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"Have you chosen your safe word?" Liam asks,
soft and curious, as Austin perches on a tall stool watching him
chop vegetables for a casserole.

The question is clearly posed lightly to
avoid pressuring him, despite the fact that Austin has already told
Liam in enthusiastic terms that he wants to carry forward with this
experiment. He spent the weeks Liam required of him, to really
think it through and figure out what he wants. He even journaled
about it, though he tore those pages out and burned them after he
got what he needed from the exercise. He doesn't dare leave a paper
trail, no matter how unlikely it is someone might stumble across
it.

He's made his desires perfectly clear—and
still Liam is being agonizingly careful with him.

Coming from any other partner, Austin might
get huffy about the excess of caution. But he understands how
challenging their relationship is from where Liam stands. Between
their decades-wide age gap and the fact that Austin Bautista is
only eighteen—still in high school, never mind the fact that
Austin's best friend is Liam's youngest daughter—of course Liam
needs to tread lightly.

There is a fine line between trusting Austin
to know what he wants, and being careful not to exert undue
pressure. Liam Scott walks that line with remarkable care.

Austin would be a fool to pout over this
treatment, when it's such an enormous part of why Liam makes him
feel safe.

"Yes." Austin grins, bright and wide. "And
it's a fantastic safe word, too."

Liam stops chopping long enough to arch an
eyebrow at him across the counter. "Are you going to tell me, or am
I meant to guess?"

Austin grins wider. "It's 'magenta'."

"Hmm." Liam absorbs this with approval,
though his expression turns considering a moment later. His brow
furrows faintly, as though he's trying to interpret the meaning
behind Austin's choice—because of course, thorough and affectionate
as he is, he wants to understand not just what, but
why. "Is it a reference to the stoplight method?"

Austin laughs warmly. "No. Magenta is my
favorite character from Rocky Horror."

Liam huffs a soft answering laugh. "Of
course. My mistake. I probably should have known."

And the thing is, he very well could
have guessed, not that Austin is disappointed in him for failing to
do so. They've watched the Rocky Horror Picture Show together—at
Austin's insistence, though he probably shouldn't have been
surprised to discover Liam's got the movie all but memorized.
They've watched plenty of other movies too. In the past month,
they've spent even more time together than usual, and not always
for sex. Austin finds himself more and more drawn to Liam purely
for the affectionate company, and it melts him right down to his
core that Liam seems to enjoy having him around.

Austin's parents think he's made distracting
new friends at school, and he hasn't dissuaded their faulty
assumptions. The less Reuben and Abigail Bautista know about their
son's actual whereabouts, the better for all involved.

Considering the directness of Liam's
question, Austin is surprised there's no immediate follow-up. Liam
simply accepts the answer—and accompanying explanation—with
familiar cheerfulness, then falls quiet as he finishes prepping
vegetables and assembling the layers of casserole. By the time Liam
slides the dish into the fridge, uncooked because it's nowhere near
dinner time yet, Austin has grown restless despite his best efforts
to remain calm.

Look, just because he's horny doesn't mean he
necessarily wants to remind Liam that he's a randy teenager.

Austin helps with the achingly domestic
routine of cleaning up the rest of the food—then breathes a pleased
little noise when Liam backs him against the counter for a
toe-curling kiss. Austin loves how physically small he feels in
moments like this. Liam isn't any taller than him, and yet the
man's stocky brawn so easily eclipses Austin's beanpole build. Liam
Scott is big and burly, a daunting wall of muscle and strength, and
the sensation of all that power crowding in and pinning him in
place…

Austin will never tire of this. He will never
fail to swoon into the warm circle of Liam's arms, his entire body
aching to submit.

His hopes of being manhandled and dragged off
to bed evaporate when Liam's fingers slide gently into the wild
curls of Austin's hair. The touch is worshipful, and it sends a
different zing of longing through Austin's belly. But it isn't the
rough handling that signals a more adventurous encounter, and when
Liam pulls away—when Austin blinks and peers into his face—his eyes
are soft with banked heat, watching Austin with affection rather
than intent.

"What would you like to do this afternoon,
sweetheart?" Liam murmurs, nuzzling a softer kiss to the corner of
Austin's mouth. His beard tickles Austin's skin, and when he leans
back, for a moment all Austin can do is stare. He shouldn't still
be this distracted by how gorgeous Liam is. But the short,
soft buzz of Liam's hair—the impossible breadth of his
shoulders—the smile lines crinkling at the corners of his eyes even
when he wears a more solemn expression… All of these things make
Austin burn with want, and he swallows hard and tries not to stare
at Liam's lovely mouth.

