
The noise of the city all around them, breaking the illusion of being truly out in nature. Thankfully, the area of the park surrounding the small lake was deserted, even though the night was still in its early hours, the sun having only disappeared below the horizon an hour prior.
Even after everything Brooklyn and Angela had told him, Theo had still been surprised to see the skiff appearing as if from nowhere, pulling another skiff behind it, loaded down with an assortment of tropical plants, most of which Theo couldn’t begin to guess the identity of. But even the sudden appearance of the boats wasn’t as surprising as the person leading them. Even after all these months with the gargoyles, Theo couldn’t help but stare at his appearance.
Despite they’re vastly differing appearances, Zafiro was unique among the gargoyles Theo had met. Despite his upper body appearing humanoid like all gargoyles - and he couldn’t help but notice, very muscular - his lower body was that of a snake. His clothing was fairly simple - gold earrings, a gold breast plate, cauldrons and wristbands, and a sapphire pendant hanging from a cord around his neck. His coloration was very similar to Brooklyn, red skin and white hair, but rather than horns his face had an almost dragon-like appearance, ridges of spikes almost forming a crown. What also struck Theo was that, outside of the London Clan, Zafiro was the only gargoyle he’d met that had feathered wings, the dark red outer feathers giving way to a brilliant white underneath. And while in Theo’s mind no man could compare to Brooklyn, there was no point in trying to deny that Zafiro was extremely handsome.
And that was before he’d even heard the gargoyle speak in a smooth rich voice with an accent that, despite himself, made Theo go a bit weak in the knees.
“Greetings my friend,” called Zafiro, easing the skiff to a stop at the end of the dock, extending his hand and gripping forearms with Brooklyn in the gargoyle version of a handshake. “Are you ready to depart?” And is this the young man I’ve heard so much about?”
Brooklyn nodded. “We’re ready. Zafiro, this is my boyfriend, Theo. He’ll be coming with us.”
“Hola, Zafiro.” Theo greeted the gargoyle as well, his fingers not even coming close to touching as they wrapped around Zafiro’s forearm. “Encantado.”
Zafiro’s eyebrows went up, a smile spreading across his face. “Igualmente, mi amigo.” He turned to Brooklyn. “Why did you never tell me he speaks Spanish?” He let out a warm laugh. “Oh, I like this one. Please, come aboard my friends, and we’ll be off.”
Brooklyn stepped into the skiff before offering Theo a hand and helping him in. After the two were settled, Zafiro used the long oar to push them away from the dock and out onto the lake. Once they were a little further out, Zafiro began to speak.
“Vocate venti fortunate, Ex ricae Oberonis, Et hic navis frugum regate, Ad trae Avalonis.”
As Zafiro finished speaking, a thick mist rolled over the lake and enveloped the skiffs. A few seconds later, they began to clear, and Theo’s jaw dropped at what he saw. Instead of a small lake in Central Park, they were roaring up to the shores of an island surrounded by nothing but water as far as the eye could see. Without the lights of the city, stars filled the sky, more than Theo had ever seen before. He felt Brooklyn’s hand on his shoulder, looking back at the red gargoyle and smiling as they took in the sight, leaning against each other as the water lapped at the sides of the boat.
Zafiro guided the skiffs between the high cliffs along the island’s edge to a dock where a number of skiffs were already tied off. As they approached, Theo spotted two people that looked to be waiting for them. One was a gargoyle with green skin, hair that looked to be some shade of dark blonde and two large horns curling back along his head. He was dressed in something that looked like a cross between Brooklyn’s own attire and a toga, crossing to one shoulder over his chest with a wide belt at his waist. Brown fingerless gloves covered his hands and most of his forearms.
In comparison, the woman next to him looked rather plain. She appeared to be an elderly Native American woman with long grey hair that reached almost to her waist. She was dressed in practical, comfortable looking clothes, her denim shirt tucked through a simple leather belt, her long skirt fluttering in the gentle breeze.
As they pulled up alongside the dock, Brooklyn tossed a line to the green gargoyle, hopping out of the skiff to help tie it off. Once it was secure, Zafiro and Brooklyn helped Theo out of the skiff, the old woman bowing her head to them in greeting.
“Welcome to Avalon. I trust you had a safe journey, Zafiro?”
