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						    Since Dylan has found a home in Flint and the perfect man to share it with, life should be great. However, as the holidays approach, he finds himself being haunted by his past more than ever. Cut off from the rest of his family, this will be the first Christmas away from them and while it was they who shoved him away, Dylan continues to miss his parents. While he still has his brother, Lucas, things between the two have become more stressful than ever as they fight to come to terms with their past issues. Then Dylan gets the news that he will be having to work on Christmas and he sinks further in his holiday induced pity party. While he loves his job as a paramedic, the last thing he wants to be doing is spending the holiday away from his boyfriend, Kaleb.
 
 Kaleb can see that Dylan is struggling with a bad case of Christmas blues. He wants nothing more than to make his man happy again, but everything Kaleb does only seems to make things worse. Kaleb knows something has to change and quick though, before Dylan pulls completely away. Will Kaleb be able to turn things around in time or will he forever lose Dylan? The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author's rights is appreciated. This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. Red Lights and Silver Bells Copyright 2010 Stephani Hecht ISBN: 978-1-55487-736-2 Cover art by Angela Waters All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.
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 Red Lights and Silver Bells EMS Heat By
 
 Stephani Hecht Dedication
 
 To Mom and Dad. Chapter One
 
 With the crazy, fucked up day he'd been having, Dylan couldn't rule out any possible scenario However, not even he could have expected to find himself actually chasing after a naked woman. He still didn't understand how he'd got himself in this who-woulda-thunk-it situation. One minute he'd been wheeling Hazel from his ambulance into the ER, then the next thing he knew, she'd stripped off her battered coat, sweat suit and granny panties before she took off running. Not that he wanted to see any chick naked, but even if he'd been straight, Hazel would not have floated his boat. One hundred pounds soaking wet, she was fortyyears-old, but could have easily passed for seventy. Years of meth use and living on the streets had rotted her teeth out and left her with long, scraggly gray hair. Several scars and lesions covered her dirty skin and she had a tattoo of an eagle on her left butt cheek. "Come on, Hazel, cut me some slack here," he pleaded as they ran past the nurse's desk. Several of the ER staff stopped to watch the show, but not one of them lifted a finger to help. A couple even had the audacity to laugh at his situation…okay, all of them laughed at him. He knew he'd never live this down. It was yet another one of his humiliating situations that would be all the talk in the EMS community within an hour. It seemed as if Dylan specialized in that area. Not a week went by where he didn't somehow make a fool of himself. "Not until you promise to give me a kiss," she yelled back, punctuating her request with a cackle. Dylan wanted to point out that if she wanted a kiss, then maybe it should be her who doing the chasing, but he held back for fear that she'd actually take him up on his request. That would only serve to make the whole situation all the more ball-shriveling mortifying. She ducked down a different hall and he followed, his boots making a screeching noise on the brightly polished, white tile. Of course they had to run by Dylan's brother, Lucas, who worked as a nurse at St. Michael's. No sense in having one of his embarrassing episodes if everyone didn't have a chance to witness them. Lucas crossed his arms over his thin chest, a smirk playing on his face. "Problems?" "Bite me," Dylan growled as he passed by. "I won't, but she just may. Don't think it won't hurt either, just because she doesn't have teeth," Lucas called back.
 
 Hazel turned another corner. Dylan cursed under his breath, this had to be one of his worst days ever. Then things got even worse. He took the turn too wide and took out an artificial Christmas tree. Bulbs, lights, tinsel and the figging angel topper all came down with a loud crash. He went down with it, fake pine needles poking him in the face. "Smooth move, slick," a snide voice yelled. Dylan let out a curse as he recognized it as Matt, Lucas's life partner and another medic. Yeah, there'd be no way in hell that he'd live this baby down. Matt would have the blow-by-blow details texted to everyone within the next two minutes. He scrambled to his feet and stumbled over some garland before he regained his balance. Giving chase, he rounded the corner only to find—fuck!—nothing. All that meet his gaze were white walls, a few empty beds and some medical equipment. "Hazel, where in the hell—" His question never had a chance to get finished before one hundred pounds of dirty flesh and girly parts tackled his back. A loud cry of alarm ripped from his chest as he started to retreat the way he'd just come. The problem was, Hazel hung on and didn't show any signs of getting off him any time soon. "Not cool, Hazel," he admonished as he tried to shrug her off. Dylan wished, not for the first time, that he had some actual real muscles or at the very least, was a bit taller. Maybe then he wouldn't be playing candy mountain to his patient. "I just want a kiss," she shrieked, her claws digging into his neck. The pain made him see stars, or maybe it was just some more Christmas decoration in his vision. It really didn't matter, all that he cared about was getting her off him. "Oh, shit!" Matt yelled as he finally got into the program and moved forward to help. Of course, since Dylan was having one of those days, his feet got entangled into that damn piece of garland again. He and Hazel crashed to the floor. Somehow, against all laws and physics and gravity, he ended up on his back while Hazel landed on his chest. "Boy, that's something I'd thought I'd never live to see. A naked gal straddling you," Matt quipped. Dylan opened his mouth, outraged at Matt's inappropriate comment. That proved to be his biggest mistake of all. Hazel let out a shriek of delight before she swooped in, her lips and tongue assaulting his mouth.
 