"Um," he blurts when he remembers Liam asked
him some sort of question. "Huh?"

The corners of Liam's eyes crease even more
deeply, fondness flashing bright in his smile. "This afternoon," he
repeats. "We've got practically the whole day to ourselves. Do you
want to choose a movie? A video game? Maybe drive far enough out of
town to spend some time outside together?" Without fear of being
spotted and recognized, he means. The only way they can possibly be
together beyond these hidden away moments.

It's appealing, no question. But Austin is on
fire with wanting something far more urgent, and he sounds
breathless when he says, "Those all sound great, but can we… do
something else first?"

"Like what?" Liam asks, but there's no sign
of confusion in his face. If anything, he looks teasing. Like he
knows precisely what Austin is about to ask him for, and
will enjoy hearing the words spoken aloud.

Austin's never been shy about asking for sex.
And even beyond that, he is slowly learning to let his usual
anxieties go, and trust that Liam Scott will never mock or misjudge
him—that Austin can be as honest as he pleases, and Liam will meet
him with respect and shared humor. So he has no problem at all
admitting what it is he truly wants today.

"You know my safe word now. And I already
told you, I'm sure. I want to do something kinky today." Feeling
bold, and alive, and taut with anticipation, Austin wraps his arms
more tightly around Liam's shoulders and leans in to whisper his
next words directly into Liam's ear. "I want you to hurt me."

Liam's stillness lingers another second. Then
it shatters, and suddenly he's kissing Austin again. But oh, this
is a wildly different kiss than before. Liam's mouth covers
Austin's with bruising force, tongue delving deep, teeth nipping at
his lower lip hard enough to sting. Now Liam's fingers twist
and tangle roughly in Austin's hair. And the way he shoves Austin
off-balance against the counter—the way he uses his nearly painful
grip in Austin's hair to force the angle he wants—the way Liam
seems ready to devour him whole, all of these things take Austin's
breath away.

Liam's body is hard against him, and when
Austin lets his legs part, he has barely an instant to brace
himself before wide hips shove into the space between and he feels
Liam grind relentlessly forward.

It's an animalistic assault, and Austin
welcomes it with a desperation all his own.

God, he loves all the different ways Liam
touches him, but this might be his favorite. The rare moments when
Liam is not just physically dominant with him, but seems to lose
control—to need Austin so fiercely he forgets to be measured and
commanding, in favor of simply taking what he needs.

Liam steps back all too soon. That same level
care, overriding raw instinct and making him take his hands off
Austin, instead of losing himself in all that need.

One day, Austin thinks, catching his
own lower lip between his teeth to keep himself from protesting as
Liam retreats just out of reach. One day Liam Scott will truly lose
control from wanting him, and he will demolish Austin more
completely than ever before.

Thankfully, Liam does not ask anything so
foolish as, Are you sure? The intensity in his gaze says he
is taking Austin at his word—trusting the conversations they've
already had about this—trusting Austin to know his limits, and his
desires, and his own body well enough to put on the brakes if
necessary. And hell, who knows, maybe it will be necessary.
Maybe Austin has bitten off more than he can chew, and will need to
use the safe word Liam was so insistent he choose. There's no shame
in trying something new and deciding it's not to his taste.

But Austin doesn't think that's going to
happen. His whole body trembles with eager energy, as he imagines
Liam's hands doing more than just pushing him around and holding
him down.

"Please," he whispers, even though he is
trying very hard to remain quiet and patient.

Liam raises both eyebrows and crosses his
arms over his enormous chest. The pose makes him look imperious,
despite the obvious erection straining beneath his fly and the
bright flush reddening his throat.

The sight is so arresting that it takes
Austin an extra moment to realize what Liam is waiting for.

"Please, sir," he tries again. He hasn't
bothered pushing himself up from his awkward slump against the
counter. He doesn't want to do anything at all that might shatter
the moment, when he is about to get exactly what he's been
craving.

Liam's gaze tracks lower, taking Austin in
with covetous attention. Austin feels bold as he responds by
tugging his t-shirt off over his head, tossing it to the floor and
baring himself for an even more blunt perusal.

When Liam moves, it's so quick Austin's head
spins. In the span of a heartbeat there are hands on him again,
dragging him across the room








































































































THE END
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