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Blurb

Collin Crane is a man of
unusual talent. Really unusual. Too weird for the Guinness Book
unusual. On the fifty-year plan to a doctoral degree in physics,
and a quiet quest to understand his own oddities, Collin clings to
obscurity. This superhero has learned the hard way that it's better
to be safe than sorry.

Enter Mathias Giraud,
football hero, local cop, and CC's secret fantasy since high
school. Mat's a simple man with a hero complex fostered by comic
books and Marvel movies. Saving the world is his fantasy, but since
his roots are firmly planted in Morrisonville and reality, he'll
settle for protecting and serving. Until he clashes with CC at the
local convenience store and is reminded of his own high school
crush.

When marshmallows are
involved, the course of true love is bound to get
sticky.
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Story Orgy Superheroes: A
Man of Unusual Talent


Chapter One

Don’t Waste Your
Time

 


“Hey.”

“Yeah.” CC didn’t look up
from the book he was reading. He’d just gotten to the interesting
part…where he kept getting stuck on the theory and lost the whole
concept. Quantum physics was way above his pay grade, but it just
might hold the secret to, well…his secrets.

“Pump nine ain’t pumping,
dude.”

“Huh.” Putting a strip of
cash register receipt, which proved he’d paid for his cigarettes
three days ago, in the crease of the book to mark his page, CC
glanced up. Going out and messing with the pumps wasn’t something
he wanted to do, not while he was alone in the store. “Let me
check.” His gaze automatically went to the window. The area was
well lit, and practically deserted, which was his favorite part of
working the night shift. All the pumps except nine were empty.
There, a battered, rusty old Jetta had stopped at a slight angle so
he couldn’t read the plates. “How about you just pull up to
number ten and give that one a shot?”

“Can’t. I swiped my card
already.”

Something flickered in the
teen’s expression as he met CC’s gaze. CC found himself flinching
in reaction to that micro expression. What had it even been? The
kid’s face was still sober, his eyes a little red, as though he’d
spent the night either crying or smoking dope.

“I can fix that.” CC
sniffed the air cautiously. No odor of bud clung to the guy, and he
was so small and thin that CC could probably take him one-handed,
which was saying something, but… “Okay. I cancelled the sale on
nine. Pull forward to ten and you should be good.”

He turned his attention
back to his book but fear prevented him from finding the train of
thought he’d been following. “Damn it.” Warmth flooded his
fingertips and he bit his lip, hard. Not
now. Please. Not now. Raising his head, he
stared blankly out the window. He’d spent years learning to control
his…talent. He even sneered inside his head when he thought it;
that was how awful it was. Since he’d lost his focus, he decided
now was as good a time as any to put that out of order sign on pump
nine. Let Deana deal with fixing it in the morning when she had
extra staff. That was the negative to the night shift. You were
alone from basically midnight to five am. Five hours of blissful
solitude. Just him and the closed-circuit TV cameras.

When he opened the door,
he realized at a glance that the teen who’d entered the store
wasn’t alone. CC hesitated for just a moment. It was well after
midnight, and self-preservation said it might be best to just wait
‘til the two young men had left before he put up his
sign.

He stood in the doorway
for a minute, watching.

The second kid wasn’t any
bigger or taller than the first. If anything he was more waif-like
and fragile looking. They both wore dark hoodies and black jeans.
Their faces were whitish blurs in the distance, but he could tell
they were talking…and they kept glancing back at the door of the
convenience store.

That was enough for CC. He
could wait. No point in messing with potential trouble. He tossed
the sign on the counter and went back to his book, flipped back to
the beginning of the chapter to start over.

The door jangled
open.

“Argh,” he muttered under
his breath, glancing up. He froze as he saw the two teenagers
walking toward him, one looking determined, and the other a little
red-faced and frantic. “Can I help you?” He made his voice as cold
as the panic he felt would allow.

“You’re him, aren’t you?”
the first boy said, while the second ducked his head and toed the
ground.  

CC tensed. Yeah…he got
that the boys weren’t here to rob the place, at least they weren't
giving off any dangerous vibes. Not that his vibe meter was what
you could call fully functional, but he’d learned… God how he’d
learned to be wary.

“Him?” he asked politely,
straightening to as tall as he could, puffing out his chest, and
squaring his shoulders to take up as much space as possible. That
was how animals intimidated one another, and… He immediately felt
like a shit heel as the shyer boy took a step back and the one
who’d spoken flinched. Holding his ground was feeling an awful lot
like being a bully, and he didn’t like it. CC took a deep breath
and forced himself to relax.