 He gagged, more because of how far she thrust her tongue down his throat than anything. Desperate for air and just plain wanting to get away, he tried to buck her off, but Hazel proved to be damn wily. Her nails dug in again, this time cutting into the tender flesh of his cheeks. Dylan didn't even want to contemplate what kind of junk lingered on her hands. When they'd first pulled up on scene to treat her, she'd been digging in a garbage can. She probably had every major disease currently in Flint residing on her digits. Then just as he thought things couldn't possibly worse, they did. "Don't worry, Dylan, I'm here to help," Lisa, his new work partner, yelled. A thin blonde, with the IQ of a flea, came running to join in the fray. She went behind Hazel and tried to peel the woman off him. Since Lisa was weak on her good days, she didn't make much progress and soon Dylan had two females straddling him. "Dear Penthouse Forum, it just started as a normal day for me at work…" Matt prattled as if reading from a letter. At least the smartass came to the rescue. He jerked Hazel up and off Dylan. At the same moment, Lucas arrived and he helped Lisa to her feet. Lucas next grabbed Dylan under the arms and hauled him to his feet. "You really suck, Matt," Dylan bitched as he tried not to puke from the lingering taste in his mouth. It was a vile cocktail of cigarettes, cheap vodka and yuck. "I was coming to help you, honest. I just had to rib you some along the way." Matt laughed even as Lucas turned Dylan's head to the side to examine the scratch marks. "You were taking your damn time, too. What if she had a weapon on her?" Matt cocked a brow. "And where exactly would she have stowed it?" "Probably the same place where she keeps her cash," Dylan retorted, with a shudder at that thought. There was a reason he now washed his hands whenever handling money. "Oh, I don't think even Hazel is that brave." "I just wanted a kiss from the cutie," Hazel screamed. Matt still held her up in the air, facing away from him. She windmilled her legs, but never succeeded in making contact with Matt's body. "See, this is why you have so much trouble finding boyfriends. You're just too aggressive. Maybe if you'd offered him dinner first, things would have turned out differently for you." Then Hazel did something she'd done on every single call Dylan had her—and that said a lot
 
 since she came to the ER at least once a week—she opened her mouth and tried to latch onto Matt's hand. Luckily for Matt, he moved quicker and got out of harm's way. Unluckily for Dylan, Matt had to drop Hazel in order to do get away. She made a direct beeline for Dylan, dove to the ground and wrapped her twig-like arms around his calves. "Mine!" she declared with a happy hum. She closed her eyes and snuggled deeper into his legs. Dylan surmised that maybe his boyfriend, Kaleb, may have a thing or two to say about that. The knowing smirk on Lucas's face said he thought the same thing. Matt laughed. "I hate to break it to you, sweetie, but Dylan already has a lady in his life." "Who?" Hazel demanded, her eyes narrowing dangerously. "Gladys," Matt drew out the name slowly, so she couldn't miss it. It had the desired effect. Hazel let out a small yelp as she let go. Then the devil herself came down the hallway. On a good day, Gladys looked mean and this was not one of them. Half of her red hair was pulled back in a bun, but several locks had broken free and hung around her overly, round face. Her pink scrubs were stretched tightly over her heavy stomach and thighs. Most alarming of all though, was the great big reindeer pin she had attached to her stethoscope. The fake creature's googly eyes seemed to mock Dylan and its cheerful smile was at direct odds with Gladys's permanent tight-lipped scowl Even though she barely topped over five-feet, she still instilled fear in nearly every nurse, doctor and medic in the county. Gladys didn't have a kind word to say to anyone and had no friends. Probably due to the fact that she didn't like anyone—that is anyone, but Dylan and Lucas. Even though their friendship had been rocky at best in the beginning, she now doted over the two of them. "Oh no, baby, what happened to you?" she demanded as she rushed over and gently cupped Dylan's face in her hands. Baby? Matt mouth to Lucas, who shrugged in return. Lisa wrinkled her nose up in disgust as she brushed some dirt off her knees. As Gladys continued to study his wounds, a tinge of emotion tugged at Dylan's chest. Since she was around the same age as his mother, he couldn't help but be drawn back to the times as a kid when he'd received tender care. Now Mom wouldn't even acknowledge he was her son, let alone talk to him. "Let's get you into one of the rooms and clean these up," she suggested, her gaze softening as if she knew what he were thinking. She turned, then unleashed on Matt the venom that had earned her the reputation as a meanie. "As for you, how could you have let this happen to him?"
 
