin. I couldn’t betray you.” In a smaller voice, she added, “Or our child.”

      His chest tightened. Her torment tugged at him.

      “I’m sorry for my role in this mess, Gavin. I’ll do whatever I can to undo the damage.” She fixed her gaze on him. “But, don’t think I betrayed you. And remember, you lied to me, too.”

      Gavin straightened, taken aback. “About what?”

      “About what you really are. The only reason you told me was because of the baby.”

      Shite. She was right. And he hadn’t even told her everything.
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      After telling Gavin what had happened, all Fiona could do was wait.

      “I need time to think,” he said.

      Minutes stretched on like the slow destructive flow of lava. Would her revelation incinerate her in the end?

      Gavin strained to pull himself to his feet. She rose, eager to help him, but something about the hardness in his expression kept her feet glued where they were. No need to add to his humiliation.

      When he stood upright, he shook out his limbs. “The fuckers numbed me with something.”

      “Are you all right now?”

      “Aye. Just a tingling left.”

      Gavin paced across the tile with a surprised expression as if astonished his limbs now cooperated. He turned and strode over, stopping before her.

      He ran a hand through his hair. “You’re right. I didn’t tell you everything. I thought it was for a good reason.” He motioned around the room. “The danger I’ve been warning about—we’re in it.”

      She exhaled. No need for him to point out the obvious.

      “If you knew, you’d never have been with me,” he added.

      “Gavin, no. Don’t say that.” It sounded so shallow. Did he truly think of her that way?

      “You say that now because you know me. If circumstances had been different, can we really predict what would’ve happened? Especially in light of your encounter with a winged creature when you were a child.”

      He had a point. If she’d known he was a supernatural being from the beginning, how would she have reacted? Would she have been fascinated or repulsed? Her history with them would likely indicate the latter, especially if she’d thought his species was the one that had attacked Angie.

      “Do you see what I’m saying?” he asked.

      “I do. But that’s because I wouldn’t have known who you really were, and that would’ve been my loss. Because what I’ve discovered is that you are remarkable. The most incredible man or being of any kind I’ve ever met. And I’m sorry for any pain that I’ve caused you.”

      He glanced at her with a confused expression. “You’re apologizing to me?”

      “Aye, it’s only right. I pushed you away when you revealed yourself to me, and I apologize. It was wrong of me.”

      “I’ve been deceitful as well and deserve what I got. I’m hoping we can move beyond this, well, because I’ve discovered something.”

      “What’s that?”

      He swallowed. “Despite all that’s happened, my life would be empty without you in it. I’d always thought that my world would be enriched by experiencing everything I could—indulging in everything it has to offer. I was wrong. It was only once I met you that I discovered the richness in life isn’t with the quantity of experiences, but with whom you experience them. Because the short time I’ve had with you is more precious to me than anything I’ve ever known.”

      Fiona blinked a few times, too gobsmacked to answer. She never expected he’d say anything like this, especially after what she’d admitted.

      “We haven’t had the most traditional experience of getting to know each other,” Gavin added. “Fate had other plans. I’m grateful for what she had in store for us. Because this strange journey brought me to you. And our child. And if we get out of here, I want to try to make it work.”

      A lump formed in her throat. “Oh, Gavin.”

      “I know I screwed up. I’m a fool, Fiona. I left a note indicating you’re pregnant, putting you both in danger. And our band’s reckless concerts on the isle is a huge factor in us being here right now.”

      “Ah, so these infamous concerts are true. Perhaps one day, I’ll hear all about it.”

      “Whatever you want to know. I’ll tell you everything. No more secrets.”

      “No more secrets,” she agreed. “We’re both imperfect and made mistakes. But I think we’re perfect for each other.”

      “Indeed.” He nodded with a sage smile. “I want to be with you. You’re everything I’ve always wanted but was too foolish to see. Something about you struck me as different from the first night we’d met. You’re the one, Fiona. The only one for me.”

      Fiona’s heart raced. Was she dreaming? This couldn’t be real. She pinched her forearm.

      “What are you doing?” he asked.

      “Waking myself up. I must be dreaming. This is too amazing to be true.”

      Gavin laughed. “We’re locked up by a man who wants to destroy us both. It’s more nightmare than dream. The only reason I’m in here with you is that he thinks I’m such a monster that I’ll destroy you by sunrise. You’re awake, I assure you.” He caressed her cheek. “You can feel me, right?”

      She nodded.

      “If we make it out of here, will you give us a chance?”

      “I will.”

      “Good, because I love you, Fiona.”

      Her eyes watered. Despite what he said, this had to be a wondrous dream. “And I love you.”

      He gazed into her eyes and then bent down. The moment his lips brushed hers, she knew this moment was real. Heat tingled her skin, and she moved closer, pressing herself against the hard length of his body.

      She reached one hand around to the back of his neck, running her fingers through his hair. Gavin deepened the kiss, and she moaned. His hands traveled over her sides, igniting flames dancing on her skin. When he reached higher and caressed her breast, she leaned into his hand to coax him to continue. He complied, rolling his fingers over her nipples until they tingled with desperate sensitivity, begging for more.

