
















For everyone whose bodies need a little extra help to get to where they’re supposed to be.




ABOUT




Elliot is just trying to keep it all together when a creature of legend crash-lands in front of him one stormy night. Though he’s huge and intimidating, Elliot has to admit that his unexpected guest is also sweet and kind—but can he trust him? Can Elliot let himself…want him?




Content Warnings: graphic sex scenes, mention of transphobia and homophobia (not shown), mention of drug abuse and minor confrontation with an intoxicated person, estranged birth family, death of a family member (not shown), some depictions of anxiety and depression (mild).




Tropes: hurt/comfort, one bed, forced proximity, monstrous peen, fated mates, found family






CHAPTER ONE

Bedtime Stories




ELLIOT

ANOTHER WAVE of water swelled, sloshing over the side of the tub and soaking into me and the pile of soggy towels already covering the black and white tiles.

“Izzy!” I groaned, choking as some of the soapy water tried to make its way into my lungs. It was a rookie mistake; a pro would never open their mouth at bath time. I reached into the sudsy water and yanked out the rubber drain stopper before he could get me with another surprise attack.

The squirming child stilled, beaming at me and fluttering his wings inside their protective bonnet. His antennae jutted forward, wiggling, the spitting image of my mate. I sighed, my heart already softening at the sight of his joy. 

“Izzy, my sweet boy, light of my life,” I sighed as I stood to take down the detachable shower head to rinse off my son and get him out of the tub, “how many times will we need to have this conversation? Water needs to stay in  the bath, bud.” 

“Daddy, you don’t understand. I don’t try to splash the water out!” His antennae flattened against his head, the beginning of a pout tugging at his little lip. “I don’t know why it happens. I promise I’m not bad.”

I sighed, gently rinsing suds from his neck ruff—also just like my mate’s—so that none of it wound up in his eyes or mouth. “Of course you’re not bad, honey,” I said soothingly, being careful of the bases of his antennae, which were very sensitive, “but the water keeps winding up on the floor when you take a bath. I know you get excited but it’s a lot of extra work for me and Papa when we have to clean half of the bathwater off of the floor—”

“Which is why,” my mate said from the doorway, his hands on his hips while he speared our son with a stern look that made me tingle, thinking of how he turned that look on me just before doing something delicious, “you will be helping us to clean up this mess, Isaiah.”

Izzy whined as I worked on getting him rinsed off, throwing a heated glance at Bis, my mate, over my shoulder. Once Izzy was sud-free, I lifted him out of the tub and toweled him off with one of the few dry towels left in the bathroom until he was nice and fluffy.  

“Alright love, I want you to pick up all these wet towels and put them in the laundry basket,” Bis said, his voice firm but gentle. Izzy whined, his antennae drooping dramatically, but he did as he’d been told, scooping up the dripping towels and tossing them into the basket with wet slaps. 

Once all of the towels were picked up, I handed Izzy a wad of rags and had him get the nooks and crannies around the tub and against the wall while I mopped up the rest. That done, the three of us headed to the laundry room, Bis carrying the heavy basket, where we had Izzy load up the washing machine with the wet towels. Our hope was that if our son understood the work involved in cleaning the mess, he might not make it so often. Besides, he was four now and more than capable of doing some cleaning.

The washing machine loaded and running, I scooped up our now-grumpy son and followed Bis into Izzy’s room. While me and Izzy had been in the bathroom, Bis had been busy in here, turning on the lamp, turning down the bed, and getting Izzy’s sound machine all setup and ready for him. 

“That wasn’t fun, Daddy,” Izzy grumbled as I set him down on his bed. “Don’t make me do that again.” Like the bed I shared with my mate, Izzy’s bed was bowl-shaped and had special cutouts for his wings, allowing him to sleep without damaging them.

I chuckled, combing back Izzy’s damp black head fur with my fingers. “Well, imagine how me and Papa feel having to do that all the time. Maybe the next time you think about playing explosions in the tub you’ll think about what it was like to clean all that water up, hmm?” I leaned down, peppering Izzy’s face with loud, smacking kisses until the little boy was wriggling and shrieking with laughter. I planted one last kiss between Izzy’s quivering antennae, then stood to tuck him into the blankets. “Bedtime, kiddo.”

“But I’m not sleepy yet!” Izzy insisted loudly, flinging his blankets down his body to pool on his legs. “I want a story.”

“Alright, love. What story would you like?” Bis asked, walking over to his little bookshelf. I prayed he wouldn’t ask for Marvin again—if I never had to look at that crudely drawn elephant again it would be too soon.