 Matt's normally cocky attitude wilted under her glare. "I pulled her off." "Not before she managed to hurt him," Gladys seethed. Before Matt could further defend himself, she grabbed Dylan's hand and led him to a nearby examining room. He allowed himself to be ushered around like some kid because he knew there would be no way he'd get out of the ER without giving into her demands. "Does it hurt?" she asked. Even after a few months, it still felt unsettling to see this kinder, gentler side of Gladys. Dylan nodded and hopped up on the table. She gathered some sterile water and gauze pads, then carefully began to clean his wounds. "It burns a little," he admitted, hissing when she brushed over a particularly tender spot. "Sorry, do you want me to get you something for the pain?" "No, I have a few hours left in my shift. When I get home, I'll pop some Tylenol." They were quiet for a few moments before she spoke again. "How is everything else in your life going?" "Things have been great since I moved in with Kaleb." He smiled, a warm feeling going over him as he thought about the blue-eyed, blond firefighter. There were still times that Dylan couldn't believe they were actually together. "Do you miss not living with your brother anymore?" Dylan shrugged. "He's probably glad to get me out of his hair. Not only that, but I love Kaleb, so it's only right that we took the next step and moved in together." She paused in her cleaning and locked gazes with him. "I have a question, honey. Did you ever tell Lucas about what your dad did to you?" As always, whenever he thought back to the events that led to him leaving home, Dylan's stomach clenched. "No, the only ones in Flint who know are you, Clayton and Kaleb. Guess that shows you how special you really are to me." Her lips didn't curl into even a hint of a smile as she continued to study him. "You're not going to totally heal until you share everything with Lucas." "I'm getting better," Dylan argued. "Kaleb's really helping me work through things."
 
 "I guess so. You didn't faint at the sight of your own blood this time," Gladys snorted as she rolled her eyes. While she did treat Dylan a hundred percent better than anyone else, that still didn't mean he was completely clear of her meanness. "That's probably because I didn't get a good look at it," he admitted. "No, because you're too busy trampling our holiday decorations." "Sorry about that. If it makes you feel better, you can call me the Grinch of St. Michael's." In truth, he didn't suffer an ounce of remorse for trashing the tree. He hadn't been feeling the whole holiday thing to begin with. Even more so since he'd found out that morning he'd be forced to work the twenty-fifth. That little piece of news had shredded the last of his ho-ho-ho. Gladys pointed a hard finger at him. "Look here, kid, I never thought there'd be a day where I'd be saying this to someone else, but you really need to get the chip off your shoulder." "Come on, cut me some slack." He sighed. But she continued, "The stick out of your ass…" "I thought that I could count on at least you to be mature." "You great, big Droopy Dog, pouty baby." "Be nice to me. I have to work Christmas." She pulled a bored face. "Welcome to the medical field, brat. If you didn't want to work holidays, then you should have been a bank teller." Since he'd already been slapped with the kid and brat label, he figured he had nothing to lose by going all the way. Allowing his bottom lip to protrude some, he asked, "So does that mean I don't get my hug?" "Why do I put up with you?" She threw down her supplies with a heavy sigh before she came over and wrapped him in a soft, warm embrace. "Because I'm cute?" "Hate to break it to you, but that charm only works on Kaleb." He would have argued that it must work on her, too, since she'd actually showed some compassion. Something that was as rare as a Big Foot sighting. That might mean she'd let go though, so he kept his yap shut and instead soaked in the comfort of knowing that someone other than Kaleb and Lucas actually gave a damn about him.
 
 Chapter Two
 
 Kaleb turned off the bath water, just in time to hear the front door open. Giving his setup one last glance to make sure everything looked perfect, he rushed out to meet his poor, abused paramedic. Dylan stood just inside the apartment, the saddest, most forlorn expression on his face. Kaleb had to bite back a smile. He may love Dylan more than he'd ever thought possible, but boy could his man turn on the drama sometimes. "I'm very dirty," Dylan declared, his voice barely above a whisper. His normally carefully combed, brown hair was sticking up in places, pieces of tinsel and colored glass sprinkled through the mess. While his bright green eyes usually sparkled when he looked at Kaleb, they now were bleak and dull. Even his uniform looked as if it had been run over by a dump truck, several stains darkening the navy fabric. The jacket even had a large dusty, scuffmark along the back. "I heard you had a rough day," Kaleb ventured. Dylan glanced up from under his lashes, a frown marring his full lips. "I got accosted by a very naked, very horny Hazel." "Yeah, I know. I hate to tell you, but it's already the talk in the EMS community." Kaleb winced in sympathy as he thought about the cracks that would be coming Dylan's way. "She kissed me," Dylan said, his voice raspy with horror. He brought a hand up to his mouth and shuddered. Kaleb had to hold back the eye roll that drama earned. No one but Dylan could get away with it and still manage to be cute at the same time. "That must have been horrible," Kaleb offered. "It was. She tasted like the floor of a taxi cab." "You've licked a lot of those, have you?" "Well no, but I can imagine what it would be like." He stuck his tongue out slightly in the classic gross gesture. "Come into the bathroom and brush your teeth then," Kaleb suggested, hoping that once Dylan saw his surprise, the whole woe-is-me routine would end. "Good idea. I ate a whole roll of mints, but I think I could use some more cleaning."
 
