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No one must know my secret. 

––––––––
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Eric, my most cocky student, loves to flirt and thinks that every man wants him.  

Not me.  

I’m his professor and a single dad. Besides, I’ve never been attracted to men. I've only ever dated women. I even married one. So, why does Eric think that he has a chance with the likes of me?  

I'm a professional, and I'm older and wiser.  

Everything about Eric is so exasperating. He wears clothes too tight and does sultry things with his lips — things that keep me awake at night.  

Eric, seeing a way into my life takes it with an offer I can’t find a way to refuse. Until I realize that not only is Eric helping me with my daughter, but has also found a way into my bed.  

What’s a man to do with a temptation like Eric? 

––––––––
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Author's Note: 

This is a standalone gay romance about an older man and his student.  
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Chapter One 

Carl 
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“What?” 

It almost felt as if time stood still as soon as I heard the word escape from my lips. 

Focus. 

I was in the middle of class, but I was hardly paying attention. There was just one problem, I was supposed to be teaching not. Not a nerdy student as I was a few decades ago looking up at my professor as if he was Einstein and I could learn everything about him. He was before my time and I wondered for a split second if I’d ever been so inspirational to any of my students that they felt that way about me.  

Fuck it! 

I was here to teach, and I wasn’t here to build a fan base. I tapped on the keyboard and let the next slide appear and before I could even open my mouth to explain it, someone shouted out.  

“This is the same slide again!” 

“What?”  

Then it hit me like a flash of lightening, this is what someone had said, before I murmured, reading over the content again. I couldn’t figure out if we had gone through it or not. The way I structured my notes for class, I had bullet points on the projector, but lectured the full lesson from beginning to end. I was currently in the middle of lecturing through a case study. It had only been about half an hour and the class would take three hours. I wasn’t even close to done with my class and I was already distracted. 

“Any questions?” I asked trying to make it seem as if I was in control as I smoothed down my forever growing dark hair behind my ears. No hands went up once again, proving that the students didn’t listen. They hardly asked, I was even surprised that someone noticed that the same slide had been up more than once. I pressed on the computer for the next slide, and then read over the points to remind myself what I wanted to say. 

“Next, we’ll be looking at our patient’s behavior...” 

I went on with the lecture, explaining the points on the new slide, and there was the sound of rustling as the students took notes. I had to remind myself not to go too fast as they jotted down my notes, but it wasn’t easy. I was trying to remain focused, but my mind was too far away. 

It was so frustrating. It had been two whole years since my wife’s death, and it wasn’t like I’d lost my job, or anything, but I couldn’t help feeling like such a failure. I wasn’t completely over her death, either, and I knew it wasn’t healthy, but after two years, when I found myself still thinking about her, I didn’t know how to get over it. Especially since, I couldn’t get rid of the feeling that I’d failed her in some way or failed her memory. 

For the past two years, I’d been bottling everything up, because I didn’t have the time to deal with it, not with my professional and school life keeping me plenty preoccupied and busy. Then this morning, I woke up and all the bottled-up emotions just erupted in frustration, and it felt like everything was determined to not go my way today. 

When I woke up this morning, I was late, because I’d set my alarm clock wrong after pulling a long night to grade essays for one of my classes. Then I spilled my coffee on my shirt and besides getting a bit of a burn, was even later in getting to school because I needed to get changed. By the time I made it to the school, half the time slotted for my first lesson of the day was gone, as well as most of the class room, except for a few kids using the unexpected free time to study or chat. I forgot my wallet, so I couldn’t get myself something to eat, and had to skip lunch as well. 

Then, I ended up here. The last thing on my schedule, before I could call it a day and leave, but I wasn’t in the mood to be teaching, especially on such a heavy subject. 

“Can anyone give me any justification of the patient’s behavior?” I asked after I’d paused speaking. “Just give it your best shot, there are no right or wrong answers to this, we’re simply having a discussion.” 

A few hands went up, and I listened absently to their answers, asking a few follow up questions. The interaction with my students was enough to keep me in the moment, and I felt the tightness in my chest ease a little. If there was one thing I didn’t regret, it was my job. 

Then, I was proved wrong about their lack of attention as I heard a voice. One of attention.  