“Collin Crane.” The teen
grabbed his friend’s hoodie, as though preventing him from fleeing.
“I knew when I came in before you looked familiar. I’ve seen your
picture every day for the last four years. You’re still number one,
man.”

Dread. His old friend and
longtime emotional companion jumped him in a savage embrace. “I
don’t know what you—”

“No one
has ever figured out how you did it, or been able to top it. That
was the senior prank to end all senior pranks.”

The two boys were staring
at him now, and he knew he looked like an idiot, mouth gaping open
then shutting as he struggled to find something to say while at the
same time trying to keep his…talent…under control, because that
was the absolute last thing he needed. “Well, it was a long time ago,” he finally
offered lamely.

“Tell us how you did it.”
The second youth finally spoke up. “How’d you get all those
marshmallows into the second floor boy’s restroom without anyone
seeing you?”

 


***

 


Acrid, cleaning fluid
odors stung his nostrils. Mathias tried to breathe through his
mouth. He pushed the button to let the window down a crack, blow
away some of the smell. Dillon was such a freak about germs, he’d
wiped down all the seats and the entire dash with Lysol wipes
before getting into the cruiser. How he’d survived childhood in
their cheerful unapologetically messy mom’s house, Mat couldn't
understand. Maybe the clean freak was a rebellion against the mess
they’d grown up in.

Scenery flashed by. Or
crawled… Dillon managed to keep his speed at just under the thirty
mile per hour limit. The radio crackled occasionally, but not with
anything they needed to hear. Mat focused his attention out the
window again. Houses, mostly dark. A few security lights. Very
little traffic. Typical for Morrisonville on a Thursday night.
Nothing to do but drive the same ten mile circuit endlessly, making
sure the parks were empty, that no one was breaking into the high
school. That was the priority for the next three weeks.

Senior pranks. Twas the
season.

Mathias squirmed on the
seat. Had to piss. He cast a glance at his partner. Dillon was such
a hard-nose. “Hey…how about you pull into that gas station over
there? I got to take a leak.”

Dillon’s lip curled, but
he swung the patrol car into the convenience store parking lot. “I
told you not to get the grande coffee at Mabel’s. Good thing it’s
dead tonight.”

“Want anything while I’m
in there?” Mat paused with his hand on the door latch, cocking his
head at Dillon. Guy wasn’t so bad…just a walking encyclopedia of
procedure and a nitpicker. He gave out more jaywalking and broken
taillight tickets than any cop on the force.

“No eating in the squad
car.” Dillon turned to face him, lips narrow and tight, radiating
disapproval.

“You know…if you weren’t
my brother…” Mat shoved the door open with unnecessary force. The
captain was punishing him…all because he’d missed last Sunday’s
dinner with the family. Well, Pop should learn to separate work
from personal. Riding with Dillon for a week was going to be
torture. If Pop…Captain Giraud, head of Morrisonville’s twenty-five
man police force…made good on his threat to force his grandsons to
ride together for a month they’d be lucky if the both of them
survived.

Shaking his head, Mat
slammed the cruiser door as forcefully as he’d opened it. A poster
on one of the convenience store’s huge plate glass windows boasted
of sixty-four ounce sodas in refillable Hulk, Hawkeye, Iron Man,
Black Widow, and Thor cups. Mm. I
need to go see that new movie. “I’m
getting a soda,” he called over his shoulder to Dillon as he opened
the door. “Can I get the restroom key?”

His gaze automatically
surveyed the interior, noting it was deserted except for the
cashier…a cute little guy named CC he vaguely remembered from high
school…and two hoodie-wearing teens. “Everything okay tonight, CC?”
he asked. Not that he expected a negative answer; it was just that
Collin Crane looked a little freaked. The two kids weren't any
bigger than Collin and weren’t familiar to Mat, so he figured they
weren’t troublemakers. Generally he’d had dealings with most of the
town’s rowdy teens.

“Yeah, fine, these two
were just getting gas. Thanks for coming in, fellas.” CC stepped
back, grabbed the restroom key off the hook, and tossed it to
Mat.

Mat caught the keys,
watching the boys leave without speaking. “Seriously, CC. Those
kids giving you trouble? I can talk to them.” Something about the
smaller man…regret probably, for ignoring the way the kid was
bullied in high school…made him feel a little protective. It was
weird, but Mat had learned a lot since he’d turned his back on
bullying when he was a kid. Then he’d thought it was enough that he
didn’t participate when Jake and Thorn and the others messed with
the younger kids. Now…social guilt? Whatever. He was a better
person at thirty than he had been at fifteen.