 Kaleb started to usher Dylan into the small bathroom of their equally small apartment. Well, maybe it wasn't exactly small, at least not by most apartment standards, but it certainly wasn't as big as their last place. At one point, they'd lived in Kaleb's house, but mounting repairs on the old dwelling, combined with a slash in Kaleb's work hours had forced them to move. At first he'd been upset and angry at the city for cutting not only into his income, but that of every firefighter in the city. Then he realized other places in Michigan had it much worse. Besides, size didn't concern Dylan or him, so long as they got to live together. They made it partway down the hallway before Dylan stopped to voice another concern. "I think I permanently broke Gladys's Christmas tree." Now that Kaleb would have paid cash to have seen. Even if the battle-ax acted nice toward Dylan, Kaleb would never be the woman's fan. "I'm sure she'll forgive you." "She already said as much, but I still feel bad." Kaleb decided that was probably the first time anyone had uttered those words in conjunction to the mean nurse. "She'll get over it. After all, it was an accident." "It was." Dylan scrunched his face up. "Who would have thought that Hazel could run that fast?" "Do I have to pick you up and carry you to the bathroom?" Kaleb asked, before Dylan could start rehashing his crappy day all over again. Dylan gave a put-upon sigh as he started walking again. "Fine, but I don't see why you're in such a…" He trailed off as they entered the bathroom. Kaleb smiled as he watched Dylan's gaze travel to the bath full of hot, bubbly water, to the numerous lit candles, then to the bottle of wine. "You did this all for me?" Dylan asked in a soft voice. Kaleb came up behind him and slowly slid Dylan's jacket off. "Yes, but if you want I could always see if Gladys wants to share it with you." For the first time that evening the smile Kaleb loved so much filled Dylan's face. "Let her get her own. The only one I want in there with me is you." He turned around and stood on tiptoe so their lips could meet. Dylan tasted strongly of mint and the same sweetness that always lingered in his mouth. Kaleb plunged his tongue inside, gently stroking until he'd earned a moan from Dylan. Kaleb started to carefully unbutton Dylan's shirt. "Are you sure there's enough room in there for both of us?" Dylan cast a quick glance at the tub. "It may be cramped, but I don't mind. It'll be worth the
 
 discomfort to be held by you." "I plan on doing more than just holding you." Kaleb stripped Dylan's uniform top off only to find a thermal shirt underneath. In the winter, most EMS workers tended to dress in layers in case they got stuck on long extrications at car accident scenes, so the thermal shirt didn't come as a surprise. Kaleb took that off, too, only to find a t-shirt still hindering his progress. "Sorry." Dylan gave an impish grin. "It was cold outside today." Kaleb pulled it over Dylan's head and finally encountered blessedly bare skin. He spent a few moments exploring it with his fingers before dipping his head so he could run his tongue around one nipple. Dylan let out a sound halfway between a sigh and moan as he softly caressed Kaleb's hair. "Do you have thermal bottoms on under your pants?" Kaleb asked, not bothering to hide his grin when Dylan nodded. "I didn't want to freeze my ass off like I did last week when I responded to that snowmobiler-versus-tree call." "I'll tell you what. You take them off and I'll get naked and meet you in the bath." Kaleb picked a few stray pieces of glass from Dylan's hair and tossed them into the garbage. Dylan moved quick, things getting a bit awkward when he got to his boots. He hopped around for a few moments, somehow managing to look desirable even while being clumsy. There was a reason his co-workers had long ago smacked him with the nickname Trippy. The incident with the Christmas tree hadn't been Dylan's first klutz performance and it probably wouldn't be his last either. He still managed though and Kaleb soon got an eyeful of the paramedic's perfectly rounded ass. When Dylan turned and tilted his head down slightly as he stroked his own cock, it was Kaleb who stumbled a bit in his undressing. The way the low light made for an ideal silhouette of Dylan's sensual profile could only be described as sheer perfection. Even his cheekbones, which would be considered too round on others and his eyes which would have been overly large on anyone else, added to his sexy appeal. Somehow, even after everything he'd suffered though, Dylan managed to keep a small bit of innocence that called to the protector in Kaleb. Despite the show Dylan gave, Kaleb managed to yank off his sweats and t-shirt. Soon he was settled in the bath, Dylan leaning back against him. Dylan let out a happy sigh, as he all but snuggled into Kaleb's chest. "This is one my favorite things to do with you," Dylan confessed, all the earlier trace of doom
 
