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Logan doesn't know when the possible
became inevitable.

Most days, he remembers to feel guilty for
the way he finds himself drifting closer and closer to crossing a
line he would once have considered monstrous. For fuck's sake, it's
still a monstrous thing to consider: what kind of asshole
fantasizes about fucking his best friend's only son? Marco Hart
would kill him if he knew the thoughts that have begun to take up
inordinate space in Logan's head—would murder him even faster if he
knew just how certain Logan is that these are no longer idle
imaginings.

Riley Hart is a force to be reckoned with. At
eighteen years old, he may be a third Logan's age—may be out of
bounds in every conceivable way—but he is also beautiful and
clever. A charming brat who knows exactly the effect his
flirtations have on Logan Miles.

There may have been a brief period right
after Riley turned eighteen—a blissful yet torturous window of
plausible deniability—in which Logan doubted his own perceptions.
Surely Marco's teenage son wasn't watching Logan with inappropriate
heat. Surely he wasn't suggesting anything seductive in his
careless proximity, or trying to drive Logan mad with
touches that lingered several seconds too long.

But it's been months since this dubious
madness began—months of new and uninvited awareness of Riley as a
flirtatious young man—and Logan can no longer pretend not to know
exactly what Riley is doing.

Just like he can no longer deny that his own
surrender is inevitable.

"Behave," Logan whispers, when Riley's
fingers trace the back of his hand—an exchange that no one else
notices, and yet Logan feels frantic and exposed, the gesture too
brazen for this gathering of friends and family. It's a casual
evening, drinks and endless hors 'd'oeuvres in Logan's big living
room. No one breaks from lazy conversation to notice Logan quietly
rebuking Riley's lack of discretion.

Riley's touch withdraws at the censure. And
when Logan raises his eyes, he finds Riley looking genuinely
chastened—as though he hadn't even realized he was reaching out—and
the expression makes Logan feel like an asshole for chasing him
away.

For just a moment—a heartbeat too long—Logan
stares at Riley, distracted by the young man's familiar and frankly
alarming beauty. Riley's hair, as much in need of a trim as always,
has actually been styled, the curls so artful and deliberate that
Logan finds himself desperate to muss them into disarray. Riley's
narrow face and delicate features are flushed visibly pink, perhaps
from the overcrowded warmth of the room, perhaps from
embarrassment. Riley's compact frame looks more distracting than
ever in a tight gray t-shirt and unreasonably well-fitted
jeans.

He takes up very little of the small couch
he's currently sharing with Logan, and the way Riley sits tucked
into the corner makes Logan feel like even more of a big, pushy
ogre for the amount of space he occupies.

Then again, the way Riley keeps sneaking into
his space, accidental or not, suggests he wouldn't mind Logan
crowding closer still.

Logan wonders whose insurance will cover the
medical expenses if Riley Hart gives him a goddamn heart
attack.

It's honestly a relief when people start
departing for the evening. Logan can feel Riley's eyes on him as he
sees one guest after another out of the room. Everyone knows the
way to the front door—it's a large house, not a labyrinth—but Logan
is a traditionalist when it comes to hosting. He insists on seeing
everyone to the threshold personally, shaking hands and foisting
leftovers as needed. These people are his friends, much as he is
suddenly anxious to get each and every one of them out of his
house.

Finally, his only remaining guests are Marco
and Jessica Hart. And of course, Riley. When Logan returns to the
living room, with its disaster of empty glasses and dirty dishes,
he isn't surprised to find Jessica rising—graceful as always—and
tugging Marco up onto slightly more wobbly legs.

"I sure hope you're the one driving," Logan
says, sharing an exasperated smile with Jessica.

"I will have you know," Marco says
with exaggerated authority, "that was the plan before we
arrived."

"It's true," Jessica confirms, and while she
doesn't laugh outright, humor shines in her voice. Her eyes are
soft and fond as she turns and allows her inebriated husband to
bump their foreheads together. "He's bribing me well to play sober
cab tonight."

"Besides," Marco volunteers cheerfully, "it's
not that far to walk."

"You are not walking home in this
state, you absolute goose," Jessica mutters, but even now
there's a smile quirking one corner of her mouth. Then she turns
from her husband to search out her son, eyes finding Riley across
the room. "Shall we, darling?"