      He lifted her off the floor. She wrapped her legs around his waist with a fierce hold. He carried her over to the bed and lay her on it, covering her face and neck with kisses. His hands were everywhere, but still it wasn’t enough. Sparks coursed through her blood. Heat coiled in her core. She needed him.

      “I want you, Fiona,” he said between kisses. “But, they may be watching us.”

      “I don’t care,” she uttered. “If this is our last chance together, let’s spend it as we wish.”

      “Aye,” he agreed. “We have to be careful. They might return at any time, but I want to worship you one more time.”

      Fire smoldered in his eyes as he removed her clothes. His gaze, raking over her body, burned her as potently as his touch. Every part of her, from muscles to skin, was pulled tight with anticipation, an overwhelming sense of need.

      He undressed before her. Her gaze traveled from his intense eyes, down over his massive chest and muscular torso and then his hard length.  Her mouth watered, and wet heat pooled between her thighs. God, she’d never seen a man so virile before. Even if he wasn’t human, he appeared as the perfect embodiment of one.

      Gavin returned to her, sliding his hard body over hers. His erection teased her as he circled it around her entrance. She reached for his cock and stroked it. He groaned with pleasure but then pulled away.

      “Not yet, sweetness.”

      He caressed her breasts and devoted time to using his mouth and tongue on each until she was panting with need. God, she thought she’d climax from that alone.

      When he moved his mouth down her body, she held her breath. Wanton with desire, just one more touch could ignite her.

      His breath heated her sex, teasing her. She writhed beneath him, waiting, waiting…

      “So beautiful,” he muttered. He kissed her inner thigh. “And mine.”

      “Yours,” she confirmed.

      When he languidly stroked her with his tongue, a gasp of relief escaped her lips. He mastered her body with each movement of his hands and mouth, and she willingly gave him full control to take her where he wanted.

      Soon, he sent her to a higher level than she’d ever soared. She cried his name as she flew to the night sky and shattered among the stars.
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      Gavin slid his cock against Fiona’s slick folds, desperate to be inside her, but then he paused.

      “What is it?” she asked in between rapid pants.

      “The baby. I’m afraid I might hurt our child.”

      She ran her fingers down his bicep in a soothing manner. “You won’t. People do this all the time when they’re pregnant.”

      “But, I’m a gargoyle,” he said. “Bigger than most.”

      With a saucy smile, she said, “Trust me, I know. It will be fine.” She rolled out from under his body and climbed on top of him. “Now, please, Gavin. I need you inside me. Don’t torture me any longer.”

      She ground herself against him. Relieved that he wouldn’t have to force himself away from her, Gavin lifted his hips to penetrate her more deeply and met resistance. She moaned as she glided down on him, slowly accommodating his presence.

      A groan rumbled in his chest as he pushed fully inside her. Fiona clenched around him so tightly. She’d never appeared more beautiful as she did in this moment, face rapturous. His fiery angel.

      As she rode him, he thought he’d go mad—such overwhelming pleasure rocketed through him. This moment felt so precious, so phenomenal, so—right.

      “You’re the one for me, Fiona,” he declared. “The only one.”

      She was his perfect match. His mate. And he’d do anything to keep her safe.
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      Gavin opened his eyes, adjusting to the dim light of the table lamp. He’d spent many hours envisioning how today’s events would play out. Fiona’s body was safely tucked against him. He’d held her all night as the hours had passed, finding contentment in her presence. He wished they could have remained naked, so he could stroke her soft skin, but they’d both dressed to be prepared for an inevitable return of their captors.

      An hour or so later, the door flew open. She gasped, woken from the intrusion. Gavin jumped into a defensive stance, in front of the bed.

      Mark and three other men entered. His gaze skimmed over Fiona. “I’m surprised you’re still alive.” He pointed to Gavin and commanded the four guards, “Take him back to his cell.”

      Gavin assessed the guards. They were armed. He recognized the strange weapon that had rendered him useless yesterday and the guard who had done so. Gavin could tear the men to pieces with his bare hands, but if one reached him with the weapon, he’d be useless for some time. And unable to help Fiona.

      “Are you going to go willingly in the cuffs, or do you prefer we incapacitate you again?” Mark asked.

      Gavin stared at him and snarled. He’d make this despicable human pay. He held out his arms for the restraints.

      “Good choice,” said one of the guards. “You’re heavy as fuck.”

      “Don’t hurt him,” Fiona pleaded.

      Mark gave her a pointed glare. “How did you manage to avoid him mauling you to shreds? By manipulating him some more?”

      “Don’t talk to her,” Gavin warned. “Don’t even look at her.”

      It was a weak threat. The guards tightened the cuffs around his wrists and led him through the lab space where he surveyed the other closed doors on either side of the lab space. What was trapped inside?