 and gloom missing from his voice. "What? Taking care of everyday hygiene? If you like this so much, then wait until we brush our teeth together later. You'll probably cream your pants from excitement," Kaleb teased. He got the reaction he'd hoped for. Dylan let out a soft chuckle as the last signs of worry fled his face. "No, I mean that I just like having you all to myself." "You know that I'll always drop anything to be with you." "Yeah, I think I'm finally realizing that. I just keep expecting you to dump me like everyone else has." Not for the first time, Kaleb had to grit his teeth against the hot wash of anger toward Dylan's parents and family. First they'd cut off Lucas and then later Dylan when it had come to light the brothers were gay. While Kaleb didn't exactly have a Walton's vibe when it came to his own family, there is still no way they'd ever completely turn their backs on him in that kind of manner. "I'm not going anywhere, ever," Kaleb promised as he kissed Dylan's temple. Dylan tilted his head a bit so they could lock gazes. "Why me, Kaleb? You could have any guy in Flint, yet you chose to be with the dorky virgin." Kaleb gaped at him in shock. Even after all these months of having to deal with Dylan's insecurities, it still shocked Kaleb every time he realized just how little his lover thought of himself. If it was anyone who could have their pick of men, it was Dylan. More than once, Kaleb had caught both men and women ogling the cute dark-haired medic. He knew better than to voice those opinions aloud though, for Dylan would just get embarrassed and deny them. Kaleb decided it would just be safer to change the topic. He gave Dylan's hip a healthy pinch and snarked, "I hate to break it to you, but you haven't been a virgin for a while." "It's only been a few months since we hooked up at Pandora's," Dylan shot back, referring to the local gay nightclub. Kaleb thought back to that night. To the moment when he'd spotted Dylan, scared and hiding in a corner of the club and how both of their lives had been forever changed. Before Dylan, Kaleb had only wanted onetime fucks with no strings attached, and yet here is he was in an actual functioning relationship. He couldn't be happier either. Lightly fingering up the long, angry, red scratches covering Dylan's cheeks and neck, Kaleb asked, "Did you get these checked out?" "Yeah, Gladys cleaned them for me."
 
 Kaleb smiled. Leave it to his sweet guy to bring out a soft side in even someone as jaded as her. "She really dotes on you." "I know and all I had to do was tell her that no matter how mean she was, I'd always be a friend to her. Who would have thunk that you could actually catch some vinegar with honey?" Now it was Kaleb who laughed. He loved the way Dylan's thought process went sometimes. "I don't think that's how that saying goes." Dylan grinned. "It fits in this situation though." "Yes, I guess it does," Kaleb traced a path down Dylan's sternum. "She did nag me again." Dylan wrinkled his nose in the way he always did when irritated. "What was it this time?" Gladys had decided it was her job to mother Dylan so she always doled out unwanted advice. "She thinks I should tell Lucas about that night." Dylan sighed. Kaleb didn't even have to ask what that night referred to. He knew that story so well is was almost as if he'd actually been there. "She may have a point." As expected, Dylan shook his head. "I can't." In the past he would have let the subject drop, but a part of him knew in the end, silence wouldn't help Dylan. Kaleb decided to push the issue. "Why? Do you somehow blame him for it?" Dylan paused, as if turning the question over in his head and trying to come up with the proper response. Finally he said, "As shitty as it sounds, for a while I did blame him. I thought that he'd gotten off easy with just being kicked out and disowned." "Instead of taking a beating like you did?" Kaleb's voice caught a bit on those words. Just the thought of Dylan being hurt made his gut twist in pain. "Yeah, I felt like maybe Lucas should have been there to protect me. Or at the very least, take half of those kicks and punches since Dad was pissed that he had two gay sons." "There's nothing selfish about that, babe. I don't think even Lucas could blame you for having those feelings." Kaleb pressed another kiss to Dylan's temple. "That's not why I won't tell him now though."
 
 Kaleb didn't push this time, realizing that since Dylan had started to share, he'd eventually reveal the answer on his own. Sure enough after a few seconds, Dylan plunged ahead, "I know that Lucas will blame himself for the whole incident and I don't want him to do that. He's already done enough by taking me in when I first came to Flint and helping me get a job that I don't want to add this too." "I don't think Lucas would agree with you. He'd want to know about it even if it came with a heavy dose of guilt." Dylan shook his head. "No, I can't do that to him. His relationship with my parents is already a mess as it is. I don't want to add my baggage to it." Kaleb's mouth opened in shock. "After what they did to you, they don't deserve to have any kind of relationship with you or Lucas. As far as I'm concerned, your mother is just as guilty as your father for standing by and not saying anything when he beat you." "That's not true, she did say something. Damn it, Dylan, how am I going to get all that blood out of my carpets. You just have to ruin everything." The monotone way he recited it, let Kaleb know that he was repeating it word for word. "Fuck her. If you want, I'll go over there and piss over all the rugs, just for good measure," Kaleb declared vehemently. Dylan gave a soft chuckle before he turned so they were facing each other. It made for a bit of awkwardness since the space was so confined, but Dylan was short enough to make it somewhat work. "Nah, I'd rather you just stay here and fuck me instead," Dylan said before he tilted his head up for a kiss. Chapter Three
 
