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Dane Kiersted catches sight of the university’s hottest instructor and decides to pursue him. Within a few hours, he knows nothing will ever be the same.

Art instructor Miguel Rojos knows what he wants: Dane Kiersted. He sets out to seduce the man, not caring about the ten-year difference between them.
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Whatever possessed me to take a class on oil painting, I will never know. I wasn’t a traditional student. Hell, I wasn’t a student at all, technically. I worked for the university’s IT department. Either way, I was hopelessly lost. I knew how to draw, sure, but not to paint. I wondered if I would even be able to fake my way through the class, especially when my attention was more on the instructor’s body than his lectures and demonstrations.

Miguel Rojos. Hands down, one of the most gorgeous men on the entire university campus, not to mention one of the most sought-after art instructors. I’d be the first to admit, however, that I didn’t sign up for his oil painting class with academics in mind. There were other instructors who taught similar courses, but none were... like him. Hell, I think nearly every woman and gay man on campus took the class at some point just to ogle the man. I was certainly no exception. The guy was a living god. His eyes were the first things to catch my attention. I met him in the library a few days before classes started, but, at that point, I hadn’t signed up for his course. Hell, I didn’t even know who he was.

I had some copies to make and a couple of books to check out, and when I walked up to the desk, I came face to face with divinity made flesh. Golden bronze skin reminded me of molten caramel, and, oh, God, his eyes. Deep blue in color, his gaze was intense and left me feeling completely naked. Then he smiled, and I simply forgot how to breathe.

The library clerk finished checking my last book out when my Latino god walked around the desk and headed for the door. The librarian chuckled and shook her head.

“He gets those looks all the time.”

“Can’t imagine why,” I quipped. “He’s... damn.”

Laughing, she handed me my stuff. “Agreed. Have a good day, Mr. Kiersted.”

“You, too.”

I thought for a moment to let him go, but then he threw me a look over his left shoulder that made every nerve in my body take notice. Then he disappeared out the door. Oh. No way in Hell was I going to let Mr. Tall, Dark, and Gorgeous get away now. I hauled ass out the door.

The sun had already gone down, but there was enough light from the street lamps to see quite a ways down the sidewalk. That’s when I found him again. He was walking slowly, as if he was just enjoying the crisp breeze that blew between the trees. His black hair was just long enough to flutter loosely in the soft wind. He looked like a teacher and not a student. His shirt was tucked into his wrinkle-free pants. Every move he made sent shivers skittering up my spine as his khakis slide back and forth across a tight, muscular butt. The man was incredibly well-toned and worked out; of that, there was no doubt. When I finally caught up with him, he looked over at me and smiled again.

“Are you an artist?” he asked, glancing down at the books in my hands.

“Oh, well, not really. I used to draw all the time, but I got out of the habit. I’m trying to pick it back up.” I bit my lip and looked over at him. “What about you? Are you a student here?”

He laughed, and I had to swallow back a moan. “No. I’m an instructor, Oil Painting for Beginners.” He stopped and turned towards me, extending a hand. “Miguel Rojos.”

An instructor. I was hitting on an instructor. I was convinced at that point that I had definitely lost my mind. We were colleagues, kind of. Definitely coworkers. When I shook his hand, I resisted the urge to stroke my fingers over his silky-smooth skin. 

“Dane Kiersted. Pleasure.”

“Are you a student here?”

“Um, not really. I work in the IT department, though I’ve been known to take a class or two for fun and general knowledge.”

Miguel smiled again, this one cryptic and, dare I say, inviting. “A pleasure indeed. Would you like to get a drink? We could discuss art...” His words trailed off, followed by a slight shrug, leaving the invitation and much more lingering in the air.

“Sure,” I said quietly. This was insane. I knew it was insane, but damned if I could even begin to resist getting to know this man more.

I followed Miguel to a small coffeeshop in the student center, and we spent the next two hours talking about art, artists, and ourselves. I found out he was thirty-three and single, much to my delight, but there was never any mention of sexual preference. I was beginning to think maybe I was chasing a white rabbit with this one, but then he fell silent for a few minutes.

“You want to come over to my place?” he asked me in between sips of his coffee. “Maybe I could help you with picking art back up.” The look in his eyes was hopeful, and I nodded slowly.

“I’d
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