"I promised Logan I'd stay and help clean
up," Riley answers, so smoothly that Logan actually wonders if he's
managed to forget having such a conversation. Certainly Jessica's
face says she believes this perfectly plausible offer of kindness.
But when Logan turns to look at Riley, the glint of smiling
mischief is so shameless, he knows instantly that Riley has
invented this fiction whole cloth. The impression is not at all
diminished when Riley adds, "I can walk if it doesn't get too late,
or bully Logan into giving me a ride."

"We should really just buy him his own car,"
Marco announces brightly.

"Maybe tomorrow, my love," Jessica murmurs,
herding her husband toward the hall and the front door.

Logan accompanies them, making sure they
don't forget their designated plasticware full of deviled eggs and
crab puffs. He hesitates after the door slams shut, lingering in
the front hall with an unsteady sensation. It's almost vertigo, the
shaky feeling that floods through him as he realizes he and Riley
Hart are alone in this house. And not by accident. Riley has
deliberately contrived to get him alone—has almost certainly
noticed the way Logan avoided touching a single drop of alcohol
tonight, for fear of inadvertently lowering his guard and doing
something ill-advised in front of witnesses.

When at last Logan coaxes himself back
through the house, he's not sure what he's expecting—but it
definitely isn't the sight of Riley Hart actively gathering plates
and glasses and napkins into a precarious stack.

"This will definitely take multiple trips."
Riley tosses Logan a grin as he makes his way into the kitchen.
Logan follows helplessly, wondering if he's losing his mind. Riley
sets the plates on the counter beside the sink and says, "I'll keep
collecting while you wash everything up."

And god, it's just so normal. Logan's
pulse is racing, and for a second Riley is leaning in too close.
But in the next heartbeat, Riley darts back across the house—out of
the kitchen—leaving Logan to the disorientingly mundane task of
rinsing abandoned food down the garbage disposal.

They barely speak as they work their way
through the shared task. Again and again, Riley appears with
dishes, glasses, silverware. And each time he disappears in search
of more.

Only once does Riley actually close the
distance, leaning in to press a kiss to Logan's stubbled cheek and
murmur, "Relax, old man."

The kiss, harmless as it is, has the opposite
effect, raising Logan's pulse with a helpless rush. When Riley
fails to reappear again, Logan tells himself to be relieved. He
continues his work with stubborn focus, swallowing back curses that
will do nothing to help quiet his whirling mind.
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Riley surveys the living room, returned once
more to its empty, tidy, pre-party state. The curtains are firmly
drawn across the windows, the overhead lights turned off in favor
of the gentler glow from two standing lamps. Even the various
pillows and throws have been returned to their correct positions,
because Riley has been paying far too much attention, and he knows
precisely how Logan prefers things to look.

A shaky, eager sort of energy thrums beneath
his skin. His pretext is played out. There is nothing left for him
to clean. Now there is only Riley—and Logan—and the empty house
between them.

It's not that he has an actual plan. Lying to
his mother was pure impulse, a spur of the moment instinct that
would not be denied.

But Riley knows what he's hoping for, and the
way Logan's been looking at him tonight—the way Riley caught
unmistakable desire flashing in his eyes even before the guests
began to depart—is enough to spark hope in his chest.

He could go back into the kitchen, but
something tells him he won't break through Logan's stubborn
willpower that way. The man will just keep right on focusing on
simple, straightforward cleaning tasks and pretend not to notice
everything Riley is blatantly offering.

It occurs to him that Logan might be
operating under some false sense of chivalry—born not just of the
fact that Riley is only eighteen—but also of some mistaken sense of
Riley's inexperience. It's not as though Riley has had much
opportunity to work his sexual conquests into casual
conversation.

Logan certainly knows how many boyfriends
he's had. Even among his peers Riley has… a certain reputation. But
that doesn't mean Logan has any notion of the enthusiasm
with which Riley has thrown himself into more physical
experimentation. Logan doesn't know how eagerly Riley has taken to
sex, since wading into the waters of high school.

Riley is determined to show him tonight, if
Logan gives him the slightest opening for negotiations.

For now though, there is nothing he can do
but wait for the sound of running water in the kitchen to finally
cut out—for Logan to close the distance and come to
him.