      He wiggled his hands, clenching them into fists. He flexed the muscles in his biceps. The numbness had gone from them. Although the restraints likely held silver and affected his magical abilities, such as being able to communicate, it shouldn’t hamper his gargoyle strength. That was a physical attribute of his kind, not a magical one.

      The guards escorted him into his room, shackled him back to the wall, and then left. After they closed the door, he counted to fifty while he prepared his next step. It was risky, but since he’d end up dead anyway, he had to take it. If there was any chance of rescuing Fiona and their child, he’d take it.

      Gavin yanked on the chains. Aye, he still had his strength. He shifted to gargoyle form to maximize his abilities. Then he pulled again with all his might, tearing them from the walls. The cuffs remained around his wrists, but he was no longer bound to the walls. Chains hung to the ground. He repeated the motion with the chains binding his ankles. The guards might have heard the sound, but at least he wasn’t restrained. He had to get back to Fiona.

      He assessed the door for the best way to break through. Backing up, he then launched into a sprint and ran full force to kick the door. It worked. The wood splintered, and the lock gave way, but the clatter of his chains echoing on the tile floor would alert the guards.

      As he rushed toward Fiona’s room, he paused to take another gamble. He slammed down with both fists on the door handle adjacent to his room, breaking through the lock. A thin man rose from a wooden chair. He wasn’t restrained by chains, but a chain mail vest was draped over his torso, likely coated with silver.

      “Hurry! The guards will come.” Gavin tore at the chain mail. It was fastened with a lock in the back, but it was easy for him to rip through the thin coils of metal.

      The man said, “Thanks,” and pulled the torn vest over his head.

      “Help the others escape.”

      Gavin ran out the room broke through the locks of two more doors. He had no time to see who was inside. He shouted the same warning and sprinted to Fiona’s room.
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      Fiona paced in the room. Hope flickered through the darkness of her situation. Sure, they were locked up and might be killed by a madman, but she and Gavin had committed to each other. If she was going to die, at least it was with the knowledge that he loved her.

      Sounds outside the room caught her attention. Shouts and crashes. Like a battle had erupted out there. Her breath quickened. Was Gavin in danger?

      Her door opened, and a winged creature burst into the room. She shrieked and stepped back. It was enormous and gray from head to foot, with a wingspan that doubled its size. It had horns and claws, which could cause significant damage—like ripping out someone’s throat. Her heart thundered in her chest, pulse rocketed to the heavens.

      “It’s me, Fiona,” the creature said. “Gavin.”

      Her mouth dropped open. No, it was impossible. Yet, the deep timbre of his voice struck her with familiarity. And his features as well. They were much larger than normal, but somehow recognizable as his.

      “Gavin?” she repeated. “How?”

      “No more secrets, right? This is my gargoyle form. It’s optimal for combat.”

      Fiona blinked. That was what a true gargoyle looked like. This form was as far from the attractive guitarist that practically melted the panties off his adoring fans as she could imagine. It was more monster than man. The dark wings behind him were enormous and imposing.

      She gulped. She was carrying a baby with this blood inside of her. Her pulse raced. A swirl of confusion mixed with fear as if propelled by storm winds.

      “You need to come with me,” he insisted. Offering her his hand, he added, “Now.”

      She stared at his gray hand, and her gaze traveled up his arm to the rest of him. This was Gavin. The father of the child. The man she’d just declared she loved.

      Or gargoyle. Whatever he was, she had to accept him in all forms, even in this intimidating one. She had to snap out of it and shove her apprehension aside. Gavin was still Gavin no matter how terrifying he appeared.

      She swallowed and took his hand. “Aye.”

      Gavin led her out the room and into an arena that appeared to be a mad scientist’s laboratory. What she saw looked more like a horror movie set than reality. Creatures she guessed were a vampire and werewolf judging by the fangs and wolf-like appearance clashed with their captors, who were armed with weapons. A tall thin man fought with another guard. The guard fired the weapon, but the thin man blocked it with some type of light shield he’d conjured out of thin air. Scientific equipment on tables smashed to the ground. Broken glass covered the floor. She stepped around it as he led her through the chaos.

      Gavin shielded her with his enormous wings as they advanced through the battle. He maneuvered to their left and smashed down on a door handle. The metal crashed to the floor, and the door frame splintered as if it had imploded upon the impact. Damn, he was unbelievably strong—stronger than any being she’d ever encountered.

      He shouted, “This is your one chance to escape.”

      A blond man exited with a fierce expression. In the next blink, he lunged forward and shifted into a tiger. It landed on one of the armed guards. The guard screamed and fired aimlessly, and bullets hit the walls, as the tiger tore out its throat. Blood splattered across the white tile. Fiona gagged at the gruesome destruction, but Gavin continued to the next door, and repeated a similar warning.

      From it exited a wolf. It, too, joined in the fight. Fiona turned her eyes away to avoid witnessing a repeat of the last scene. The excruciating sound of a man’s horrified shriek confirmed he endured a similar violent end.