The gargoyle bowed. “Yes, Grandmother. My trip from the Green was without difficulty. Though I must admit, I am eager to return. I would not leave Obsidian to guard our home alone for so long.”
Grandmother smiler. “Worry not. Lady Titania has dispatched Odin to watch over them until you return. Until you have departed, Lord Oberon has matched the flow of time here with the wider world.”
Zafiro smiled, bowing deeply. “Please thank the Lord and Lady on my behalf.”
Theo leaned towards Brooklyn. “Ok, I think I followed most of that.”
Noticing his words, Grandmother chuckled. “Time moves differently in Avalon. Normally, for every hour spent here, one day passes in the outside world. So, if you were to spend a full day on these shores…”
“We’d be gone nearly a month?!”
“Exactly. Who is your friend, Brooklyn?” She added, turning to the gargoyle.
“He’s part of our clan.” Brooklyn put his arm across Theo’s shoulder, holding him close. “This is Theo Hernandez, my boyfriend.”
Theo could feel himself blushing, affection for Brooklyn swelling in his chest. While he had come to consider himself a part of the Manhattan clan, this was the first time he heard anyone actually refer to him that way.
“Welcome to Avalon, Theo, and be at peace. All members of your clan are assured safety on these shores.” She turned to the other Gargoyle. “Gabriel, would you please show our guests to the castle? I will see that the plants are delivered safely.”
Getting nods from Gabriel and Zafiro, Grandmother vanished in a flash of light, the second skiff suddenly empty as all the plants stored inside disappeared along with her. Theo had seen some magic in his time with the clan, but it seemed like it was something he would never really get used to.
Gabriel turned towards the shore, waving for the others to follow. “This way, I’ll take you to the castle.”
As they walked through the forest and up one towards one of the cliffs surrounding the cove, Gabriel walked with Brooklyn, seemingly eager for news about Angela, Goliath, and Elisa. Theo kept pace with Zafiro, the gargoyle happily explaining to Theo why he had brought so many plants from the rainforest, the pair conversing in rapid Spanish. When Zafiro mentioned that Brooklyn had helped him with this trip many times before, Theo glanced at him, but Brooklyn didn’t seem to understand what they were saying even if he was listening, though given how he and Gabriel were talking up a storm, that seemed unlikely.
Not wanting to waste the opportunity to learn more about his boyfriend, Theo asked, “Why was Brooklyn always the one to come to Avalon? Wouldn’t he be missing a lot of time back home?”
“I asked him that myself once,” said Zafiro. “And Brooklyn isn’t the only member of your clan to make the trip, just the most frequent. He told me some time ago that it made sense for him to be the one to go, as the rest of his clan all had mates or jobs that needed doing back in New York, while as a bachelor he had more freedom to come and go when he pleased. I must admit, I was rather surprised when he turned down the last trip, but when he told me he wished to stay because he had someone important to him he didn’t want to leave, I was happy for him. Since you came into his life, Brooklyn is happier than I’ve ever seen him.”
Theo smiled warmly as they left the trees and reached the top of the cliff, offering them a clear view of the island and the castle in the distance.
“If there are no objections, we’ll make better time if we travel by air,” said Gabriel.
“No problems here,” said Brooklyn playfully, snatching Theo into his arms in a bridal carry, making the human laugh. “Ready when you are.”
Gabriel dove over the edge of the cliff followed by Zafiro. Brooklyn told Theo to hold on tight before running for the edge and diving off, spreading his wings to catch the wind and carry them into the sky, letting Gabriel lead the way. As they flew, Theo used his arms around Brooklyn’s neck to pull his head closer and speak so only he would hear him.
“Part of the clan, huh?”
Even with his already red skin, Theo could tell the gargoyle was blushing.
“Oh… well, uh… yeah,” Brooklyn stammered. “I mean, you live at the castle, and everyone already thinks of you that way anyway, and … and the clan, it … it just wouldn’t feel right without you in it.”
Now it was Theo’s turn to blush.
“And I want to be a part of your clan, for as long as you’ll have me.” Leaning up, he kissed Brooklyn on the cheek, having learned from past experience that a full kiss and flying didn’t really mix. “I love you, Brooklyn.” Leaning up to whisper in Brooklyn’s ear, Theo added, “And later when we’re alone, I’m going to show you just how much.”