So Riley settles on the long, squashy couch
that takes up the center of the living room, admonishing himself to
remain calm and not let anticipation get the better of him. A
hopeless admonition, of course. It takes almost no time at all for
Riley's relatively upright perch to turn into a long, melting
sprawl along the cushions. The couch is so long that even with
Riley's impressive height—he's outpaced everyone in his life within
the past year—when he rests his head on one armrest, his bare feet
don't quite reach the other end.

And hell, it's late. Riley can imagine, in
some less fraught alternate reality where he really did just stay
to help clean, he might doze off lying here on his back, staring at
the dim ceiling with unfocused eyes drifting slowly shut.

But there is too much energy buzzing beneath
Riley's overheated skin. Instead of nodding off, he finds himself
drifting into daydreams. How many times has he imagined being alone
with Logan, or maybe squirreling him away to a shadowy corner where
no one will spot them putting their hands all over each other? How
many times has he noticed Logan watching him a little too closely
in the past few months, and wanted to do more than just meet that
look with an encouraging smile? How many times has he fantasized
about setting a hand on Logan's thigh and letting it drift higher,
higher, higher until he finds Logan hard and ready beneath his
fingers?

Riley licks his lips, letting his eyes drift
shut as these vivid images roll lazily through his mind. Delicious
heat rises in his belly, and he realizes on an unhurried delay that
he's starting to stiffen beneath his jeans.

God, of course he's getting hard. He's alone
in Logan's space, hungry to see what will happen. Never mind the
very real possibility that Logan will send Riley packing—or even
worse, go all protective gentleman on him and insist on giving him
a ride home, all the while refusing to touch him. Riley refuses to
consider those worst case scenarios. If Logan were going to let an
uninvited crisis of conscience win out tonight, surely he would
have scolded Riley for the kiss on the cheek.

Surely he would not have let Riley stay, if
he intended to be good.

This is still no excuse for getting carried
away, but Riley doesn't try to fight his instincts now that he's in
this warm, meltingly eager place. This, whatever the hell it
is, feels infinitely better than the rattled and restless energy
that was moving through him only a few minutes ago. There is no
urgency in the gradual spread of arousal, and even the discomfort
of his jeans—god, why did he wear his tightest pair tonight—adds to
the floaty sensations suffusing his limbs. Denim and zipper press
relentlessly down on his growing erection, and Riley bites down
hard on his own lower lip. When he curls his palm around the
stubborn bulge, the pleasure of his own touch ignites fireworks
behind his closed eyelids.

Riley's breath hitches, and he rubs harder,
fighting not to let loose the shaky groan that threatens to
escape.

He's too warm. Fuck, he's suddenly feverish,
and even tugging the hem of his t-shirt up doesn't help, though the
cool rush of air across his stomach feels good enough to set his
whole body tingling. He lets his fingers ghost across bare skin,
grinds the heel of his other hand down harder—just another
heartbeat of indulgence—before forcing himself to move his grip
aside, curling his palm over his thigh and squeezing tight to
ground himself.

His eyes fly open at the tread of a heavy,
familiar footstep, and he doesn't even have to sit up to spot Logan
standing at the edge of the living room, silhouetted by golden
hallway light. Logan's expression is barely readable in stubborn
shadows, but he is unmistakably staring. Frozen in place with rigid
tension straining the huge line of his shoulders.

Riley wonders how long ago he failed to
notice the sound of the sink turning off from the kitchen. More
importantly, he wonders how long Logan has been watching him.

For weeks Riley has been practicing an
endless variation on speeches and arguments to convince Logan this
is a good idea. He has so much unnecessary analysis, so much
persuasive logic, so much raw feeling right at his fingertips. He
has never been more ready to make his case.

And yet his voice has disappeared. Something
about this moment feels far too tenuous to interrupt with anything
as imprecise as language. Even with the hall backlighting Logan,
making it impossible to get a good read on the man's
expression—upside down and too far away across the dim living
room—Riley senses something fragile and instinctive is happening
between them.

If he speaks, he will destroy this strange
and tenuous balance.

So instead Riley meets Logan's eyes and parts
his lips, letting his tongue sneak out in a teasing lick.

Logan draws in a sharp inhale, and Riley
shifts on the couch, easing his head further over the armrest—not
quite believing the brazen form of his invitation when he had so
many ideas for more careful seduction—tracing only his
fingertips into the space between his legs to dance across his own
stubborn hard-on.