      Gavin rushed her to the end of the workspace. As they approached a door with an emergency exit sign, Gavin howled in pain. He turned and threw a guard against a wall. His weapon shattered as it smashed onto the tile. He crumpled into a lifeless form, limbs twisted unnaturally.

      Goosebumps prickled all along Fiona’s skin. She’d just witnessed Gavin kill a man with his bare hands as quickly as a heartbeat. Gavin continued directing her to the exit, but something was wrong. His steps were slower, and he jerked as if in pain.

      He hurled open the door leading outside. “Go!” The door closed behind him, but he kept it propped open with his foot.

      Rolling green meadows appeared before her with smoky gray mountains in the background. The serene landscape seemed incongruent to the nightmare housed in the middle of it.

      Why wasn’t he coming? She turned to him. His overlarge, gray features were etched with pain. His wings sagged behind them, not high and magnificent like they had been. Singe marks marred their magnificence.

      “Gavin, you’re hurt!”

      “The bastard got my wings,” he spat through gritted teeth. “But, the rest of me is fine. You must get out of here, Fiona. Head east toward Inverness.” He pointed. “Get our child to safety.”

      “But, what about you?” she pleaded. “I can’t leave you like this!”

      He was injured. No way could he head back into a battle like that.

      “It’s only my wings that are shite right now.”

      She glanced at the door behind him and then the way forward, where the sun rose with glorious fiery colors over the horizon, as if lighting the way. “Why don’t you come with me?” she begged. “We could go somewhere far from here. Get our baby away from these monsters.”

      “I’ll come to you as soon as I can,” he promised. “I can’t let that horror continue. We have to end this once and for all.”

      She lowered her head. He was right. But, he was injured, decreasing any odds in his favor.

      “I’ll wait for you, Gavin.” She reached up to her tiptoes and kissed his gray cheek. The texture was tougher than soft human flesh.

      He cupped his cheek where she’d kissed him. “If I don’t make it, take care of our child. It’s critical that you keep our identity a secret.” He nodded back toward the hellacious lab behind him. “Find my brothers. They’ll help you.”

      This was all too much to take in. “All right, but please—please be careful.”

      He turned and opened the door back into hell. Before he headed in, he met her gaze. “I love you.”

      The door slammed behind him. She stared at it and whispered, “I love you, too.”

      Time ticked on as Fiona traveled through the moors, searching for a person or sign of civilization. Without her mobile phone, her exact whereabouts was a mystery. Every unexpected sound of wildlife startled her. As she ventured on, she spotted deer. They wouldn’t harm her, but what else lived out here?

      If any of those beings that Gavin had set free had escaped, would they seek prey? She was far too close in range and could be captured.

      Despite her uneasiness, every step was weighed with despair. Would Gavin be all right? Would his brothers? A part of her yearned to return to him. But for what? She had no weapons and no abilities to defend herself. She had to do what she promised and continue for the safety of their child.

      Her stomach growled. The hunger pangs reminded her that they hadn’t eaten anything yet that day. Should she shift her search for food? No, she should keep heading east toward Inverness.

      The slight of shadows floating across the ground struck her with an icy pang. She glanced to the sky and squinted against the brightness of the sun. Winged creatures soared overhead and approached like shadows aiming for her. She covered her heart and sucked in a sharp breath. A flash of Angie’s attacker flickered in Fiona’s eyes. Would she face the same dismal fate?
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      When the figures landed near her, Fiona cowered.

      “Fiona, don’t be frightened. It’s me, Lachlan.”

      She raised her eyes and noted the four gray figures with fantastic wings, as she’d seen Gavin earlier. They weren’t demons coming to tear her to shreds or whatever had escaped from the lab where they’d been locked up.

      “Lachlan?”

      “Aye. And my brothers.” The three other gargoyle shifters stood back, giving them space. They nodded at her.

      “We uncloaked ourselves so as not to startle you when we landed,” Lachlan said. “Guess we need to work on that.”

      “It’s—it’s—umm…” What was she going to say? She was terrified after what had happened with Angie and what she’d just escaped from with Gavin. “Never mind.”

      “We’re looking for Gavin,” Lachlan said. “We can’t communicate with him. Do you know where he is?”

      She blinked twice. What did he mean by communicating with Gavin? He didn’t carry a phone. Goodness, were they able to talk to each other telepathically? A burning question, but one that would have to wait for a calmer time.

      If one ever followed.

      “He’s back there.” She turned and pointed in the direction where she’d walked through the moors. “You’ll see a gray bunker that seems out of place with no other structures in the area.”

      “Right.” Lachlan flapped his wings, appearing ready to take to the sky once more.

      “Wait,” she said to warn them. “You need to be prepared as to what you’re heading into. They’re fighting in there. Gavin freed other supernatural creatures that were locked up as we were.” She quickly summed up the highlights. “His wings are injured. I don’t know how he will fare. You must be careful.”

      “We will.” Lachlan nodded. “You, as well. We heard about the child.”

      Her chest tightened. “Right.”