 It always felt so right when he kissed Kaleb and this time was no different. Dylan slipped his tongue inside Kaleb's mouth, savoring the velvet slide. At the same time, he undulated his hips, eager to relieve some of the pressure on his cock. "Fucking sounds like the perfect plan, but let's get you cleaned up first. You still have half of St. Michael's holiday decorations in your hair," Kaleb said. Dylan reluctantly went along. He soon saw the beauty of the plan when Kaleb took it upon himself to do all of the washing. He started with Dylan's hair. Kaleb's fingers massaged his scalp so expertly that Dylan let out a happy moan as his eyelids fluttered closed. "You're good at that," he complimented.
 
 "Really? Maybe I should give up my career as a firefighter and become the shampoo girl at our hair salon," Kaleb replied, squeezing a generous dollop of liquid soap of a bath poof. "I wouldn't go that far." Dylan laughed. He slowly soaped Dylan up, his fingers following the path of the poof. When he got to the more intimate areas of Dylan's body, Kaleb didn't hold anything back. He even went so far as to thrust his fingers up Dylan's ass a few times, stretching him for the fucking that was coming. "Are we going to do it in here?" Dylan asked as he threw his head back, pleasure ripping through his body when Kaleb's fingers pegged his sweat spot. "I think we'd probably make a pretty big mess. Why don't we take this to the bedroom?" "Okay, but hurry. I want your cock inside me." They jumped out and barely dried off before going to the bedroom. Dylan crawled onto his stomach and hugged a pillow to his chest. When Kaleb reached into the drawer for supplies, Dylan said, "Just grab the lube. We don't need a condom." Kaleb paused, hand halfway to the nightstand, a look of utter shock on his face. Not that Dylan blamed him. They'd talked of bare backing before, even going so far as getting tested, but they'd yet to take the next step by actually doing it. "Are you sure?" Kaleb asked in a soft voice, his eyes darkening with emotion. Dylan nodded. "I love and trust you." That meant a lot coming from Dylan, not only because trust didn't come easy for him, but because of his career in the medical field, he'd seen firsthand all the horrors of STD's. Still, he knew Kaleb returned his love and that was enough for him. Kaleb leaned over and placed a kiss on Dylan's shoulder. "You'll never have a reason to regret this." Since Kaleb had already stretched Dylan earlier, it was just a matter of slicking things up. Dylan moaned as Kaleb thrust into him, the pure skin-on-skin contact making his eyes roll back into his head. "You feel like fucking nirvana," Kaleb praised. Dylan laughed. "Did you just actually say nirvana? Have you been reading poetry again?" He gasped when Kaleb grabbed him by the hips and lifted so the thrusts went deeper. Dylan clawed his fingers into the sheets. "Okay, then I guess we can go with nirvana."
 
 "I should have that word tattooed on your ass," Kaleb kidded as he started to pound into Dylan. "Yeah, because that wouldn't be tacky at all," Dylan retorted. After that, his conversation became limited to little moans that were punctuated by Kaleb's thrusts. Both because he knew Kaleb loved it when he made that noise and because Dylan really was feeling it. He didn't know if it was because of the intimate conversation they'd just shared or the fact that for the first time there wasn't a latex barrier between them. All he felt certain of was that it had never been this good. Then Kaleb changed the position of his strokes slightly and the pleasure reached a new height. Dylan let out a soft cry of passion as he clumsily grabbed his own cock. It took only two passes before he shot off, ruining their once-clean sheets. Kaleb moaned before he came, hot waves of semen filling the inside of Dylan's ass. Although he'd just had his own orgasm, Dylan moaned at the sheer pleasure of feeling, for the first time, the wash of his man's cum. Once again, Kaleb had been his first and last for something because Dylan knew that there would never be another who could take the fireman's place in his life. "That was amazing," Kaleb declared once they both recovered. "Does that mean you're going to sacrifice and sleep on the wet spot?" Dylan retorted as he glanced over his shoulder at Kaleb. "How about I just spoon you and we use the clean side of the bed?" Kaleb suggested. Since Dylan was exhausted, that sounded agreeable. Kaleb rolled to his side, pulled Dylan to his chest, then pulled the covers over them. Dylan snuggled in before looking out the window at the falling snow. He felt warm, protected, satisfied and damn lucky to have Kaleb. "Thanks," he whispered as he toyed with Kaleb's fingers. "For giving you the fucking of your life?" There was no mistaking the smug tone in Kaleb's voice. "That and for making my crappy day so much better. I've almost forgot that I made a klutzy ass out of myself, yet again and that I was attacked by girly bits." Dylan gave an exaggerated shudder. "I'll always be here for you," Kaleb promised. "I know and that makes me feel better more than anything."
 