“I don’t think I understand the nature of the patient.” 

I paused and turned to the speaker. “Yes, Eric?” 

“I just said I don’t understand the nature of our patient, or don’t seem to. It just feels like there should be... more.” 

With a frown, I looked back at the projection screen. “Is there something I failed to explain? I gave the patient’s full background, minus any identification. We’re in the middle of looking further into our patient’s behavior to determine his thinking patterns. I don’t think I’ve missed anything. No one else seems to be having trouble, so why are you?” 

“I don’t know....” Eric said with a shrug. “You’re the professor, so why don’t you tell me?” 

Immediately, my expression went stony, and I didn’t even try to hide my glare in his direction. The class was about the human mind and how the environment could affect the decisions that we made. We usually learned by textbook but there were occasional case studies we used for the class. 

“Should I go back and give you the basics again, Eric?” I said, my voice frosty. “Were you jotting down the notes? Then you can go back and look for yourself what I said if you’ve forgotten already.” 

“That’s not it, though,” he said insistently.  

I sighed, feeling my patience grow thin. 

“Then, what is it?” 

“I don’t know, Professor, I just feel that it’s too simplistic, the way you’re explaining things, and I can't help but want to dig deeper. You see, the human mind can play tricks on people and make them believe that to be comfortable in their environment they must conform to it. Isn’t that what’s happening to our patient, here?” 

I stared at him for the longest moment. This wasn’t a class, exactly; it was a discussion in a private study group. If it had been in class, in the mood I was in, I would have let loose without a second thought and berated him, but there weren’t as many students in the study group. While I felt he might need a good dressing down, with my recent self-esteem issues, I cared how my students thought of me, especially when it was such a tight group. 

“You shouldn’t narrow your thinking so much, Eric,” I said after taking a minute to collect myself, and my temper. “Just based on your words, I can make assumptions about you, and those assumptions will lead to decisions on my part regarding your grades. You can't tell people what to think just because they don’t think the way you do.” 

Eric cut in, “That doesn’t exactly help my dilemma, here, Professor.” 

I nodded and continued as if I didn’t hear him. “The patient we are talking about is a real person, not a fictional character created for the purpose of this class, but a person who offered his cooperation for this particular case study we’re borrowing for our lesson. Your beliefs will not change the outcome of this case study and have no bearing on what we’re currently talking about, so please try to focus your attention on this class, not future possible discussions we have not reached yet.” 

He pursed his lips, but didn’t say more, which was more than enough for me. 

“All right. With no further questions, let’s move forward...” 

I continued with the lecture, but kept a closer eye on Eric. It was a good distraction from my earlier frustration, but it just brought on another one. 

Eric was a student I first met not that long ago, which didn’t make much sense to me, considering how much he’d managed to affect me in such a short time when we were barely in contact for more than eight hours a week. 

I didn’t like him. Not because he was openly gay, which he was, but because he was also a playboy with a bad reputation, with both the students and some of the professors who had the luck to have him in one of their classes, dating back to freshman year. 

Eric was young, and too reckless. Not to mention arrogant, whenever he contradicted people, he sounded like what he said was right as compared to what his professors knew. I’d had him speak up in my classes before, and I’d come to dread everything he said. There were times when he did make sense, but other times, I couldn’t help thinking he was just doing it to be contradictory. 

Finally, class ended, and after giving out questions for the students to answer, I closed the class. 

“I’ll be looking forward to the answers on your assignment next week. Everyone, please put some real thought into it. As I always emphasize in my classes, there are no right or wrong answers, just different interpretations, and I’d like to see yours. I’ll see you all next week.” 

As I shut down my computer and put away my notes, the students got up and walked out of the room. Eric seemed to be moving slower than anyone else, and in the end, it was him and me left in the room. I wondered if it was intentional, but figured since I had this chance, I might as well use it. I should have gone ahead without talking to him, but I was feeling confrontational today. 

“Eric?” 

He looked up, already standing with his bag slung over his shoulder and phone in his hand. 

“Yes, Professor? Can I help you with something?” 