“I want to hear how you and Daddy met and fell in love,” he announced, and I paused, darting a look at my mate. His face mirrored my emotions: light dread mixed with apprehension and not a little bit of hesitation. Our story was not for young ears.

I tucked Izzy back in, settling on the side of the bed, next to the wriggling feet of our son. Bis settled next to me, putting his strong velvety arm around me and tucking me close against his side in a way that still made me melt. 

I did like our story overall. We’d just have to keep all the steamy details to ourselves. 

“It was about five years ago now, not long after I had started working at a lighthouse,” I began, heart so full of love for my family it ached. God, I’d been so different then…








CHAPTER TWO

The Meet Cute




ELLIOT

FIVE YEARS Ago, Eastern United States




It was fitting that when my world ended, I’d find myself at the end of the world.

It wasn’t all bad though, truth be told. Something I was learning was that things just needed to end sometimes. And as much as I loved my family, there were a lot of ways they weren’t loving me. 

I’d finally come out to them, had had The Big Talk, and it had gone exactly as well as I’d thought it would. I hadn’t wanted to tell them just yet, had wanted to wait until I had more savings squirreled away and I was further along in my transition, but my mom had found my T and syringes while “cleaning” and I’d had to come clean or let them think it was drugs. 

In hindsight, they might have been cooler with the drugs.

I did what I had to, and got the hell out of dodge. Couch surfed for a while, trying to get my feet under me, until I’d found the posting for this job tucked away in a weird corner of a job website. “Lighthouse attendant wanted. Room and board included. No experience required! Competitive compensation!” It was fishy—who even knew being a lighthouse keeper was still a thing anymore?—but I was desperate.

Leaning back in one of the two chairs that had come with the wobbly old table that had come with the place, I took a sip of my sleepy-time tea and stared at the shelf I kept my plant babies on, their grow lamp still bathing them in its odd red-and-gold glow. I didn’t like thinking about my family, but on nights like tonight, with a bad storm threatening and no one around for miles, it was harder to keep them away than it was to just let them rattle around in my skull.

I sighed, scratching at the three days’ worth of stubble on my pale cheek. I was nearly a year into this gig, and I hadn’t decided yet if I loved it or hated it. The creepy studio apartment at the top of the lighthouse that was the “room and board” included in the deal was hard to love, but the solitude and peace it afforded me were nice. Sure, it also doubled as the maintenance room and was riddled with pests and drafty as all get-out—but it was free, and it was mine.

But the pay really was fantastic for what was basically a seat-warming position. The lighthouse wasn’t used anymore, but it was a major draw for tourists in the sweet little village five miles down the road, so they liked having someone living in it to act as a security guard/maintenance worker/character actor to protect their investment. Apparently, before the tourism board bought it it was a hotspot for hookups and raves. Lots of graffiti, lots of damage, lots of visits from the cops. Earl, the guy who hired me, said they tried having someone working here in a more traditional capacity—leaving for the evening and coming back in the morning—but people broke in at night and trashed the place. They decided it would cost less to have someone live in the damn thing than it cost to keep fixing it up.

So here I was, probably the last lighthouse keeper in America, all by his lonesome, brooding like a goddamn poet instead of getting ready for bed. There was just something about tonight that had me feeling…itchy. Unsettled. Was it my anxiety? Depression? Maybe the double feature? Whatever it was, it was pissing me off. I wanted to sleep, dammit.

Before I moved here, I used to use a sound machine that played ocean sounds to help me get to sleep, and it was truly criminal that living right up against the goddamn ocean didn’t work as good as that shitty little box. Some nights the tea helped, or taking melatonin, but tonight it was doing dick-all.

I sighed again, slamming down the last of the tea and setting the empty mug in the beat-up farmhouse sink to clean later. I ruffled the short dark brown hair at the back of my head.

“Fuck it,” I muttered, grabbing my ratty black hoodie and the keys to the service room. I decided what I needed was the fresh salt air and to feel the wind on my face for a while. 

I didn’t know how other lighthouses were set up, but from the minute I walked into this one on Cape Pointe it felt like a fever dream. The huge reinforced double doors down at the base opened into a kind of lobby that had a gift shop and a ticket booth for the tours. Then it was up and up in a nauseating spiral, little windows letting in light and a sliver of a view, until you hit the door marked “private” that led to my apartment and the maintenance stuff—tools and supplies for keeping the old girl running. Then it was another couple of rotations up before you hit the machine room—a freaky and hard-to-walk-through little hellscape that the owners had set up. It was originally the service room—meaning all of the shit that ran the light part of the lighthouse was there—but they’d wanted to make it tourist-friendly, so they’d set up all these tight walkways through it made of thick clear acrylic sheets with placards talking about what it all did. There was a door tucked near the back that was kept locked that let me and other technicians in to be able to get to the machinery. The whole thing had to be an OSHA violation and probably against several fire codes, but in the eight months I’d been here no one had come in to try and shut it down. Then, all the way at the top, was the rotating light in its housing, with the outdoor gallery wrapping all around it.