Brooklyn’s blush was so hot it felt like his face was on fire, to say nothing of the way Theo’s words had his loincloth feeling quite a bit tighter than it had a minute ago. He returned Theo’s kiss, telling the human he loved him too, while also doing his best to while away the beginnings of an erection threatening to make him completely indecent. That was a situation he did not want to have to explain when they reached the castle. By the time they’d glided over the ramparts and down into the courtyard, Brooklyn had managed to calm himself down, though he couldn’t resist giving Theo’s rear a sneaky grope as he set him down, using his wing to hide his hand from view. 
There were two humans waiting for them when they landed. One of them was a man, his blonde hair going grey around the temple. The other was a woman with long grey hair, dressed in a blue dress and wine-red cloak, the pair looking like they had just walked out of a Renaissance fair. An olive-green gargoyle beast sat be the woman’s side, not unlike Bronx and Hudson back in New York.
“Thank you for showing our friends here, Gabriel,” said the woman, the Scottish accent in her voice carrying a regal air. “Brooklyn, Zafiro, so good to see you.”
The gargoyles bowed to her, and Theo did as well, deciding to follow their lead.
“It’s good to see you too, princess,” said Brooklyn. “Goliath and the others say hello. Elisa wanted me to ask if you and Tom were still interested in visiting the castle?”
She and Tom looked at each other, smiling, before turning back to Brooklyn. Tom said, “Katherine and I would be delighted to visit her old home, if you’ll have us.”
“Of course, princess,” said Brooklyn. “It would be our pleasure.”
“And who is your friend here?” asked Tom.
“Theo Hernandez,” said Theo, offering his hand, which both Tom and the princess shook. He jerked a thumb at Brooklyn. “I’m with him.”
“We’re, ah … we’re together,” said Brooklyn, and it was clear the gargoyle was blushing, especially when Theo reached over to take his hand.
Princess Katherine’s eyes lit up at his words. “Oh, congratulations, to both of you. That’s wonderful news!”
“I’ll say,” added Tom, chuckling warmly before adding in a playful tone, “It’s about time you found someone to settle down with, eh?”
Theo turned to Brooklyn, an impish grin on his face. “Exactly how long were you single before we met?”
That got a laugh out of everyone, including Brooklyn, even though he did have a bit of a sheepish look on his face at yet another reminder of his once perpetual bachelorhood.
“Please, come inside,” said Tom, waving them in. “The eggs’ll be happy to meet you. We’ve prepared a feast for your arrival.”
“The eggs?” asked Theo quietly while they followed their hosts into the castle.
Brooklyn laughed. “I’ll explain later.”
*************
There was a knock on the door, and Theo was surprised to find Zafiro standing in the corridor outside the chambers he and Brooklyn had been given for their stay.
“Thought I might tempt you with a treat from home,” said Zafiro, holding up a bottle in one hand and three glasses in the other. 
After the feast - which Theo had to admit, had tasted fantastic - the couple had retreated for some time alone, though so far that had just been some kissing and heavy petting through clothes. And as much as Theo had been enjoying himself, he was rather tempted to give whatever Zafiro had a try, not least because that would give him and Brooklyn a chance to calm down for a bit, then get back at it once Zafiro left.
“What a minute,” say Theo, recognizing the distinctive color of the liquid inside the bottle, “Is that really—”
“Tequila,” said Zafiro. “Home-brewed by my clan.”
“I’ll take some of that action,” said Brooklyn, taking a glass from Zafiro.
“Oh, what the hell,” said Theo, shrugging and taking a glass. “Gimme a blast.”
“I admire your spirit,” laughed Zafiro, “but are you certain. Gargoyle brewed alcohol is not forgiving.”
“If you knew how many times I’d heard that about tequila,” said Theo. He held out his glass. “Hit me. I can handle my liquor just fine.”
************
“Fuck, you are so sexy.”
Theo had climbed into Brooklyn’s lap, his glass forgotten on the table. Running his hands through Brooklyn’s hair, Theo pulled his head back to kiss and nibble at his boyfriend’s neck, grinding himself against Brooklyn. He could feel the tent in the gargoyle’s loincloth poking at his ass, his own erection trapped in his pants, pressed between them, their bare chests pressed together, Theo’s shirt piled on the floor.
“Is he always so energetic?” asked Zafiro, pouring himself another drink. By this point, what had started as a full bottle was half empty.
