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STRUGGLING TO STAY on his feet, Travis coughed trying to take a breath with the bag over his head. It stank of sweat, spit, and dust and he cursed every second he was forced to wear it. Two of his fraternity brothers manhandled him through the woods where he would be left to find his way back out as his final trial.

He was spun around to make him dizzy and pushed to his knees. "Your destination, ma'am." One of the other guys laughed and several other guys joined in the laughter. "Count to a hundred and take your fuckin time. If we catch you before then, you're outta the fuckin running."

"Yes, sir!" Travis screamed at the top of his lungs as he'd been ordered to do since he started Hell Week. Thankfully, this was his last day of torture, the thought giving him the strength to continue to shout the countdown until his throat was sore and finishing was a relief. He pulled the sack off his head and frowned with he saw a caricature of a woman's face in full makeup drawn on the front.

'Jason has sucked more cock than I probably ever will. You'd think he'd be less homophobic.' Travis shoved the corner of the sack into the back pocket of his jeans. It was a fraternity relic that couldn't be lost; which was why it stank of generations of poor saps like him.

Looking around, Travis tried to get his bearings in the dark woods. It was easy to spot where he was practically dragged and pushed to the ground but other than that, he was completely lost. He thought he heard movement nearby towards the sound of running water and he knew that following the small stream would lead him back to campus since one of the most popular dining areas was near the water. The walk would take hours, though, and Travis groaned in anticipation of a dirty, sweaty evening.

'I better hurry.' He thought, hoping to make the most distance he could before dark. 

On the uneven ground, Travis struggled to keep up a steady pace; having to stop and reorient himself more often than he'd thought. By the time he could hear the river clearer, it was nearly dark and the vivid blues and oranges of the twilight made his heart beat faster.

‘I think I'm lost.’ He panted and as if he jinxed himself, Travis' ankle rolled and he ended up on all fours in the mud.

"Fuck!" His voice echoed off the trees and he glared at his ankle as if it conspired with the fraternity brothers. Travis scooted himself back until he could lean against a tree and gather himself. Now it would take all damn night to get back to campus. He wondered if the connections the fraternity would provide for his future were worth this much bullshit.

"If you're this clumsy, you shouldn't be out here."

When Travis looked up, he knew he must be dizzy from the pain. There was no way that voice came from the shirtless, horned man standing over him.

"Nice costume, dude." Tavis chalked it up to his disorientation and pain when he saw the guy had thick fur from the waist down and short, curved horns on his forehead.

"Perhaps snark isn't the way to ask for help." The guy smirked down at him before crouching down to eye level. "It isn't safe to be alone and injured in the woods at night. Even if your kind has encroached so far with your boring stone and metal buildings. Why are you out here?"

"Just trying to find my way back."

"That doesn't answer my question."

Travis sighed, knowing how stupid it would sound to someone outside the situation to hear it was his fraternity brothers who dumped him out here and told him to walk back in the dark as his final test. "It was a challenge."

The man's black eyes twinkled and his smile made Travis feel a fluttering where he really should given his precarious situation. "Oh really? I do love a good challenge. And how are you doing?"

Travis felt the cold around him sink into his bones. "I'll be fine." He tried to stand but his ankle reminded him he was in no shape for a long walk.

"Not well, I see." The man tilted his head and Travis could see his ears were pointed. "You're the only human around and that's dangerous. There are plenty of things around here that would love to devour you."

Confused, Travis looked around. He knew this close to campus, most of the animals stayed away. But there was always a chance...

"I could help you," The man looked down at him with a mischievous grin and Travis noticed how sharp his teeth were. "For a price."

Travis rolled his eyes. "I don't have much money on me."

"Don't insult me with money." The man got closer so they were eye to eye, his grin widening. "I'll make you a deal: I'll heal you and send you home and in return, I will come in a week for my payment.

Travis sighed, taking in his situation; lost in the woods at night with a strained ankle. 'I'm sure I can work off whatever this guy wants.' "Sure." He reached out his hand to the guy to get some help to his feet but the sharp-toothed grin only spread wider.

"No need." The man reached over Travis' hand and tapped him gently on the forehead. "Good night."

Travis tried to protest but his eyes were too heavy and he sagged against the tree into a deep sleep.

When he opened his eyes, Travis was standing in front of the frat house in the early morning with no memory of how he got there. He blinked and looked around, seeing no one. Shrugging, Travis pounded at the door and proudly demanded to be let in.
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OVER THE COURSE OF the week, Travis proudly wore his fraternity jacket and didn’t give much thought to what he dismissed as a dream his mind cooked up. The whole frat house was planning a party to celebrate all the freshmen who successfully pledged this year. Travis endured being hit on by the sorority girls and some other freshman males with ambitions of dating someone from a prestigious and popular fraternity. Travis wasn't a big drinker but he could sneakily toss the contents of whatever cup was shoved into his hand. His brothers and most of the guests were too drunk to notice he stayed sober, mostly just taking in the chaos around him.

"You don't seem to be enjoying the revelry." Someone said close to his ear and Travis almost jumped away in shock.

When he turned, he saw a familiar face but Travis couldn't place where he'd seen the man before. He had a strong jaw and wild black eyes that made Travis blush because he knew he was staring. "I don't mind parties," He said, shuddering when the man leaned closer to hear him and he could feel his body heat. "Just not a fan of the cheap beer."

The man's smile made Travis squirm a little as there was a rush of blood to his crotch. "Understandable. If you're going to indulge, you should try to enjoy part of the experience."

Travis kept looking at the man as he watched the other partygoers playing beer pong or making out on one of the many couches. "Have we met before?"

"I do look different," He said and his face shifted to the horned man from what Travis had dismissed as unreal. "Remember now?"

Travis dropped his cup in shock and the man caught it with a laugh. "All that really happened?"

"Sure did." The more human but no less handsome face blinked back into place and the man held out his hand. "Caleb. You're looking much better than when I found you, Travis."

There was no way for him to hide how red his face was when Tristan took the soft hand and gave it a firm shake. "I guess I should thank you for helping me out but you're here to collect, right?"

Caleb nodded and took a sip of the mystery beer getting passed around the party. "I can see why you've avoided this." He frowned at the plastic cup and drank down the rest as if it were a bitter medicine.

"What did you want?" Feeling as if he was practically screaming over the sound of the party, Travis motioned for Caleb to follow him upstairs where it was quieter. "I'm just a broke freshman trying not to think about the loans I took out."

Caleb looked around, noting the humans indulging in their basest instincts and flicking a bit of magic in the direction of things that offended his sense of fair play. The pained shouts of a few overly handsy young adults brought a
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