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Chapter One




Webbed hands and webbed feet as birth defects, I typed in the search engine on my phone. Still nothing except for results about sea creatures, ancient lore, and the like. I rolled my eyes and sighed.

Why did I doubt my parents, now that I was older? I browsed through more snapshots of the sea, and I frowned as soon as the longing hit me again. Freshwater was probably good enough, but saltwater was even better. I’d always had an inexplicable desire to be in the water. Mom was the same way, except I’d been too fearful to try, while she hadn’t been. Dad was the only normal one of the three of us, and Mom seemed resentful about it without explaining why. But both of them had warned me I’d turn into an ugly beast if I dunk myself in a body of water. It’d been during my childhood years, so, of course I knew better now that I was older, but the fear of being in the water had stuck with me to this day. Besides drinking it, showering was the only way I could tolerate water because it involved standing freely with a balance. Baths were definitely out of the question.

A chime notified me of a new email. Why did my heart flip so intensely with anticipation whenever that happened? Of course, I never knew who it was from until I checked the push notification on my phone, but nine times out of ten, it was from Stan Murray. He was the cause of my feeling that way. Whenever it was from him, my heart jumped even higher each time. At twenty-two, I was probably too old for the schoolboy-in-bliss act, but I couldn’t control how intense I felt. It was like I was possessed, except I wasn’t since possessions didn’t exist.

It was Friday morning in early September, much earlier than I normally woke up. I lay naked in bed with my room door shut while my roommate was probably still asleep. I hadn’t slept a whole lot last night from the intense anticipation of finally getting to meet Stan in person.

The smile that crept up on my lips probably looked goofier than intended. It happened every time I read anything from him. It was definitely a distraction from mourning over the loss of my special blanket that an ex of mine had stolen from me, a much-needed blanket I’d had my whole life as a secret, suddenly as gone as he was. It’d been similar to Mom’s that Dad had hidden somewhere, according to what she’d once told me behind his back.

I brushed off the thoughts of my special blanket to focus more on Stan. If only we could switch to calling or texting instead of relying on emails or online chats, but he insisted phone numbers weren’t safe to communicate with anyone.

I hit play on the message because I was one of those types who liked to listen to words rather than read them, hence my love for audiobooks. That said, there were times when simply reading was more convenient, like in the case of an emergency or being in a rush.

“How are you, Mitch?” If only the robotic male voice could be replaced by Stan’s real one, whatever it sounded like. “I keep reading the physical description you gave me about your looks. Thank you for being very detailed since it’s all I have to go by, not that looks are everything since we’ve chatted for the past few months without me knowing anything physical about you.”

That was one of the things that made him such a beautiful person. Of course, he thought that way because he didn’t know about my birth defects of webbed hands and webbed feet. Despite my being attractive and in shape, my luck with guys usually ended over that. It had taken me lots of counseling to accept myself, and I wasn’t going to lose any progress over the common negative reactions from people.

“It made me upset about what happened to you when you sent your pics to that one guy you dated,” the robotic male voice said. “I would never share them with anyone if it’s any consolation, but I understand your trust issues.” I tried hard to picture Stan saying it to me directly, and I imagined how much more special I’d feel just hearing his real voice telling me what I wanted to hear.

If only I’d been bold enough to send Stan a photo since he’d sent me one, albeit half his face was in dark lighting. Sadly, revenge porn was no joke, lesson learned. Why risk a G-rated face shot anymore when it could even be doctored onto a headless porn star? I’d relied heavily on deep descriptions ever since, and while it was clearly enough to pique his interest, I feared I could still chase him away with my deformity.

“I admit I love that you have brown hair and brown eyes. And you have a hint of a tan. Do you burn easily under the sun or do you get nice and brown? Just curious. You also sound like you have a sexy body, and I bet you go to the gym a lot. But, even if you didn’t, you’d still be beautiful in my eyes.”

I smiled more widely. I’d never met a guy who felt that way about physical appearances since the others would’ve cared more about looks. I had to admit I’d been guilty of that.

“I like that you sleep naked too. I wonder what it’s like to cuddle with you while naked, me as the big spoon. Maybe it could lead to more if I accidentally rub against you from behind.”

