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Chapter One
“Hey, look out!”
Avric Christian looked up, but not fast enough.
Boink!

A bullet of pain shot between his eyebrows, and his hands flew to his head. He



didn’t catch his fall; instead his body crumpled, his vision blurring, white pages raining
down on him. Grumbling under his breath, he found himself on the ground, his ears
ringing and his sunglasses half twisted off his face.

As his vision cleared, a blond Apollo came into view holding a...football?

“Hey, are you okay?” A broad hand pressed against his forehead.

Avric looked up, ready to complain, but gaped instead, his mouth flapping like a
fish tail. He leaned back on his elbows and groaned.

The god hovering over him pushed down on his shoulder. “Hey, you better lay
there for a sec. You really got pinged.”

Pinged? What kind of word is that?

Yet the guy was even more good-looking up close, and he smelled nice. Blond
bangs fringed china blue eyes, and his lashes were made even more golden by the
sunlight. Concern was evident in the downturn of his well-shaped mouth, a kind
expression that made him seem generous.

“Hey, do you know your name? Where you are?”

Avric forced himself to look away from those startling blue eyes. By the look of
this guy’s powerfully built physique, he had to be a jock. And even with Aric’s limited
experience, he knew jocks weren’t the sharpest pencils in the pack. He liked a guy who
had some brains, and this one’s vocabulary told Aric he didn’t have too much going on
upstairs. Aric swatted the dude’s hand away, then ripped off his damaged sunglasses and
waved them in the guy’s face. Showing anger was better than showing any kind of
attraction. That would be too humiliating. “These cost a fortune.”

That generous mouth now quirked up into a smile, making him appear not the



least bit regretful. “Sorry, but you walked right between us.”

“You hit me with your fucking football, and you say it’s my fault?”” Aric snapped.
Then he gasped, eyeing his lab notes sailing across the glade. His stomach plummeted at
the sight of all his hard work flying into oblivion. All his sexual attraction hurtled from
his mind as he scrambled to his knees. “My papers!”

Another powerful shove on his shoulder, and Aric plopped back down onto the
grass.

“Stay put; I’ll get them.”

Aric watched in fascination as the god dodged flying Frisbees and leaped around
barking dogs and students reading on the lawn, scooping the papers into his hands. His
graceful movements reminded Aric of someone; he had seen those moves before... Oh
fuck! That jock happened to be the big man on campus and a Heisman Trophy candidate.

Stu Hamilton, the university football team’s wide receiver, certainly could move.

Aric stared at the rounded ass flexing so deliciously in snug jeans. A faded black
T-shirt barely held in straining biceps and a well-defined chest. All lean, mean, and
muscular. His mouth watered at the sight, and a spasm rippled across his groin.

He had one hell of a hard-on.

Not good. No, not good at all.

It had been too long since he had a guy in his bed, and this was too damn
embarrassing. Besides, he had enough on his mind without thinking about sex. He pulled
out his half-rumpled shirt and covered his bulge.

Aric half crawled toward the grassy area shaded by the overhead palm fronds. He

rose and, still wobbly, leaned against the trunk for support. He took in a few deep breaths



and tugged down the hem of his shirt. Stu Hamilton would consider him to be on the
lowest level of the food chain...most likely a cockroach. The dude was straight and a
magnet for every available bimbo on campus. His reputation with girls was as widespread
as his sterling reputation as a football player.

Stu approached, all smiles, holding the pile of Aric’s hard-earned work. Once Stu
got close, the heat radiating off that sculpted body enhanced his true scent. Aric’s acute
sense of smell dissected the layers of crisp notes: musk and vanilla with undertones of
aromatic spice, all hidden beneath a layer of pure male sweat. It bothered him how much
detail he could discern with just his nose, something he wouldn’t have been able to do
just a few months ago.

“Here you go. | think that’s all of them.”

Avric blinked back to reality.

Stu handed him the unruly pile with a blinding smile. “I’m really sorry. | hope
you didn’t lose anything.”

“Just a few brain cells,” Aric grumbled, rubbing the swelling on his forehead, the
lump growing bigger by the second.