It takes another fragment of a second before
Logan jerks into motion, storming forward as though Riley has
physically yanked him across the room. He doesn't join Riley on the
couch. He stops directly beside the armrest—directly in front of
Riley's line of sight—and fucking hell, this close Riley
realizes his mouth is perfectly in line with Logan's fly.

Perfectly in line with the bulge beginning to
stiffen—surely not Riley's imagination—beneath the dark fabric.

Riley licks his lips again, not a deliberate
gesture this time but a helpless compulsion, and now he has
a clear glimpse of Logan's face. It's strange at this angle, and
yet Riley can read the heat with compelling ease as Logan stares
directly down at him. Hunger flashes in dark eyes, and Riley's
heart races at being the center of such fierce attention—at Logan's
closeness—at how easy it would be for one of them to simply reach
out and touch.

For all that he is anticipating the moment of
contact, Riley startles when Logan leans forward and grabs both of
his wrists, dragging his hands off his body and pinning them to the
armrest on either side of Riley's head.

Even now, there are no words spoken between
them, but it doesn't matter. Riley doesn't need words. He
understands in this simple, breathless instant that Logan is
commanding him to patience. Ordering him not to touch himself.

And quick as the understanding comes, Riley
feels an immediate matching desire to prove he can behave.

He wonders, in his greedy and ravenous core,
what Logan will do to him. Riley isn't scared. He could never be
afraid of Logan Miles. He's far too familiar with the man's
overprotective instincts, and even at the height of passion,
there's no way Logan could ever hurt him. If Riley stood up right
now from this couch, and retreated for the front door, Logan would
let him go—wouldn't even follow, for fear of having misunderstood
some signal—and tomorrow's text or phone call would be rife with
guilty concern.

Lucky for both of them, Riley is
exactly where he wants to be. Nothing short of a meteor
strike or a direct order from Logan could get him off of this couch
now.

Logan releases him, and Riley stays exactly
where he has been put. Waiting. Silent. Increasingly impatient, as
desire twists hotter and sharper in his belly. When Logan reaches
down and slips a hand beneath Riley's head—grip curling along his
skull and guiding him further over the edge so that his face is
tipped to the perfect angle—Riley swallows hard and doesn't even
complain about the fact that suddenly all he can see is soft fabric
directly before his line of sight.

He is terrified that Logan will ask him if
this is okay—will break the taut and trembling magic that has woven
like a wordless tether between them—and his relief is a potent
force when Logan instead rocks powerful hips forward, rubbing his
clothed and stiffening cock against Riley's parted lips.

Riley opens wider, mouthing Logan's erection
through the straining material. Soft as the fabric is, he can
actually get something like a mouthful when Logan shoves forward
harder. The sensation is nowhere near enough—fucking hell, Riley
wants a proper taste, wants to be taken and claimed—but it's a
heady hint of what's to come, and Riley savors as much of Logan as
he can manage in this state. He mouths the bulge deliberately,
greedily, and thrills at the answering twitch of Logan's fingers
around his skull, the throaty groan Logan breathes into the
otherwise silent living room.

Through it all, Riley is awash in a sensation
almost like vertigo, dizzying and giddy. His eyes are shut, and he
revels in the strangeness of all the places Logan's pants brush
against his face, the crush of his nose against the fabric, the
slide of Logan's thighs along his cheeks.

Logan's hips draw back, and Riley pants
wordlessly with the reprieve. Then they rut forward again,
smothering him, and Riley moans in unashamed ecstasy as he licks
and sucks at the trapped, insistent heat spreading his lips.

Eventually Logan eases back, far enough that
Riley blinks his eyes open, grinning with satisfaction at the fact
that Logan is already breathing hard. He still can't really see
anything at this angle, but he doesn't care. Logan's hand slips
away from where it's been cradling his head, and a callused thumb
traces Riley's upper lip before pressing deliberately against the
lower.

Riley draws Logan's thumb into his mouth,
closing around the digit, hollowing his cheeks as he licks the pad.
He moans aloud when Logan answers by pushing deeper, pressing
Riley's tongue down even as the rest of Logan's fingers curl
beneath his chin as though to anchor him. Riley sucks again,
swallows the saliva building up in his mouth. He aches for
something more substantial than Logan's thumb, and he doubts he's
imagining the way Logan's patience seems to be wearing thin.
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