While twitching, I lowered my hand to touch myself, still wishing I could hear Stan’s real voice saying all that to me. He never failed to make me melt and feel horny at the same time.

“Your family is from Puerto Rico, right? But you and your parents were born in Michigan? I think I remember you telling me that. Even though race doesn’t matter to me, I admit I have a special thing for Latinos. I bet you look exotic.”

There was nothing exotic about me. That was just the stereotype talking. I didn’t even speak Spanish, and my parents hardly did as well. I shrugged it off, though.

“I get hard just thinking about what you could look like. I bet you have nice lips too. I’m sure you know they’re not just for kissing. Do you have a warm mouth to satisfy me? Mmm.”

I stroked myself a little, but I didn’t want to get off at the moment. I wanted to save it for Stan. What was it like being made love to by him? Ever since I’d met him, I’d fantasized about being kidnapped and owned by him, to be used for his sexual pleasure and to be loved too. It would happen without me ever being able to see his face because the mystery was such a turn-on, and it was why I was glad I hadn’t seen his face clearly. Of course, I never expected that particular fantasy to come true. Sure, Stan had once mentioned locking me inside his house so no other guy could try to take me away from him, but that was clearly a joke, and he’d winked at the end of his message to show that he’d been joking. He just wasn’t like that at all, and it was probably for the best he wasn’t. There were dangerous people out there, after all.

“I wish I could make love to you. I’d make you feel so good that you just might want more.”

I chuckled at the coincidence of his saying what I’d been thinking as if he’d read my mind. The more the robotic male voice said all that, the more it made me wish to hear Stan saying it to me in his real voice. What would it be like, and how much more powerful would it feel?

“You already know I’m a total top, but I hope that still isn’t an issue. I would be so sweet and gentle with you, maybe only a little rough as time goes by. You said you have a nice bubble butt. I’m pretty big down there, much bigger than you from the size you told me, but I think you can handle it. That’s a good thing because it means we’re sexually compatible, don’t you agree?”

I suspected we were sexually compatible. Even though I wasn’t a total bottom, I did prefer to be the bottom more than the top. It really worked out for us, after all.

“I think you would want to be mine, wouldn’t you? Me being inside you is like making you mine and no one else’s. I like to think about it as me marking you. I also like it raw but that just means you get to have a meaningful part of me inside you.”

Sometimes, my heart couldn’t take any more of Stan’s words the more I consumed them. His words consumed me in return, making me fully erect, and they made me want to give so much of myself to him, maybe even my all. I’d be his in a heartbeat. I’d let him have his way with me anytime he wanted, even by force. Maybe I was screwed up. It wasn’t like any of my fantasies would ever come true, anyway.

“I’m getting so turned on right now. I’ll behave and change the subject.”

I stopped playing with myself and frowned a little, but I still enjoyed his nonsexual words just as much.

“So, your full name is Mitch Egan Velez, huh? Thank you for telling me your middle name. Is it just me or do your first and middle names together sound almost like Michigan? Was that intentional?”

Yes, my own parents had named me Mitch Egan before realizing I’d be mocked and called Michigan by others while actually growing up in Michigan, mostly cousins around my age. They made for a crappy combo and only made my parents look like overly patriotic Michiganders. It was so crappy that it fit all too well with my equally crappy social experiences of looking like a freak, hence the reason I’d been homeschooled until I’d graduated high school. Stan’s last name was Murray, so he probably hadn’t gotten picked on for it. Lucky him.

“For what it’s worth, I think it’s a pretty cool name that you should never be ashamed of. I like that it’s unique, just like you are.”

Oh. That was a first. No one had ever said that before. I knew there was another reason I was drawn to Stan. He’d accepted me from the start with no conditions, and his words and interest continued to pull me in.

“It made me upset to hear that you’ve been bullied over your name. You don’t deserve that. No one should ever mess with you, and if we were together, I’d protect you at all times. Any man who hurts you would be sorry for doing it if you were mine. I don’t care who the man is, but when someone messes with a guy I’m with, let’s just say he’d better run.”

My heart turned into a molten mess, and it always did from the things Stan said. He was different from the others. He was real.

“I also don’t like to share my guy, and you already know how jealous I can get if I feel like a guy is a threat.”

