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By the time the doorbell rings, Austin's
entire being is alert with a bright, shivery edge of
anticipation.

The manor is empty—the small staff that
usually comes and goes as needed are on leave for the
weekend—because even if Austin didn't have plans for his
days of solitude, he wouldn't want people wandering in and out of
this stupid enormous house while his parents are away. He has
always insisted on this arrangement, ever since he turned thirteen
and they started trusting him to take care of himself. For five
years, this has been their standard operating procedure whenever
Reuben and Abigail go out of town, so his insistence raised no
eyebrows.

Austin wishes he had more than just the
weekend. He could find all manner of ways to take advantage of
having the place to himself.

He will content himself with this, though.
His smile spreads so wide his cheeks hurt as he reaches the grand
entrance hall and tugs open the front door.

Even though he anticipates finding Liam on
the other side—even though he has correctly predicted what Liam
will be wearing, right down to the specific brown jacket, blue
scarf, and stubborn lack of hat—the sight of him standing there
takes Austin's breath away. Liam's silvery beard has been freshly
trimmed, and his ears and cheeks are stung red from the icy wind.
His eyes crinkle at the corners as he meets Austin's thirsty
stare.

If Austin had any need for his pride, he
would probably be mortified right now. As it is, he feels barely a
twinge of sheepishness as he stands aside and holds the door open
wider.

"Hey," he says, tracking every movement with
ravenous interest as Liam steps across the threshold and lets
Austin swing the door shut behind him.

"Hey yourself," Liam murmurs, soft smile
making his handsome face so lovely that Austin's knees go weak. His
eyes roam over Austin in turn, taking in the dark jeans and green
t-shirt that Austin put far too much thought into while he waited
for Liam to arrive.

Austin's face heats with a pleased flush,
despite the cold air that he just let into the house. His bare feet
are chilly on the patterned tile of the foyer, and he doesn't care.
The rest of him is plenty warm, and likely to get warmer now that
Liam is here. A hungry flutter moves through Austin's chest and
belly. God, he's been waiting for this so impatiently, he finds
himself caught in stillness now that the moment is here.

"You okay?" Liam murmurs, easing closer
without touching.

"Yeah," Austin breathes. "I'm great. Come
on." Then he takes Liam's hand and leads the way upstairs.

He's probably being rude. Maybe he should've
made some effort at playing host, guiding Liam to the kitchen and
offering him something to drink. He should definitely have
offered to take Liam's coat, or at least waited for him to kick off
his boots by the door.

But Liam already knows Austin is a needy
little brat, and he's here anyway. Why should Austin make any
pretext at self-control, when he is not in any mood to rein himself
in?

"What's the rush, sweetheart?" Fond laughter
echoes beneath Liam's voice, rumbling deep even as he allows Austin
to drag him along an endless hallway on the second floor. "You said
Reuben and Abigail won't be back until late tomorrow night."

"All the more reason to enjoy every moment my
parents are gone." Austin glances back to appreciate the
mischievous glint in Liam's expression. God, they're both so ready
for this. Ever since Liam admitted to Austin just how interested he
is in fucking here—not just in Austin's house but in
Austin's bed—the idea has been burning incandescent and hungry
between them. For weeks, Austin has been waiting for an opportunity
like this.

Liam gives Austin's hand a squeeze, as though
to convey his tacit agreement with these priorities—as though there
could be any possibility of Austin misunderstanding his investment
in tonight's experiment.

God, Austin can't wait. Not just for the
sex—though of course he has all sorts of ideas about that—but for
the fact that Liam will be able to stay. They almost never get to
spend an entire night together. The rare times Austin has woken in
Liam's arms only make him yearn for more.

The instant he has Liam over the threshold
and inside his bedroom, it's a shock of mutual understanding as
they both drop every pretense of self-restraint. Liam is on him
instantly, crowding Austin against the closed door, framing his
face between powerful hands. The kiss is forceful, and Austin opens
eagerly for Liam's tongue. Submitting to the rough handling is easy
as breathing. And when Liam's hands settle at Austin's hips, body
crushing him harder against the door, Austin moans a needy sound
and reaches up to wrap his arms across impossibly broad
shoulders.
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