This was the first time I’d ever looked at Eric closely. I was tall, so I couldn’t help looking down on most people, but Eric was only an inch shorter, putting us close in height. He had dark hair and green eyes and he was well built, always dressed up in tight pants and shirts that showed off his physique. He was a good-looking kid, if only his personality wasn’t so terrible. 

“Eric, I’ve been meaning to ask. Do you have an issue with me?” I narrowed my eyes, watching his expression. 

Because I was watching so closely, I noticed the surprise cross his face as his eyebrows arched up. 

“Wow, Professor. We’re allowed to speak up in class, aren’t we? So it doesn’t mean I’m out to get you when I say something in class. Don’t tell me that’s what you think.” 

I watched him silently. When he put it like that, it did make me feel a little stupid for taking it so personally. 

He sighed, and looked down at his phone, before smiling at me. “Just because I don’t agree with you, Professor, doesn’t mean I have an issue with you. No need to be so uptight, okay? Was there something else you wanted?” 

Eric waited, watching me, for a moment, and when I said nothing, he nodded and left the class. 

“I’ll see you next week, Professor,” he said, sending me one last smile before he was through the door. 

I brushed off his comments. That last smile made me wonder if he was trying to flirt with me, just to mess with me. For some reason, I wanted to say something, I wanted to call out to him and stop him from leaving, but I didn’t. 

I watched after him, even long after he disappeared from view. Then I shook my head, coming back to myself and brushing off his comment. I packed up my things and left the class as well. I was too busy with my own life to deal with some kid’s nonsense. 
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Chapter Two 

Eric 
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I barged into my apartment in a foul mood. Though I’d lived in the school dorms through my first year since it was a requirement, I got myself a place outside the moment I could because things were just easier that way. Plus, I didn’t need a roommate in my own place, so the apartment was blissfully silent. There were times when I could appreciate it. 

After dumping my stuff on the couch, I made my way to the kitchen and got a drink of water. Then, I heard a knock on my door, and went to open it. 

“Eric! Don’t tell me you’re not dressed yet. Or do you actually plan to go like that?” 

Dwayne, my best friend for the past several years, sauntered into my apartment and made himself comfortable on my couch as he tossed my things to the floor. I rolled my eyes at him, but left it alone as I headed back to the kitchen. I looked in the fridge, only to frown when I didn’t find what I was looking for. 

“Sorry, I don’t have any beer. Juice?” 

“Forget about that and get ready so we can go already, will you? It’s Friday night and I’m ready to party!” 

My mood went right back up. I’d forgotten what day it was, and I was always in a mood to party. And hook up with some guy. A nice, hard fuck would be enough to get anything that was bothering me out of my mind. 

“Give me a bit. I need to hit the shower.” 

I left Dwayne on the couch and headed for my bedroom. I stripped down and walked into my bathroom. I hurried, was out in less than five minutes, and then picked appropriate clothes for clubbing. When I showed up back in the living room, I felt a bit lighter. I tapped my friend on the shoulder and headed for the door. 

“Come on and let’s go already! I hope you brought your car.” 

“Sure, sure. Actually, I think I parked illegally, so we really need to hurry down.” 

We stepped out of the building, and lucky for Dwayne, there were no tickets on his windshield. He quickly pulled out into the road. 

“Where are we going tonight?” 

I didn’t always go to the same places, especially when I was going for hookups. While I didn’t care, it could be annoying when someone I hooked up with only to have a good time approached me thinking we were together just because we slept together once. I wasn’t necessarily against dating, but I wouldn’t look for a date where I went to look for a hookup. 

“There’s this new place that opened up recently. I’ve been wanting to try it out, but you went to have fun on your own last Friday. Thanks for that, you bastard.” 

“Wherever it is, as long as there are plenty of hot guys, then I’m good.” I leaned back against the headrest and closed my eyes. I just need to forget about what happened today.” 

Dwayne chuckled. “Did you have a bad day at school?” 

I hated it when he teased me like that. I didn’t go to fucking school. I wasn’t a child.  

I grimaced. “Just had trouble with one particular professor.” 

My mind thought back to him. The professor with an attitude. The study session wasn’t the last class I had for the day, I’d had two more to attend before getting back home in the evening, and after that, I couldn’t focus. I’d made sure it didn’t show around him, but it was hard to not admit to myself that he did affect me. More than I wanted, more than I thought he should. 