“Not like this,” said Brooklyn, moaning as Theo’s lips hit a sensitive spot. By now all three of them were felling a warm buzz, the room feeling much warmer than it actually was. “How much did he have, anyway?”
Zafiro looked at Theo’s glass. “I’d say about three sips.” He laughed, adding to Theo, “I did warn you it was strong, amigo.”
Theo nibbled on Brooklyn’s ear, pushing his trapped erection against the gargoyle’s belly. “Te quiero. Quiero a tu cuerpo junto a mi cuerpo. Te quiero desnuda encima de mí ahora mismo. Te quiero hacerte mi amor. Voy a chingarte hasta que pidas más.”
“Wh-aaAAHH! Mmphf… w-what did he say?” asked Brooklyn.
Zafiro smirked, swirling the tequila in his glass. “Something that makes me glad I brought three glasses.”
Brooklyn was about to ask what he meant, but didn’t get the chance as Theo, pulled him in for a kiss, shoving his tongue in the gargoyle’s mouth before pulling him into a heap on the floor. Theo broke the kiss, working his way down Brooklyn’s chest and stomach until he reached his belt. Theo hurried to undo it, pulling it free and practically tearing Brooklyn’s loincloth off, before flipping Brooklyn over and pulling his arms behind his back and lashing them in place with his belt. Once he was sure Brooklyn was secure, He rolled him over onto his back, leaving the gargoyle sprawled out naked on the floor, ten inches of stiff, hard dick sticking into the air.
Theo pulled away just long enough to kick off his pants and boxers leaving him standing naked and erect, staring down through his tequila-induced haze at his boyfriend’s sexy body, not caring in the slightest about the audience eagerly watching the two of them go at it. Dropping to his knees, Theo grabbed Brooklyn’s legs, bending the gargoyle up and spreading him wide, burying his face between Brooklyn’s cheeks and kissing his pucker, working his tongue into his now squirming, moaning lover, grinning as Brooklyn’s legs kicked cutely whenever Theo’s tongue rubbed over a particularly sensitive spot inside him.
While he watched the two having their fun, Zafiro set his glass aside, slowly removing what little he was wearing save for his amulet. From a slit where his human-like upper body and snake-like tail met, his penis slowly slid into view and into his waiting hand, the gargoyle starting to slowly pump his tapered, nine-inch penis as he settled in to watch the show.
When he’d decide Brooklyn was slick enough, Theo lowered the bound gargoyle, lining himself up and pushing into him, not stopping or slowing down until his penis was buried balls deep in Brooklyn’s ass, both moaning loudly at the penetration. Grabbing Brooklyn’s hips, Theo started thrusting in and out, his balls slapping against the base of Brooklyn’s tail, grinning hornily as he watched Brooklyn’s cock bouncing off his toned belly, precum starting to leak down the gargoyle’s abs. Theo moaned loudly when he felt Brooklyn’s tail unexpectedly slide between his cheeks and into his ass, the gargoyle grinning wolfishly at his boyfriend as his tail tickled the human’s prostate, making his cock jump inside him.
Theo was a bit to lost in his drunken haze and the pleasure of fucking Brooklyn to pay much attention to Zafiro, but Brooklyn wasn’t nearly as buzzed, and when he saw the other gargoyle jerking off, he beckoned him closer with a jerk of his head.
“Get over here and let me get a taste of that.”
Zafiro didn’t need telling twice. He moved onto the floor, positioning himself and slapping Brooklyn playfully with his dick, smearing his cheeks with precum before thrusting down into the gargoyle’s mouth, the feeling of a warm, wet mouth around his penis making Zafiro moan, his hands roaming over Brooklyn’s chest as he started fucking his face. Luckily for him, the only problem he’d have with his mate Obsidiana was that she’d be disappointed she didn’t get to watch or join in.
Determined to make Brooklyn cum first, Theo took one hand off his hip and grabbed his cock, giving him a strong squeeze that had Brooklyn moaning around his mouthful of dick. Jerking Brooklyn quickly, making sure to pay special attention to those secret spots only he knew about, Theo angled his hips to hammer into Brooklyn’s prostate, the red gargoyle quickly being overwhelmed by all the feelings running through him. The taste of Zafiro’s cock. The hand on his dick. The cock up his ass. And the shear naughty exhilaration of getting fucked by his boyfriend in front of someone else. It was all just too good.