 "Do you want me to go fix you some dinner? You just got off a twelve hour shift so you must be starved," Kaleb offered. "No, thanks. I'd rather stay here and have you hold me." So that's what Kaleb did. As Dylan drifted off to sleep, he once again thought to himself that he had to be the luckiest man in Michigan.
 
 The sound of rude, intrusive knocking roused Dylan several hours later. He opened his eyes, blinking against the harsh rays of sun seeping in the windows as he sat up. When Kaleb moved to roll out of bed, Dylan stayed him with a hand to the shoulder. "I'll answer it. You get some more sleep." Kaleb mumbled something that must have been an agreement because he flopped back down, then went back to sleep. The knocking continued, somehow managing to grow louder. Worried the neighbors would get pissed at all the commotion, Dylan hastily threw on a pair of sweats and a St. Michael's Relay Race t-shirt and hurried to the door. "I swear to God, Matt, if it's you trying to get me to go jogging with your again, I'm going to feed you your own damn running shoes," Dylan threatened as he pulled the door opened. The scowl fell off his face when he found himself facing his younger sister, Becca, instead of a smartass blond medic. She gave him a small wave before nervously tucking a long, lock of her dark hair behind her ear. For a moment, Dylan didn't say anything, too shocked by her presence and then by her piss-poor condition. Even though it had to be around fifteen degrees outside, she wore only a thin pink windbreaker and jeans. There were large bags under her large, blue eyes and her face looked too damn pale. "Becca, what are you doing here?" he asked, finally digging up his voice. She let out a sound of disgust as she brushed past him, flouncing into the apartment. "Is that all you have to say to me?" Dylan scratched his head as he shut the door. "At the moment that's all that comes to mind except maybe do Mom and Dad know you're here?" "No, they kicked me out, just like they did to you and Lucas," she declared as she practically threw herself down on his couch. He sighed, remembering how Becca always tended to lean more toward the dramatic side. "Why? Are you gay, too?" The question came out tinged with sarcasm and tiny amount of bitterness, so he wasn't too
 
 surprised when he got a filthy look in return. "No, they found out I was dating a Catholic boy." "Oh, now-now, don't you know that Baptists and Catholics aren't supposed to mix? At least that's the law according to Dad." Dylan went into the kitchen to make a pot of coffee. After a few seconds, Becca came in and joined him. She leaned against a counter and crossed her arms over her chest. "Dad isn't the smartest guy out there. Plus, his beliefs are so outdated." "You're just now figuring this out?" Dylan arched a brow at her. "No, I knew that the night he used your brains as a soccer ball. I've hated him ever since then." Dylan recalled how, during his beating, he'd been dimly aware of someone sobbing from another room. He should have realized it'd been her. While there was three years difference in their age, they'd always been extremely close. "I wanted to contact you after you left, but I was too afraid of him," she confessed in a small voice. He put an arm around her and brought her in for a tight embrace, frowning when he noted how chilled she felt. "How did you manage to find me?" "Saddie has always kept track of where you and Lucas were. So when Dad tossed me out, I took the first bus here." She burrowed her face into his chest, just like she used to do when they were kids. "You should have called me. I would have driven out to get you." He dashed to the living room, grabbed a blanket from the couch and went back to the kitchen. He wrapped the quilt around her shoulders, then ushered her to the table. "Sit down and I'll make some breakfast. Do you still like your eggs scrambled?" She nodded, a soft smile playing on her lips. "You always take such good care of me." "Of course I do. You're my baby sister." Dylan paused in his cooking long enough to give her a quick kiss on the top of her head. While he knew it was a bit selfish, a small bit of excitement went through him because he finally got to see her again. Ever since she'd come home as an infant, it had been Dylan who'd watched out for her and taken care of her needs. The doting smiles and devotion he'd earned in return had made all his efforts worth it, too. Some of the other siblings had often accused him of spoiling her, but that wasn't the case. They just understood each other better than anyone else. Tears pooled up in her eyes. "I don't know what I'm going to do, Dylan. I have no place to go,
 