I climbed the stairs up, thankful yet again that I never took up smoking, to the gallery, a perfect spot for pretty pictures for the tourists’ socials. But it was also my favorite place to go when I was off the clock and wanted to chill and think.

I threw open the door to the gallery and wedged it open behind me with a brick I’d brought up here for this exact reason. I had the keys, but I didn’t trust anything on this old bastard to work the way it was supposed to. And if I got trapped out there…well, better safe than sorry, right? So, brick. 

I settled down on the ground and stretched my long legs out in front of me, pulling my hood up to keep my ears warm. It was still technically summer, but it was getting cold at night, especially when there was a storm blowing in, like tonight.

I tipped my head back against the glass wall behind me, closing my eyes and taking deep breaths of the cold salty air, letting the sound of the waves and the faint flecks of water kicked up from the ocean wash over me. The wind and wetness seemed like they were getting a little stronger now, and I realized my time out here was going to be limited. I probably didn’t have long until the storm hit. 

For some reason, that made me really sad. It wasn’t fair that I couldn’t even have this one thing, this time out here on the gallery just for myself. Where I could just…close my eyes and set myself free. I liked imagining myself unfurling, like I had wings or something, and being able to leap off of the thick metal rail that encircled the gallery and just fly away to somewhere better, somewhere I could be truly free.

I was happier here than I was back with my family, sure, but that was like saying I was happier freezing to death because it was less painful than being on fire—I wasn’t actually happy, just less miserable. There was still something missing, and I couldn’t figure out what it was. I got time off twice a week and got to see my friends, my found family, and we talked all the time outside of that, so it wasn’t like I was lonely. But there was something like loneliness that kept me up, that made it so that some mornings I woke up and I just ached.

According to my phone, only about twenty minutes had passed before I felt the first icy drop of rain on my face, splatting onto my nose and making me flinch. I wiped the offending drop from around my thin silver hoop nose ring and clambered to my feet.

As I headed back to the propped-open door I heard a strange noise that made me pause. It was…high-pitched, this noise. Squeaky, but oddly growly at the same time. It didn’t strike me as mechanical, or electronic, but it was too weird to be from an animal or a person. Unless they were really fucked up. I swallowed, my pulse ratcheting up and my eyes going wide to scan the darkness. I held my breath, listening hard for anything over the moaning of the wind and the crashing of waves. Maybe…maybe it was like, a bat or something?

There—there it was again, but behind me now, with something else rhythmic, like flapping. I spun, trying desperately to figure out what the fuck that was and where it was coming from. 

The lighthouse lamp still worked, and it was kept on most of the time even if it wasn’t really necessary anymore with fishermen able to use stuff like GPS. It was swinging around toward me, and I kept my eyes glued to the slice of the night that was being illuminated in its slowly spinning beam, trying to find what was making that noise. If it was an animal there was nothing I could do, but if it was a person then it sounded like they needed a doctor or something. 

I’d seen enough horror movies that featured white people too eager to investigate mysterious shit at night, so I resisted my Caucasian urge to run all around the gallery looking for whatever it was and calling out, but if someone needed my help out there I couldn’t just abandon them. So I compromised and kept my mouth shut but didn’t go back inside. Just in case. 

I don’t know how long I was waiting out there, getting hit by gusts of wind carrying icy rain and salt spray, but I was just about to give up when I heard the sound again, louder than it had been so far, then saw something large and dark crash into the glass on the opposite side of the gallery, caught in the beam of the light too briefly for me to tell what the fuck it was. But it definitely wasn’t an animal; there weren’t any birds that big around here.

My promise to avoid being a stereotype forgotten, I stuffed my phone into my jeans and stumbled over to where I’d seen the…whatever it was…land. 

My heart was hammering in my chest when I rounded the curve and got my first look at what had crashed on the gallery. They were fucking huge, way taller than my five feet ten inches, and bulky with what had to be muscle, from the shapes, though the weird clothes they were wearing made it hard to tell. There was some sort of cape thing spread across their back, black like the rest of their clothes. 

“H-hey man, you alright?” I called, not quite stupid enough to get close enough to touch them. “Do you need me to call a doctor?”