Oh, yeah. I remembered when Stan and I had chatted online with other people, and a guy had flirted with me a little. As harmless as it’d been, it had still sent Stan over the edge, and the guy had never shown up again. It was what I liked about Stan, that he’d protect me from guys who tried to steal me away from him, even though he and I were technically not in a relationship. We were more like implied boyfriends, so to speak.

“You’re a very special person to me, Mitch. I’m glad we decided to finally meet. I don’t care if I live way up in Wisconsin and you way down in Michigan. You’re worth the distance. You want to spend the rest of your life with a guy, just like I do, and just because we always want to spend time together doesn’t make us clingy. Never forget that, okay? I told you this multiple times that your clinginess toward me doesn’t bother me. We just want to be attached to each other forever, that’s all. That alone is good enough for me. All the rest about you is just icing on the cake.”

There he was again, working his magic on me with just words, words I wanted and needed to hear. Sure, I’d fallen for every line each and every time because, well, I didn’t know why, really. Most guys had wanted just sex, and I supposed I should’ve been lucky to be a looker. Was it really luck, though? I couldn’t maintain a successful relationship without being able to find the right guy. I wasn’t codependent or anything, more like I wanted love to make my life more fulfilling than just dating indefinitely. Though I did feel intensely codependent with Stan, and for just one day with my ex, John Locke, right after he’d stolen my special blanket.

“I would never cheat on you or get bored of you like the other jerks did to you. They didn’t appreciate the beautiful guy they had in their lives. If I could make them vanish forever just so I can protect you and take your pain away, I would. But I’m here now to show you what you haven’t had but need.”

I smiled, feeling lucky to have found such a fiercely protective and loyal guy.

“Remember when we met online for the first time over the summer? Do you really think it was a coincidence that we connected so fast and naturally? I don’t think so. Yeah, it was the stories we wrote that connected us, but our connection grew beyond that. We’re so much more to each other now. I think it’s fate, don’t you? I’ve met so many people on the server, but I never thought I’d find someone special and beautiful like you. You’re the only one on there who knows my name since everyone else just knows me as A. Monster, so that tells you a lot, doesn’t it?”

I twisted my lips into a blush-inducing expression, and the memories struck me hard with an intense feeling like electricity. When I’d met Stan, I’d found his uncreative, catchy pen name to be quite the corny pun to coincide with his smile-inducing charm. We’d met on a private chat server for writers, where we could share stories for the harshest but most helpful critiques, always constructive. While I wasn’t the greatest writer, he’d seen enough potential in the few shorts I’d shared to want to chat directly and help me out a bit, one-on-one. He was a published author, after all. He refused to say whether he was successful, but he was most likely just modest about it, since he had to have made a decent amount of money to write for a living.

“Thank you for giving me a chance. I remember you telling me how much you fanboyed me in secret before we chatted in private. You wanted to meet me, and I made your wish come true.”

I had to admit that Stan’s writing still captivated me. The way he described the murders in all his stories showed me he was experienced in the horror genre, but really, it was the poetic way he expressed the narrative with a kind of romantic twist I rarely ever saw male writers pull off. Or maybe I was just biased and felt a magical connection with him the more we chatted daily. Who knew?

What I did know, or what I at least felt, was that his stories told me something about his life. I’d read them all and found them to be intimate. I didn’t know a lot about his personal life, but I suspected there’d been darkness in it, more than he’d let on. He always skirted around answering any questions about his personal life. Maybe the more I got to know him, the more he’d tell me.

“I know you can hardly see my face in the one pic I sent you, but I have a feeling it won’t matter to you what I look like. That’s what makes you so beautiful to me. That’s what actually made me agree to come see you.”

What would it be like to meet Stan? Would we get along just as great as we did online? Would there still be chemistry between us? A little part of me wanted to see his full face, while a bigger part of me didn’t because the mystery continued to intrigue me. I’d eventually see it when we met in person, though. Most people would probably think I’m crazy for meeting him after only a few months because of the distance and not knowing too much about him, but why wait when I already felt like I knew enough about him? Okay, so I had to admit that I could’ve probably learned a lot more, but that only gave us more to talk about in person, right? Besides, it wasn’t like we’d met on a hookup app.

“Anyway, I’m leaving the house now. I hope you’re ready like I am, Mitch. You wanted forever, didn’t you? I’m finally giving you the chance to have that. I promise your life will change forever with me in it. Message me back, please.”

