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Chapter One

 


“Wonder what would happen if this
thing came to life?” Andrew Green smoothed the cotton cloth over
the statue a second time. The marble, a work from ancient Greece,
had captured his attention from the moment it had been brought into
the restoration studio. He thanked God the rest of the staff had
gone home for the night. If the professors saw him touching and
fondling the statue, he’d be tossed out of the School of
Art.

Andy shifted his hips and adjusted his pants.
He’d been working on cleaning the dirt from the statue for the last
two days. His cock pressed against his zipper. Just touching the
marble made him hard. He groaned.

“You’re a handsome man,” Andy
said. He rubbed the cloth over the statue’s bare ass. “Hard. I
wonder what you’d sound like. Gruff voice?” He wrung out the cloth,
then washed the statue’s butt again. “I like a man with a gravelly
voice. Then again, I like men who pay attention to me.” He lightly
scrubbed up and down the man’s back. His thoughts got the better of
him. Guys didn’t tend to notice Andy. He was the one they saw past.
“You’re a good friend,” he said, “but not boyfriend
material.”

Any other time, he’d have felt stupid for
talking to himself. No, he was talking to the statue.

“Would I be enough to be boyfriend
material for you?” He stopped cleaning the statue and rested his
hands on his hips. “I’d love to be yours. I’d kiss you. Touch you.
Learn every inch of you. We’d fuck on every available surface of my
apartment, then start all over again. We’d run out of condoms
before we ran out of steam. We’d fuck until we
collapsed.”

Andy tossed the rag into the warm water, then
stripped off his gloves. Did the temperature spike? The room was
supposed to be zone controlled to keep the heat and humidity level.
He scrubbed his hand across his forehead. If he talked to the
statue for much longer, he’d be whipping out his junk. Anyone could
walk into the restoration room, despite the late hour. Did he
care?

A little.

He gazed up at the man who’d factored into his
dreams, then shook his head and walked back to his desk. The hours
he’d spent cleaning the statue and the fantasies he’d had washed
over him. He needed a break. Maybe he’d go to the restroom and rub
one off, then finish working for the night. Or he could just head
home and masturbate to a dirty movie to get his mind off the
hypnotic statue. No, the need to be in the same room with the
statue drew him back to the marble. He touched the chilly surface
once more.

“I would so allow you to fuck me,”
he murmured. “To fill my ass with your cock. You could spank me.
Pull my hair.” Andy brushed his fingers down the chiseled torso of
the statue. He massaged the bulge in his pants with his free hand.
His blood surged through his body. Oh yeah, he’d have to stop in
the restroom to whack off. “I want to taste you and please you.
Hell, I’d be happy if you were real.”

Andy stepped onto the stool and
opened his hand on the statue’s abdominal muscles once more. He
pressed a kiss to the statue’s lips. Instead of the chill he
expected from the marble, his hand and lips touched warm skin. Andy
recoiled, jumping off the stool and stared up at the face of the
athlete. “Oh, fuck.”

The man inclined his head. His deep-brown eyes
sparkled and his mocha-colored hair slipped over his
brow.

“There is no way you are real.”
Andy jumped away from the statue. “Can’t be.”

“I am more than you realize.” The
man stretched his arms, his muscles rippling with each move. “Thank
you. I hated that pose.”

Andy wobbled on his feet and grappled for the
nearest chair. He sat down hard on the wooden chair. He’d moved.
The statue broke free from the pedestal and stood before him. No
freaking way, but the thing had moved and talked. “I’m losing my
mind. That’s what it is. Caffeine overdose and too many hours
working. It’s a figment of my imagination.”

“I do not know what this caffeine
is, but I am quite glad you freed me.” He tugged Andy to his feet
and then captured Andy in his arms. “I believe I am in your debt.”
The gold and green flecks in his eyes sparkled and the corner of
his mouth curved. “This is very exciting.”

“I don’t know how you could
possibly be in my debt.” Despite wanting the man to hold him, Andy
wriggled free from the man and collapsed on the chair. He continued
to stare at the living statue. The more the man moved, the more
animated he became. The dark hairs on his chest filled out a bit
and the veins in his arms became more prominent. Twin tattoos
encircled his biceps. When the man turned around, the sheet draped
in front of his cock and balls slipped free. A tattoo of wings
spread across the width of his shoulder blades. The man embodied
sex on legs—in the flesh.