CC looked up, cheeks
flushed a little, lower lip trembling. “No…it’s okay. They just
wanted gas.”

“Okay. I’ve gotta go, but
I want a Thor cup when I get back.” He nodded and walked toward the
narrow hall lined with empty boxes which led to the
restroom.

“You a
fan of The
Avengers?” CC called after him.

Mat paused and glanced
back over his shoulder, letting his smile widen. “I’m a huge fan of
Thor…that is one well put together man.” He was still chuckling
over CC’s strangled response when he closed the restroom
door.

 


***

 


Don’t waste your
time.

He remembered Mathias
Giraud from high school. Who wouldn’t? Athlete, scholar,
popular. Handsome. Untouchable.
Elite. “He’s not gay. Wasn’t gay in high
school, isn’t gay now.” CC glanced at the Thor cup…golden hair,
piercing blue eyes, lovely square jaw…bulging muscles… Chris
Hemsworth really was well put together. Maybe some straight guys
could appreciate that too.

“Uhem.”

Realizing he’d been
staring at Thor, CC jerked his gaze up, and felt the heat in his
fingertips again. Mathias Giraud was back from the restroom,
holding out the key. “Yes?” He reached for the key. Giraud pulled
it back, and CC whipped his hand behind his back before freezing.
Mathias hadn’t been one of those jerks in high school, but teasing…
The warm buzz in his fingers turned to a full on tingle.
Damn it. No!

“Are you a fan?” The keys
rattled as Mathias gave up on CC taking them and just let them fall
to the counter.

CC watched them fall in
slow motion as his heart hammered painfully loud.
Control yourself. One… “Of Thor?”

“Yeah. I’m a big fan of
superhero movies. This one opens next weekend.” Mathias stared at
CC expectantly.

CC stared back. He was
really busy trying not to make a total idiot of himself, but it
almost sounded like Mathias Giraud was hinting at something. Like
maybe he wanted CC to ask him to the movie? On a date? He
shuddered. “No.”  

Once upon a time, he’d
been enamored of every superhero from Batman to the Power Rangers.
Every pair of underwear he’d owned from birth to age ten had been
imprinted with some sort of superhero emblem. Even in junior high
he’d had a large collection of Batman and Spider-Man T-shirts. He’d
broken his arm trying to fly like Superman at five. Broken his nose
trying to perfect his own version of a batarang at nine.

He’d outgrown it
though…the fascination with superheroes sometime between sixth
grade and freshman year, when it became damned clear that no Clark
Kent was waiting in the wings to save him, or anyone else for that
matter. He was damned sure over it completely senior year. By the
time he’d run into the second floor boy’s bathroom to escape Frank
Conrad’s bullying, Collin Crane knew the only one he had to count
on for a speedy rescue in life was himself.

“Uh…okay. Can I get my
cup, please?”

Oh shit. Right…just keep
dreaming. “Oh, sorry. Yeah.” He smiled
lamely. His fingertips felt like they were on fire now. “Long
night.” He handed over the cup and pretended to be doing something
with the paperwork while Mathias went and filled it.

“What do I owe
you?”

“Nothing.” CC didn’t look
up. He couldn’t bear to see mockery or amusement or pity in Mat’s
blue eyes. “Management policy. Deana wants to encourage our men in
blue to stop by frequently to discourage…um…stuff from
happening.”

“Okay.
Well…then how about it? You want to see Age of Ultron with me when it comes
to the Baynard?”

What the ever-loving fuck?
Not just go to the movie with him, but at their local theater no
less? Where everyone could see them? “No,
thanks, not a fan of men in tights.”

“So, asking you to go to
the Nutcracker recital next year is out of the question too,
huh?”

Plop. Plop.

“No,” he said miserably,
focusing his gaze on the restroom key. The wood block was grubby
and worn from use. He meant it more as a reaction to the events
Mathias couldn’t see…below the counter, but he could see that Mat
took it personally.

The other man stiffened,
his face going still. “All right then. Thanks for the soda, but
Captain Giraud would have a fit if he thought his crew was
accepting bribes, however small.” He dropped a dollar on the
counter and left.

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Two

He was better than
that.

 


“No! Oh Jesus…” Snapping
from fantasy to reality as he choked on acrid smoke, CC slapped
frantically at the spark, jumping back and shoving his finger in
his mouth as it burned. The gray fabric of the passenger seat was
blackening, turning a glowing orange. What seconds before had been
a tiny dot of ash…the glowing cherry from the tip of his
cigarette…was now well over the size of a quarter.
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