      “We’ll get Gavin back as soon as we can.”

      The sound of wings flapping followed as Lachlan and his brothers soared to the air.

      She called after them, “Take care of him.”

      If it wasn’t already too late.
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      As Gavin and the supes fought the humans, he worried about Fiona’s safety. He hated abandoning her to fend for herself, but he couldn't leave without ending this nightmare.

      Although the humans were weak, their weapons made them a threat. The werewolf had gone down howling in a hail of silver bullets.

      Gavin had his strength, and the sorcerer had his magic restored after Gavin had removed the chain mail, but they hadn’t been able to free all the supes of their restraints, so their powers were limited.

      A fox shifter leaped to take out Mark, but instead took several bullets as Mark peppered the shifter’s torso with holes. Gavin rushed in, swinging the chains still dragging from his arms to whip at Mark’s legs. It knocked him to the ground with such force that Gavin thought it might have killed him. When he stepped over to examine him, the sorcerer interrupted.

      “Wait. We’d all like to repay his hospitality, I’m sure.” He used magic that unlocked the chains from Gavin and they fell to the floor. The sorcerer then directed them to bind Mark’s wrists and ankles, the same way they’d restrained Gavin.

      The tiger shifter and vampire were the first to pounce on Mark, yet others followed. Limbs were torn, blood splattering over the tile. Mark screeched and then fell silent.

      Still, the battle wasn’t over. With more casualties on the supes’ side, it didn’t look good. It was only a matter of time before the bullets pierced them all. It might not kill every supe, but it would sure as hell slow them.

      A booming sound at the exterior door caught Gavin’s attention. It had practically been yanked off its hinges. In the next flash, Lachlan, Bryce, Mason, and Calum flew into the warehouse in gargoyle form.

      Gavin hooted. “Great timing. Let’s take these fuckers out.”

      The gargoyles swooped in overhead. The remaining guards aimed to fire at them. With supes coming at them from the ground, the guards’ attention was diverted. The supes tackled the guards and the gargoyles dove down. Together, they’d destroyed the evil that had sought to exterminate them.

      

      Gavin soared low in the skies, searching for movement. His brothers had seen her not too long before. Fiona should be out there still. His heart hammered, both from the lingering adrenaline of battle and the fear that he might not find her.

      Finally, near a cluster of trees, he spotted her. He descended and removed the cloak that shielded him.

      She gasped and covered her heart. “I should be getting used to this.” She grinned and then wrapped her arms around him. “Gavin, you’re all right!”

      He was astonished that she embraced him in this intimidating form. That gesture, that one small movement, enclosed him in warmth. She’d accepted him for who he truly was—a gargoyle.

      He held her close and inhaled her scent. She was all right. They’d survived. The danger had passed.

      When she released him, he said, “Why don’t I change to a form you’re more familiar with.” He shifted to human form, keeping his wings extended.

      She exhaled with awe. “It’s incredible how you do that.” Her brows tightened. “Your brothers? Did they find you? Are they safe?”

      “Aye. Their arrival was what helped turn the situation to our favor. We were outnumbered by the guards and their weapons, which were designed to work against all types of supes. They had all kinds trapped there—many shifters, two vampires, a sorcerer, a witch, and a werewolf. Once you directed my brothers to where we were, they broke in and joined the fight. We lost two—a fox shifter and the werewolf, though we overcame the guards. My brothers are burning the lab to the ground.”

      “Mark?” she asked.

      “Dead.”

      Gavin’s jaw tightened as he relived Mark’s final moments. “I assume you don’t want to hear the details.”

      “No.” She shook her head. “Not today, at least. I’m just so grateful that you’re alive. And your brothers.”

      “Thanks to you. If it hadn’t been for you being brave enough to venture out here on your own, and then direct them to where I was, they may have never found me.”

      She smiled at him with gratitude and his heart stammered.

      Her gaze scanned his body. “Your wings. They’re healed.”

      “Aye. The vampire I freed repaid the favor by offering me his blood. Shifter healing is quick, but not as fast as a vampire’s. Although I never wanted to drink it, I did whatever I could to get back to you, Fiona.”

      “Oh, Gavin.” She stepped forward and touched his cheek. “I’m so grateful you did.” Her hand traced down over to his shoulder, but she stopped before she reached his wing. “They’re beautiful. Wondrous. Can I touch them?”

      He smirked. “You can touch any part of me in any form at any time.”

      She laughed. “Good plan.”

      “Now what do you say we get out of here?”

      “Aye.”

      He wrapped his arms around her again. “Ready?”

      “For what?”

      “Your first flight.”

      Her eyes widened. Before she could protest, he lifted them off the ground.

      “Oh my God, Gavin!” She squeezed him. “What are you doing?” Her heart pounded against his chest.

      “Soaring.”

      “But—but—” She squeezed her eyes shut.

      “No buts. There’s nothing to fear. I have you. I’ll always protect you. Open your eyes and see the world at your feet.”