“I am Kratos, God of power and
strength. Your power has freed me from Medusa’s ugly trick. I am
indebted to you.” He knelt at Andy’s feet and placed his hands on
Andy’s. “Now I am making you my celestial mate.”

Celestial mate? Sure, he wanted
the guy—Kratos—if he remembered right, but a mate? He barely knew
his name! And what the hell was a celestial mate? Gay marriage—if
that’s what he meant—was legal in Ohio, but would anyone believe
him if he said he wanted to marry a statue?

“You can’t be… I don’t know what
to do with you. You can’t stay here in the studio.” Andy thrust his
fingers into his hair and began to pace the length of the room. “My
professors will want to know what happened to you. They’ll kill me
if you disappear. You’re supposed to belong to a playboy from
California.” He’d be kicked out of the School of Art if the statue
came up missing. The thing was worth over a hundred million
dollars.

“Kill you?” Kratos tipped his head
to the side. He stepped over the drapery around his feet and strode
nude to where Andy paced. “Who wants to kill you?”

Andy paused and then sighed. “There’s so much
you have to learn.”

* * * *

Kratos stretched again. Shock radiated around
his brain. He’d been freed. No more frozen time in marble. He swept
his gaze over his champion. “Tell me your name.”

“Andy. Andy Green.”

“Very good, Andy.” He loved the
way Andy touched him. So gentle and sure. He could have those hands
on his body forever. At least now there was a chance he could
actually have a forever without the marble. “Where am
I?”

“You’re at the restoration studio
at Kent State University.” Andy sat up. Apparently when he talked
about his job, he became more animated. The color returned to his
face. His pale-blue eyes sparkled and he brushed his blond hair out
of his eyes. “I was given the task of cleaning you.”

“You have done well.” Kratos
nodded to the chair. “That is a chair?”

“Yes.” Andy sprang from his seat
and tugged the wooden chair toward Kratos. “Sit. Make yourself at
home.”

He wasn’t sure what the expression meant, but
Kratos perched on the chair. “How did I get here?” He needed to
know everything. He also needed to gaze upon his new friend. He
liked tall but strong men and Andy fit his requirements.

“You were sent to the school for
restoration and will be here until the owner comes to retrieve
you.” Andy sat opposite him and rested his elbows on his knees. He
folded his hands. “Doug Sheldon inherited a ton of money and used
it to trawl the Aegean Sea. How he got the permits to do so is
beyond me. Anyway, on one of his expeditions, he found you. He
couldn’t clean you, so he sent you here. He’s been very adamant
about getting you back. He said something about you being
priceless. I thought so, but that’s because you’re a Greek
original. There aren’t many of those in such good condition.” He
stopped talking and his eyes widened. “I bet you didn’t want that
huge, long answer.”

“I am grateful for your help.” He
loved the sound of Andy’s voice—so soothing. “How many years on are
you?”

“I’m twenty-three.”

Kratos assumed Andy was young. He matched
Andy’s position and rested his elbows on his knees. He wasn’t sure
who the man Doug was, but he’d guess Doug knew something about his
curse.

“Okay.” Andy stood. “You can’t
stay here. I’m still not sure what I’m going to do with you because
they’ll want to know where the statue went. They’ll assume I broke
it. If they see a guy running around…” He glanced over at Kratos,
hunger in his eyes. “I’m not sure what to do.”

“Do you have some … clothing?”
Kratos waved his hand in front of Andy. “Something like you
have?”

“I’ve got a change of clothes in
my car. I don’t know if they’ll fit you, but anything is better
than running around nude.”

“Nude can be freeing.” If he had
his way, he’d strip the odd clothing from Andy’s body and learn
every bit of him.

“Freeing, but it can get you
arrested. Public nudity is against the law on campus.” Andy
grinned. “Give me a minute or two. My car’s in the back
lot.”

“Car?”

“Ah—it’s like a chariot, but
without the horses.”

“Interesting.” He had so much to
learn. He’d been able to observe some things, but not enough to
venture out on his own. Andy would be invaluable, and not just as a
guide.

Andy picked up keys. “Stay here. I’ll
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