By that moment, I felt drunk from Stan’s words, especially in combination with his photo. Those dark eyes with the kind of allure that made me desperate to be lost in them without reason. He seemed like he had a tan, but the photo was kind of dark to tell. Though just half of his face was more than enough for me to know—to feel—he’d be my type.

Enough to agree to meet him in person tonight.


Chapter Two




After messaging Stan back earlier in the morning, I hadn’t heard from him all day, but I also knew he was driving a distance of about ten hours or more, assuming he’d taken I-94 East. In my reply, I’d spilled my intense emotions tied to his equally intense words, as usual, and I’d given him the details of where we’d meet in person.

It was evening, and I reached the small coffee shop down the street that I always visited, one where I sat and listened to audiobooks for hours through my earbuds whenever I wanted to get away from my noisy apartment in downtown Detroit. Sometimes, the noise drowned out the voiceover, especially whenever my roommate listened to her music at a loudish volume. This time, however, I wouldn’t listen to an audiobook. I’d meet Stan in person just like we’d planned. Well, technically, he’d planned it, but I’d agreed all the same.

I took a seat at my usual spot and sipped my pumpkin spice latte, still mesmerized from people-gazing and wondering if their lives were better than mine. Sometimes, I envisioned myself in their shoes and guessed how their lives would be. Wealthy in disguise? Shy but quirky? Wildly adventurous but not rude? It made for good character creations, that was for sure.

I cast my eyes on the wood tiles lining along the floor of the cozy place. How many footsteps had paced around there to wait in line for coffee or to browse the magazine rack? Yet it was always polished because the owner was just that type of person.

I grabbed my phone and checked myself once more through the camera. Barely any gel, just enough to style my short hair. I told myself that Stan would find me attractive. He did like brown hair and brown eyes, after all. I also had some scruff on my face that I didn’t like to shave because it made me look boyish, and I definitely wasn’t manscaping my body. The hell with that trend. The only issues I had were my hands and feet, but I continued to tell myself that he was different. He accepted me unconditionally. So, why was I worrying about my looks when none of that stuff even mattered to him? Maybe the fact that it wasn’t a local meeting gave me a little more anxiety than I’d thought. Every guy I’d met had been local, so meeting Stan was a pretty big deal.

I wished he’d wear a mask, though. I didn’t want the mystery to end just yet. I’d fantasized about him having his way with me while not knowing what he looked like, sometimes never seeing his face at all. Silly, maybe, but true. Seeing his full face would ruin everything, after all. I had no choice but to see him because he was on his way, and I’d never stand him up over something so childish.

Oh, but Wisconsin. And all the way up past the central region near Lake Superior. It wasn’t an issue for him, but was it for me? How would it actually work if we hit it off? Would he be enthused enough to drive roughly a half day to see me often? My cheap car had recently broken down. It’d been more of a chore maintaining it than anything else, so I’d have to take the bus or train to see him, which might’ve or might’ve not been longer. Why did we have to live so far away from each other? The best ones were always the farthest away, or so it seemed.

“Looking for a hookup like a naughty boy, I see,” a familiar male voice said to me from my left side, startling me.

I looked up and rolled my eyes at one of my many exes standing there with a little smirk. I could tell he thought I was wasting my time with dating. I knew him all too well, and the hookup remark was sarcasm since he knew I didn’t typically hook up.

“What do you want, John?” He still smelled like musk and woods, a scent that I’d had to adapt to during our time together. Even when he showered, it never went away, like some kind of permanent cologne.

Ugh, what a thief, though. Sadly, I had no proof to report him for it. Why had he stolen my special blanket? It hurt way more than the breakup. He’d been the first person to discover it after Mom had told me never to tell anyone about it, not even Dad or the rest of the family. It’d been brown and thick with short and dense fur like a seal, and it was comfy and kept me warm during the winter. I’d never understood why it had grown along with me. How could blankets grow to fit as the person aged? It didn’t make sense to me. Mom had insisted it was a special material from somewhere foreign, but I’d grown a bit more skeptical about that explanation as I’d gotten older. Thankfully, I no longer lived with my parents, even though they still warned me about the world with their crazy paranoia.
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