      Fiona squinted with one eye and then opened it. She followed with the other. Her mouth fell open as she scanned the rolling fields and sparkling lochs that shimmered under the sunlight. “Wow, you’re right. It’s spectacular.”

      “Where would you like to go?” he asked. “Your flat? I’ll go anywhere you want—Inverness, my island—it doesn’t matter to me. What matters is that I’m with you.”

      She peered at him with a wondrous expression. “Gavin, I want to learn everything about you. Will you show me where you live? Take me to this mysterious isle.”

      Gavin grinned as his chest swelled with a buoyancy. “No more mysteries. I’ll share everything with you, Fiona. And our child. We’re a family now.”

      She smiled. “A family,” she repeated.

      “I can’t wait to show you the isle.” Gavin directed their trajectory north. “Hold on. It’s a long flight.”
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      Fiona glanced around at all those who attended the birthday party for Mason and Kayla’s son, Andrew. They all gathered in a clearing in the witches’ forest, a world straight out of a fairy tale with treehouses built in the trees, which were connected by rope bridges. The lush greenery with an abundance of flowers in all shapes and colors seemed more suited for a tropical rain forest rather than a remote island off the northern coast of Scotland.

      That was just one of the enchanting discoveries on the Isle of Stone, which had become one of her homes with Gavin as they raised their daughter. Fiona also kept her flat in Inverness, so they could raise Angelina with the best of both worlds.

      For someone who’d been both fascinated and fearful of the supernatural since Angie’s attack, she now lived happily among them, discovering they were just like people. Most were complex and couldn’t be classified as black or white, but shades of gray, and gray was prominent in a world of gargoyles.

      It was as if Fiona had entered a world full of fantasy, only the beings she’d met weren’t those of nightmares. Aside from their different forms and supernatural abilities, they were strangely normal. Or, at least, they appeared that way in their human forms. Besides witches, Fiona had met wolf shifters and a Pegasus shifter. A Pegasus! She never would have guessed one existed, but Ariel had been chased here by a dragon and had ended up in a portal leading to this realm. After an initial awe-inspiring few weeks of adjustment combined with her hormonal adjustments with the pregnancy, Fiona came to accept this fascinating new world as her own.

      The attendees sang Happy Birthday to Andrew, and he glanced at them with confusion. Baby fever had struck since his birth. It was especially poignant as the gargoyles had blamed the witches for the lack of fertility in their clan during their feud. A child who was both witch and gargoyle signified the peace between them.

      Many conversations often circled back to whom would be next. Lachlan’s mate, Raina, who was a wolf shifter, had ended the speculation last week when she announced they were expecting. Gavin’s parents had moved back to the Isle of Stone to be close to their grandchildren, and they were thrilled about number three on the way.

      Fiona cradled Angelina against her chest as she began to stir. “Shh, shh,” she whispered. All the joyous noise from the celebration had roused her baby. She was almost twelve weeks old, now. Fiona and Gavin were slowly getting the hang of being new parents. Although, she’d wondered what a baby with gargoyle blood would be like, Angelina was beautiful. She worked her way into Fiona’s heart immediately and with a love she never thought imaginable.

      Angelina was a larger baby than most, but other than that, there were no signs yet of other forms. Gavin said they’d likely come as she grew older. Andrew, who was half-gargoyle and half-witch, hadn’t shifted yet, either.

      After Fiona turned to step away from the noise, Gavin touched her arm.

      “I’ll take her. You enjoy yourself.”

      “No, that’s fine, Gavin. I’m ready for a break, as well.”

      Gavin took their daughter as they strolled from the crowd. Fiona held onto his forearm as they wandered from the party

      “Where are you off to?” Mason asked.

      “Angelina is waking up. Probably hungry,” Gavin said. “Again,” he added with a smirk.

      “Aye, they always are at this age,” Mason agreed. “Especially with our genes.”

      Perhaps all babies were that way in the beginning, but she’d swear that she felt like a cow with the way she constantly nursed. Not that she was complaining. She loved the quiet moments together, usually finding a picturesque nook as she gazed out onto the ocean.

      As she sat to nurse Angelina under the shade of a tree near the shore, Gavin said, “I’ll go fetch you some water.”

      Several minutes later, he returned with a bottle he’d filled at one of the fresh water sources.

      He sat beside her and glanced at Angelina. “She’s as bonnie as her mother. I love that she has your eye color. It reminds me of the sea.” He glanced at the ocean before them. “Like that blend of blues and greens.”

      “It could change color in the first year,” Fiona replied. “I think she has your mouth.”

      “Then we’re in trouble.” Gavin laughed.

      Fiona joined in. “Are you saying this wee sweetheart might someday be a hell raiser?”

      “With parents like us who seem to invite trouble into our lives, I’d say so,” Gavin replied.

      Fiona yawned. “And she’s already doing a good job by keeping us up at night.”

      “Aye, that is her witching hour, indeed,” Gavin replied. “Why don’t you go take a nap? I’ve got her.”