Stu scratched his head and pointed to the papers. “From the looks of what’s
written there, 1’d say you can afford to lose a few.” Then he laughed, a clear rumble deep
within his chest.

Aric’s cheeks flushed at the sight of that nice, solid chest.

Stu reached out to touch Aric’s forehead. “Wow, looks like you’re going to have
one big goose egg.”

Aric flinched. “Don’t...I1 don’t like to be touched.”



Pulling his hand away, Stu narrowed his eyes but kept his winning smile plastered
on his face. “Sorry.” He shrugged, but didn’t move away. “I’m Stu, by the way.”

Avric lowered his lashes, avoiding that probing gaze. He tugged at the end of his
braid, flipping the tail back and forth. Jocks made him nervous and jumpy and stupid.
He’d been bullied enough in junior and high school. The memories of being pinned
against his locker by their large, hard bodies, his body reacting to all that muscle and
heated anger came rushing back to him.

“Yeah, | know who you are,” he replied, his voice tight.

Avric tried to sidestep away, but Stu stepped into his space, effectively blocking
his way. He held his breath while staring into those too-blue eyes, willing his heart to
slow down. But sparks of tension blew apart all thoughts in his head. This guy was
standing too close, his size too imposing. Feeling trapped like an animal, he didn’t move
a muscle.

“From the tone of your voice, it seems you don’t like me. That’s funny, because
we don’t even know each other.”

“I know your type,” Aric muttered, looking down at his feet.

“You always stereotype people?” Stu touched his arm before stepping back.

That single touch from the hunky Apollo was just too much. Aric pushed past Stu
and rushed across the glade, not daring to look back.

Stu yelled, his powerful voice booming across the lawn. “Hey, your glasses.”

“Trash them.”

Aric broke into a trot, the sunlight hurting his eyes. Hugging his papers to his

chest, he hurried toward the lab, his sanctuary. His breath gushed from his lungs, and he



shivered. Fear nudged a warning deep in his gut. Not that he’d always had intuition worth
heeding. As the months had passed, he’d discovered he had new abilities. Abilities that
were a poor reward for what he was about to become. His secret was deadly serious and
deadly inconvenient for making friends or, for that matter, ever thinking of taking a lover.

He skipped up the steps to the entrance of the Life Science building and stopped
to catch his breath. He rubbed the bump on his forehead, finding it to be larger than he
expected. Despite his cloudy head, everything around him seemed brighter, sharper,
clearer, and he felt as exhilarated as he did when drinking blood.

Surely this heighted awareness couldn’t be because of Stu Hamilton. That
encounter couldn’t have been why he felt so excited. He had far more important worries
than satisfying his dick with fantasies over that jock. Real problems -- problems a hot
football player could never imagine.

But then a twinge of regret squeezed his heart, startling him.

It’s not like he had a chance with someone like Stu. The guy was straight. Or if he
did sleep with guys, then he was bi. Both red flags in Aric’s rule book of dating. He had
learned his lesson with his last boyfriend, a straight guy who went back to his girlfriend
after months spent fucking Aric silly.

Shaking his head, Aric erased all thoughts of Stu from his mind. What was
important was tonight. Thankfully his professors left him alone in the lab, trusting him to
seek their opinion when he needed it. His teaching duties took him into the classroom
twice a week but left plenty of hours for his own research.

The answers were somewhere in the formulas scribbled across the pages he

cradled protectively in his hands. He just had to unscramble, rearrange, think outside the



box, and see the truth in his mind’s eye. All scientists used their power of intuition.

A smile played along his lips. He was so close to a breakthrough. He sensed it in
every cell of his body. Tonight he would begin the first test on a subject. Not a rat or
guinea pig or any other creature, but a living human being. Himself. All he needed was to
get the correct combination of the cell vector and the cell mutation.

Avric looked up at the sky, the faint outline of the ghost moon visible on the fabric
of blue expanse. He had one week until he’d be completely transformed. One week to
perfect the formula. If he didn’t, Aric the human would cease to exist.

“Hey Stu, toss the ball.”

Stu tore his eyes away from the slim figure dashing from the glade. The guy’s
lithe body glided with the elegance of a gazelle: long, slender legs with sleek muscles
meant for grace rather than brawn; his braid flapping behind his back; the sunlight
sparking blue-black highlights off his jet black hair.