“Oh? Which professor is this? Most of them should be used to you by now, right? Although, you could totally make your life easier by not being such a little shit during classes.” 

I barely listened to him, frowning, with my eyes closed, arms crossed over my chest. I tried to hold it in, but I really couldn’t. 

“I just can’t stand him,” I blurted out, eyes snapping open. “At least, I don’t think so. He’s just... and so... I just...” 

“Just what?” Dwayne asked, sounding amused. “Don’t tell me he got under your skin.” 

“No!” I snapped immediately. 

Dwayne was silent for a second, and then he laughed. 

“Oh, man. One of the professors got under your skin, really? Does Eric have a cute little crush on his professor? Who is it?” 

I gaped at him in horror. “Don’t even joke about that! It’s not like that.” 

Dwayne just laughed some more. “There’s a bit too much of denial there, buddy. Are you sure you’re not just fooling yourself?” 

I shook my head and looked outside, sure he was wrong. I couldn’t get him out of my mind, but that was because I was irritated, not because I had a teenage crush on my much older professor. 

“Just forget it and focus on the road. If this place isn’t amazing, I’m going to kick your ass.” 

“Oh, rest assured, I know you, and I know you’ll love this place. I’m actually going for your sake, because it just so happens to be a gay bar.” 

I snorted, but didn’t say anything. I knew why he was taking me there, and it sure as hell wasn’t out of consideration to me. There were gay friendly clubs and bars we went to when we wanted to hang out together. If neither of us was looking for a hook up, then it didn’t even matter where we went to. For Dwayne to follow me to an exclusive gay bar, though, was a wholly other thing. 

We arrived, or I assumed we did when Dwayne pulled his car into parking. He jumped out of the car, and I followed as he led me to the building, then through a doorway. We went up a set of stairs and through another doorway. There was a guy ahead of us who was stopped at the door by another guy in black leather pants, boots and t-shirt. He had to show his ID before he was let inside, but Dwayne just walked right inside. 

“This guy’s with me,” he said as we walked past the guy. 

I looked at Dwayne in suspicion. “You didn’t come here, huh?” 

He shot me a sheepish grin. “I only stepped in for a little bit, I swear. I had one drink, and then left after I called and found out you were busy.” 

I rolled my eyes and looked around. The club was just like any other, a wide, open room with some areas for sitting down, a bar, and an open dance floor. The lighting was dark, with strobe lights rotating around the room in alternating colors. There was music with a loud, pumping beat and plenty of hot guys dancing and grinding to it on the dance floor. I wanted to go join them, but my attention was caught by Dwayne. 

He was good looking. I could admit it, even though he was totally straight and really not my type. Dwayne was the kind of guy who, if he walked into a room, most people would stand up and take notice, and it was more so when we walked into a gay club. Sometimes, I hated taking him along to gay clubs, because he’d get more attention than I would, when I knew he wouldn’t do a damn thing about it. The only reason he ever followed me to a gay club in the first place when I dared him nearly two years ago was because he was very comfortable, not to mention confident, in his sexuality. 

“Let’s go get some drinks and find a place to sit first,” he said, having to get close and shout over the pounding music.  

We headed for the bar, and I hung back as Dwayne got us our drinks. I leaned back against the bar and looked around, perusing the crowd. I didn’t have a type, not when it came to hooking up. The gay crowd in this town didn’t amount to much, so if I wanted to get picky every time I wanted to have sex, I would find myself disappointed most of the time. I didn’t mind either topping or bottoming, either, so who I left the club with would be left up to my mood for the night.  

Tonight, I felt like being fucked, hard enough to feel it days later to get my mind on straight. 

Dwayne patted me on the arm and I looked up to find him handing me some drinks. We then went to find some place to sit and settled at a booth close to the corner where we had a perfect view of the whole room. The music was just a little quieter here, too. 

“Now,” he started. “About this professor of yours...” 

I snapped my head around and glared at him, my whole body stiffening. 

“Do not call him that!” I hissed. 