Brooklyn came with a cry, his cock jerking in Theo’s hand as he covered himself in his own seed, a few shots even managing to hit the bottom of his snout. Brooklyn’s legs were kicking as he came, his toes curling in sheer, mind-melting pleasure. The feeling of his boyfriend’s ass milking him so hard pushed Theo over the edge, his head falling back as he cried out, emptying a load into Brooklyn, the gargoyle’s tail pressed firmly against his prostate, prolonging his orgasm. Zafiro wasn’t far behind, the Mayan gargoyle’s wings spreading wide as he hissed in pleasure, pumping shot after shot of cum down Brooklyn’s throat, the gargoyle’s mouth quickly filling up, the excess running down his cheeks and dripping onto the floor.
Theo fell on his ass on the floor, Brooklyn sprawled out with the human’s dick still buried in his ass, leaking onto his belly. Zafiro slowly pulled out, leaving Brooklyn panting for breath, his tapered penis still fully hard.
“I glad he has you,” said Zafiro. “Brooklyn was alone for a long time; It’s good that time is over. Whenever we came to Avalon, I always thought it would be fun to offer him some relief, but we never did.”
“You wanted to have sex with him?” panted Theo.
“Si.”
“Oh, fuck. I want to see that,” said Theo, practically growling. “I want to see you fuck him right fucking now. It’ll be so hot!”
Zafiro arched an eyebrow at Theo. “Are you certain? I won’t say no, but I don’t want to impose..”
“I’m sure. Fuck him,” said Theo. “Fuck him hard and make him cum.”
That was all Zafiro needed to hear. Grabbing Brooklyn beneath his arms, he pulled the gargoyle to him, Theo’s cock sliding out of his ass and making them both moan. Zafiro’s snake-like lower body curled around Brooklyn’s legs, and combined with the belt holding his arms behind his back, he was utterly helpless in Zafiro’s clutches, and that thought had Theo hard again in moments.
Zafiro angled himself under Brooklyn’s tail and thrust up and in, hilting himself inside Brooklyn’s cum-lubed backside and starting to hump away at him, hard and steady. Brooklyn’s erection returned quickly as well, already dripping onto the floor, the Scottish gargoyle moaning loudly.
“Zafiro! Zafiroooooo-mmph!”
Brooklyn’s moans were cut off when Zafiro raised a hand and held his mouth shut, leaning forward to nibble on his ear.
“Shhhhhh, my friend. Just relax. Relax and let me take care of you. I know what you like.” Zafiro grinned. “Let us put on a good show for your lover.”
Zafiro’s free hand curled around Brooklyn’s penis, starting to pump him in time with Zafiro’s thrusts. Brooklyn’s eyes rolled back in his head, his hips trying to hump into Zafiro’s grip, only to be held immobile by his tail and completely at the other gargoyle’s mercy. He gasped when Zafiro’s thumb started to tease the head of his dick, stars dancing across his vision as Zafiro kept bringing him to the brink of orgasm, only to ease him back down and start all over again.
As hot as this was to watch, Theo couldn’t stand being on the sidelines for very long. Crawling over to the rutting pair, he moved Zafiro’s hand away and slid his mouth down Brooklyn’s cock, his boyfriend starting to buck and moan as Theo started bobbing his mouth along all ten inches of Brooklyn’s penis, sucking him like he was trying to swallow the gargoyle’s manhood whole. Zafiro certainly seemed to be enjoying Brooklyn’s renewed struggles, especially the way it had his ass flexing and squeezing around his cock.
“You know, it seems a bit unfair that you get to watch me and Brooklyn having our fun,” said Zafiro. “So how about when I’m done with him, the two of you trade places, and we give Brooklyn a little show?”
It might have just been all the alcohol in his system, but Theo’s cock was so hard it hurt at that suggestion. Apparently Brooklyn liked it too, because the Gargoyle quickly tensed up, his cock jumping in Theo’s mouth and feeding him a load of hot gargoyle cum.
Theo leaned didn’t stop sucking, even after Brooklyn’s orgasm was over, jerking his cock and playing with his ass while he watched Brooklyn squirm and shake in erotic torment, smiling drunkenly at the way Brooklyn was trying to beg; whether for more or for mercy, he couldn’t say.
But there were still plenty of hours left until dawn, and until either the tequila or multiple orgasms laid him out, Theo didn’t have any intention of stopping any time soon.