      Fiona leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “Thanks. I knew infants were exhausting, but I didn’t realize how much nursing would drain me, too.”

      “I’ve got her. Don’t you worry.” Gavin cocked his head. “Are you happy here with me?”

      “I couldn’t be happier,” she replied.

      “Oh,” Gavin replied with a devilish smile. “I’m hoping I can change that.”

      

      Gavin took his daughter from Fiona’s arms.

      Fiona rose and brushed the sand from her skirt. “Come find me when she’s hungry. I’ll be in the cabin.”

      As she walked away, Gavin watched her disappear into the cover of the foliage. He was so grateful to have found her, his mate. Fiona had brought a laptop that he powered with one of the solar generators, so she could write. With an active and hungry baby girl, she hadn’t had the time or energy yet. One day, she might find an opportunity.

      He glanced at his baby girl. “I’m so lucky to have her.” Angelina wrapped her wee fingers around one of his, which appeared massive in comparison. “And you. Even though you have a set of lungs that could wake the entire island.” He laughed. “I never thought I could be this happy. I owe it all to you both.”

      Gavin had a family, something he never thought he’d be cut out for. Yet, with Fiona and Angelina, he had everything he could ever want or need.

      After thirty minutes or so, Angelina had fallen into a deep sleep cradled in his arms. Although, he loved to hold her while she slept, she had to learn to sleep on her own. He carried her to the cabin. He’d built two cradles for her, one outside and one inside. He’d do anything for his loves.

      Fiona emerged from their cabin as he approached.

      “I thought you were going to take a nap,” he said.

      “I did. Just a catnap was all I needed.” She grinned. “Must be getting used to this erratic new mom sleep schedule.”

      “I’m going to put her down inside.” He carried Angelina into the cabin and gently placed her in the cradle. When she stirred, he didn’t move for another two minutes until he was sure she’d fallen back asleep.

      Before he left the cabin, he grabbed something from inside a dresser drawer. He found Fiona outside.

      “Remember what I said about your happiness?” he said.

      She peered at him with a confused expression. “Aye. I said I was happy.”

      “I have higher goals.” He knelt before her and revealed the small black velvet box that he’d purchased the last time they were in Inverness.

      “Gavin.” She covered her mouth.  “Is this what I think?”

      He opened the box and sunlight sparkled on the diamond.

      “If it’s a proposal, then aye.” He offered her the box. “Fiona, you’ve already made me happier than I ever thought possible. I aim to do the same for you every day of my life. Will you be my mate, my partner, and my wife?”

      She lowered her hands and revealed her mouth agape. She stared at the ring and then pulled her gaze to his. Her eyes shined with so much emotion—above them all, hope.

      “Wife?” she repeated. “Can you? I mean, shifters don’t marry, do they? Can we?”

      “We can do whatever we like, sweetness. We live in two worlds. Why not go for the best in each?”

      “Oh, Gavin. I don’t know what to say.”

      “Whatever you feel.”

      Her hands trembled. Damn. Had he taken it too far? She was already growing accustomed to so much in his world and with motherhood. He might be springing too much on her by adding marriage.

      “I understand if you need time.” Gavin closed the box and pulled himself to his feet. He stuffed the box away.

      “No, Gavin don’t,” she protested and touched his bicep.

      “Don’t what?”

      “Don’t close that box without putting that ring on my finger.” She smiled with a luminescence that outshined the diamond ring.

      When the realization dawned on him, he stammered. “So, um, your answer is…”

      “Aye, of course. I want to be with you, Gavin. Your mate, your partner, and your wife.” Tears rolled down her cheeks.

      Gavin swept her in his arms and spun her around. Then he planted her on her feet. “Wait. We have to make it official.”

      He pulled out the ring and slid it onto her finger. She held it up before them and moved it around. It sparkled with a rainbow of colors under the midday sun—as magnificent as the sun’s rays spreading its brightness across countless crests on the surface of the ocean. It was full of hope for the future and the perfect symbol of their promise to each other.

      “We’re going to have an amazing family, don’t you think?”

      “I do.” Fiona beamed. “When Angelina wakes, we can tell her the news—her parents are engaged!”

      Gavin gazed into the eyes of his future bride. “Something to celebrate, indeed.” Then he leaned forward and kissed her, sealing his promise to his mate.

      

      ***

      

      Author’s Note: I hope you enjoyed Gavin and Fiona’s story. If you could take a moment to leave a review, I’d greatly appreciate it.

      If you haven’t read other books in the Highland Gargoyle series, a book list is at the end of the book. If you have, check out the other series. Want more gargoyles? You’ve got them! As well as witches, vampires, shifters, cops, firefighters, rockstars, and Marines. Read on or visit lisacarlislebooks.com to pick your next book boyfriend.

      Next up, see a sneak peak into Tempted by the Gargoyle, book 1 of the Stone Sentries series. Read what happens the night of the eclipse of a red supermoon, when a cop crosses paths with the commander of the gargoyle shifters.