Dwayne laughed and leaned against me. “But you were still thinking about him, right? I’ve known you for a while now and you’re actually pretty easy to read. Maybe you’re finally getting ready to settle down? You’re actually pining on someone.” 

I rolled my eyes, pushing him off me. “Just focus on yourself and stay out of my love life, Dwayne.” 

Not long after we’d settled down, a couple guys approached out table. Both of them had their eyes on Dwayne, who welcomed them with a wide grin. He invited them to take a seat and got preoccupied talking to them, leaving me to the side. I glared at him, but it was to be expected. 

Dwayne was completely straight. He’d never even let a guy give him so much a blow job, even when it was offered for free and he wouldn’t have to reciprocate. He was a genuinely curious guy, and that might have been the reason he first followed me into a gay club, but he kept dragging me to these places or tagging along for a completely different reason now. 

He loved going to gay clubs, because he was good-looking. Tall, with dark hair, dark eyes and a pretty tan, his body well-built and about as thick as me. Guys would swarm all over him, and Dwayne seemed to enjoy it. He was a damn tease, because he would flirt with guys and leave them high and dry at the end of the night. 

I knew he didn’t mean to be an ass about it, but then again, no one ever expected a straight man to be in a gay bar, and Dwayne just let them make assumptions and only cleared them up when the other guy wanted to get physical. 

Left to my own devices, I looked back at the crowd, slowly drinking down a bottle of beer. I saw a few guys that I thought looked good, but they all looked like they’d found their partners for the night already. It was early yet, and I knew better than to expect something so soon, but then Dwayne and his two new friends burst into laughter, and I sent an annoyed glare in their direction. Not long after, though, Dwayne slid on the seat and got real close to me. Throwing an arm across my shoulders, he tugged me close. 

“Eric, why don’t you say hi to my new friends?” he said, pointing at the two of them. 

I waved over at them, but didn’t bother speaking up. They nodded at me, glanced at each other, and got up to leave. 

“What was that about?” I asked. 

Dwayne didn’t seem to have heard me. 

“This is awesome,” he said, sounding absolutely delighted. “Those guys actually invited me to join them for a threesome. Have you ever done that?” 

My eyebrows jumped up, in both disbelief and a little envy. 

“No,” I muttered, frowning. “I haven’t.” 

But, it was on my list to do before I turn thirty, which was crawling up to me, slow and fast.  

He laughed. “I asked them for you, but you weren’t their type. Isn’t that funny?” 

I shoved him off, and he fell back into the seat, laughing. 

“Well, I’m glad you’re having fun,” I sniped. “Why don’t you leave? If you keep doing this, maybe one day you’ll come over to the right side, and wouldn’t that be a shame for your girlfriend?” 

Dwayne snorted. “Yeah, right. I love pussy too much. I’d never actually go with a guy. It just doesn’t get me going.” 

“Would it be possible to be both?” I wondered. “To be bisexual, I mean. I know some guys who gave that excuse and they’re bi, but all of them were just gay guys too scared to come out of the closet to their family and non-gay friends. Actually, you’re not the first supposedly straight guy to follow me to a club, but none of them were quite like you. They definitely followed other guys home and acted as if nothing happened later. They just date women and never go back.” 

Dwayne shrugged. “I don’t know, man. People are weird, you know? Unless you’re completely comfortable with yourself, like I am, it can be hard to tell. Anyway, you don’t know people’s circumstances, so it’s better if you just don’t judge. You can trust me when I say I’m never gonna do that.” 

I shot him a look, but I believed him. Dwayne definitely seemed to be having fun when guys flirted with him, but he’d never once given in. I’d even tried to seduce him once after we’d both had a lot of drinks, and he kind of went along in the beginning, but then we both just ended up laughing our heads off, and he went and found a girl to spend the night with instead. 

Dwayne wasn’t like a lot of the straight guys I met, which was why he and I were best friends. Sometimes, I considered him my voice of reason, because as much as he liked to joke around, Dwayne wasn’t actually stupid. 

My mind briefly settled on my professor, and I wondered what he’d be like, if I dragged him with me to a gay club. If he’d let another guy drag him home for a night of fun, and what would happen after. Immediately, though, I pushed
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