Stu sighed, sweeping back his shaggy bangs. He needed a haircut, but football
season was over, and he enjoyed the loosening of the rules. He had a few months of
freedom until training camp would start. He pitched the football in the air.

Nick Carlotta easily caught the ball and grinned. “Nice throw. Maybe you should
try out for my position next year.”

Nick approached Stu, his six-feet-three frame coltishly loping across the grass.

“Then what would you do?” Stu chuckled. “You’re not good at anything else.”

Star quarterback and Stu’s best friend, Nick slapped Stu’s back a tad harder than

usual. “Yeah, and you’re such a prize. So, that was a dude, right? | couldn’t tell.”



Stu smiled at Nick’s comment. That dude definitely had to be gay. He was also an
obnoxious snob. One of those nerds who thought his smarts gave him permission to be
rude. “Yeah, I didn’t know at first with that long braid,” he replied with a snicker.

“You thought he was a girl at first, didn’t you?”” Nick jabbed his elbow into Stu’s
side. “You were all set to flirt with him.”

“Shut up. Okay, so | was. But you have to admit, the guy looks girlish. He’s one
of those brainiacs.”

He frowned, looking past Nick toward the path where the nerd had disappeared.
From the gibberish scrawled across the sheets of papers, the dude must be a science
major. He hadn’t even thanked him for saving his precious work.

“Let’s go grab a beer,” Nick said, tossing the ball between his large hands.

“Maybe later. | have a report to finish for lit class. | better get on it.”

“Hey dude, it’s Friday night. You have the weekend to write your paper. Party at
Jason’s.”

“Yeah, yeah. Text me the address. I’ll be there.”

“Amy’s been asking about you. She broke up with her slacker boyfriend.”

Stu half listened, not caring about Amy or any other girl. He waved off Nick’s
attempt at hooking him up with a date. “I’m not interested in getting serious. Why give
up my freedom?”

Nick looked at him, tapping his finger to his lower lip, a habit when he wanted a
different answer. “Since I’ve known you, you’ve never dated a girl more than a month.”

“Not everyone finds their soul mate before the age of twenty.”

Nick shrugged. “I’ve known Gina forever.”



“Hey, you two are great together. Don’t get me wrong; it’s just not for me. Not
now, anyway.”

Nick let out a gush of air as if to say he had enough. “Too busy studying dead
poets. No one is going to live up to your romantic nonsense.”

Stu picked up his satchel and slung the strap across his chest, signaling that the
conversation was over. He waved good-bye to Nick and headed for the library. The
encounter with the nerd-boy left him restless, and he wanted time alone to cool his head.
And the surprising heat between his thighs.

But what a vision that brainiac was. A small mole beneath his left eye accentuated
his dark-lashed hazel eyes. A straight nose accentuated a generous, pouty mouth.

A beautiful face and...sweet.

| never saw so sweet a face
As that | stood before.
My heart has left its dwelling place
And can return no more.

Although John Clare’s poem didn’t account for the guy’s vicious tongue. When
they had stood under the palm tree, Stu had the urge to smother the will-o0’-the-wisp
body, overpower that cool aloofness, and break it apart. But there was something else. He
had a niggling feeling that something wasn’t quite right with the guy. He sensed the fiery
anger in those deep golden-green eyes, but also fear.

Why am | obsessing over some snobby nerd-boy?

Standing so close to him, he’d caught a whiff of cinnamon, musk, and citrus, his

sense of smell always keener than that of his friends. The exotic fragrance reminded him



of dark secrets. Nick was right; he’d been studying the Romantics far too long. If his
teammates could read his thoughts, they’d laugh him out of the locker room. But he’d
never been struck by such a beautiful face -- a beautiful face that seemed to be in trouble.

Just thinking about those exotic, almond-shaped eyes, that thick ebony braid, the
slender waist and slim hips, made him hot. From what he could tell, the guy’s body was
all sharp angles that matched his sharp tongue, and from what was scribbled on those
papers, he had a seriously sharp mind too.

Intriguing. Sexy.

Nah. Bad news.