      Be sure to join my Facebook group for giveaways, sneak peaks, and more goodies!

      Thanks for reading!

      Lisa
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      An eclipse of the red Supermoon.

      Humans hype the event as a night of passion,

      But, the gargoyles sense a threat...

      

      Larissa, a police officer, wants nothing to do with the event pushing soulmates, but her friend convinces her they need a night out to move on. It will be their first night dancing since the attack. When they visit a gothic-themed club, Larissa catches an attractive stranger watching her.

      Roman, commander of the Stone Sentries, patrols from a Boston rooftop. When a blast of dark magic soars past him, he attributes it to a brunette. Something about her is different, demanding all senses be on high alert.

      Is she dangerous? Or is she in danger?

      Roman tracks Larissa to find out...

      

      
        	"If you haven't read Ms. Carlisle's books, what the heck are you waiting for. Her Gargoyles are hot! Before you know it, you'll be lost in a world beyond your imagination. Full of wicked fun and tempting Alphas."

        	"Wowzer... she had me hooked from the beginning and there was no way I was putting it down."

        	"So thrilling, action packed, and romantic." "Plus, hey, it's Boston, cops, and gargoyles..."

        	"Omg! Omg! Let me start by saying that! This book is exactly what I have been waiting for!... These two characters had such great chemistry, that I can completely see a future for them in series form, and I for one cannot wait for that to happen!"

      

      Tempted by the Gargoyle is perfect for fans of action-packed, steamy, and suspenseful stories.

      Don't miss this Night Owl Reviews Top Pick!

      Read Now

      

      Excerpt

      While surveying the city from above, a dark-haired woman on the roof caught Roman’s attention. She stood ramrod-straight and she fidgeted with her glass. Something about her discomfort triggered his gargoyle instincts, making him observe her more closely.

      When he scanned her from head to toe, he didn’t gain any insight other than how attractive she was. Her hair was rich and lush, flowing in loose waves over her shoulders. It had a burgundy tone from the various lighting fixtures around the deck. Her wide eyes searched her surroundings. What was she looking for? His gaze traveled down her body, studying how well it was encased in a form-fitting black dress. He lingered on her killer curves, fueling his imagination with sordid fantasies of what it would be like to touch them.

      He snapped his eyes away. He was supposed to be gauging what had set off his senses.

      Seconds later, his gaze returned to her, despite his admonition to himself. Her expression turned troubled. A strong reaction rose within him, one he couldn’t read. He rubbed the back of his neck. Something about her put all his senses on edge; he had to keep an eye on her, although he had no indication why.

      She spoke to a blonde woman next to her, and he turned his head to focus on their conversation. With all the chatter in the room, he couldn’t catch it, despite his acute sense of hearing.

      What troubled the brunette? An instinct to protect her kicked in. The pull toward her was compelling, a sensual onslaught that overpowered him.

      Remember why you’re here.

      He stepped back, both mentally and physically separating himself from the woman, and shielded himself behind the bar. That compulsion was one he’d never experienced, and not knowing what it meant bothered him all the more. All the uncertainty about tonight had him on edge.

      Turning away, he gulped in the cool night air. It invigorated him for only a moment. What hit him next almost knocked him off his feet—a sudden whoosh of energy. It blasted past him with immense force and power, indicative of dark magic.

      A gut feeling made him turn to locate the brunette, and he scrutinized her. He sensed something unusual about her than the other humans on the roof. Was she the source of that dark magic? He opened a mental link to communicate with Arto.

      There’s a woman on the roof I’m going to keep an eye on.

      Is she in danger? Or is she dangerous? Arto asked.

      Good question. That’s what I plan on finding out. I sensed dark magic and will investigate further.

      His triggers were now on full alert. Whoever she was, he wouldn’t let her out of his sight. Not until he figured out who—or what—she was.

      And why she had that effect on him.

      Read More!
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      Visit lisacarlislebooks.com for the latest releases, news, book trailers, and more!

      Sign up for my newsletter. New readers receive a welcome gift!
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      USA Today bestselling author Lisa Carlisle loves stories with dark, brooding heroes and independent heroines. For much of her professional career, she’s written non-fiction — but she’s discovered writing romance is the most fun. Her romances have been named Top Picks at Night Owl Reviews and All Romance Ebooks.

      When she was younger, she worked in a variety of jobs, moving to various countries. She backpacked alone through Europe, and lived in Paris before returning to the U.S. She owned a bookstore for a few years as she loves to read. She’s now married to a fantastic man, and they have two kids, two cats, and too many fish.

      Visit her website for more on books, trailers, playlists, and more:

      Lisacarlislebooks.com

      Sign up for her newsletter to hear about new releases, specials, and freebies:

      http://www.lisacarlislebooks.com/subscribe/

      

      Lisa loves to connect with readers. You can find her on:

      Facebook

      Twitter

      Pinterest

      Instagram

      Goodreads

      

      If you enjoyed reading this book, I’d greatly appreciate you leaving a review. It means a lot to authors. Thank you!
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