 no clothes or any money. I don't even have a change of underwear." He rushed over to give her another hug. "Don't you worry about any of those things, sweetie. Lucas and I will buy you whatever you need." She sniffed. "But where am I going to live?" "Let me talk to Kaleb. I'm sure he won't mind if you stay with us for a while." At least Dylan hoped he didn't. He didn't see any other option. It's not like he could leave his sister living on the streets. Flint was one of the most dangerous cities in the Nation. Someone as sweet and innocent as Becca would never survive a day out there. She piped up some. "Who's Kaleb?" "He's my boyfriend. You're going to really like him." "Where is he?" she demanded, darting a look around the kitchen as if she expected him to pop out from the cupboards or something. A heat came over Dylan's cheeks. "He's still in bed." "Oh, you guys are living in sin. I love it!" "It's not like we can legally get married or anything," Dylan grumbled as he stirred the eggs. Becca came over and hip bumped him away from the stove. "You go wake up your stud muffin so I can meet him. I'll finish breakfast." Dylan hesitated only a moment before going off like an obedient puppy. He knew better than anyone not to deny Becca something once she set her mind to it. She had the tenacity of a pit-bull at times. He went into the bedroom and climbed onto the bed. Kaleb still slept and he looked damn good, his blond hair slightly sleep mussed and the sheet barely covering his hips. Dylan would have loved nothing more than to pull back the covers and spend the rest of the morning playing around, but he had other issues to deal with. So he settled for lightly shaking Kaleb's shoulder. "Hey, babe, I need you to wake up," he said in a low, soothing voice. "Why, you want me to fuck you again?" Kaleb smiled, but didn't open his eyes. "Not quite. There's someone here I need you to meet," Dylan hedged, praying that Kaleb would take the news well.
 
 He didn't know what he'd do if Kaleb refused to take Becca in. While Dylan loved Kaleb more than anything, Becca was important, too. Dylan didn't even want to contemplate having to choose between the two of them. His prolonged silence must have clued Kaleb in that something was wrong because he sat up and looked at Dylan. "What is it?" Kaleb asked as he rubbed a comforting hand over Dylan's shoulder. "It's my sister, Becca. She needs your help. Or maybe I should say we both do." Chapter Four
 
 Kaleb's heart galloped in concern as he watched Dylan fidget with his fingers while his teeth worked his bottom lip. Dylan only did that when something had him really worked up. He hadn't acted this itchy even last night, so having Becca show up unexpectedly must have really tied the guy into knots. "Whatever it is you need, all you have to do is ask," Kaleb rushed out, desperate to relieve the tension. "Dad kicked her out and she doesn't have any place to go." Dylan continued to twist his fingers. Unable to watch any longer, Kaleb reached out and stopped him. "She can stay with us." Dylan's eyes grew soft with emotion. "Are you sure? I know it's a lot to ask." "I don't mind at all." Kaleb didn't either. If Dylan needed him, then Kaleb would do anything in his power to be there. "Why don't you come out and meet her?" Dylan suggested, his face alight with excitement. "Okay, just let me get dressed first. I don't think being nude would make a good first impression." "Oh, I don't know about that. I happen to think you look fantastic in the buff," Dylan teased with a lopsided grin. Kaleb gave him a quick kiss before shoving him on the chest. "Go, I'll be right out." Dylan gave him one last smile before he hopped off the bed and left. Kaleb quickly got dressed in a pair of sweats and Flint Fire t-shirt before he went out to meet their new houseguest. As he approached the kitchen, he could hear the low conversation between the pair, the exchange punctuated by Dylan's soft laughter. The smells of cooking reached him, making his stomach grumble as it reminded him that they'd skipped dinner the night before.
 
 He walked into the kitchen and smiled at the sight that greeted him. Dylan and his sister were huddled in front of the stove. She stood around the same height as her brother and had the same dark hair as Dylan and Lucas. She had hers pulled back into a sloppy ponytail. "Hey," Kaleb said as he went over and helped himself to a cup of coffee. Becca turned, her mouth opening in shock. "Oh…my…gosh, Dylan didn't say you were such a hot piece of man meat." Kaleb felt a blush come over his face. Dylan sputtered, "Shit, Becca. Couldn't you just go with hello or nice to meet you?" She nodded. "Okay, nice to meet you, Mr. Stud, who is banging my brother." Kaleb had made the mistake of taking a drink and when her words hit him, he sucked in a breath of shock. That resulted in him choking so hard tears came to his eyes. Dylan rushed over and rubbed Kaleb on the back as he nearly coughed up a lung. "Sorry, she tends to speak first and think second," Dylan offered once Kaleb caught his breath. "Then Matt and her should get along perfectly," Kaleb replied. Becca's nose wrinkled in confusion, the gesture reminiscent of Dylan. "Who's Matt?" "The stud who's banging your other brother," Kaleb offered, deciding to shove some of her own medicine back at her. She let out a soft sound of surprise, while Dylan covered his eyes with one hand and mumbled something that sounded suspiciously like the Serenity Prayer. Then Becca let loose a peal of laughter. "I'm going to like you." She gave him a playful shove toward the table. "Sit, I'll have breakfast finished in a second." "She's a much better cook than me, too," Dylan offered as he took the chair opposite of Kaleb. "As much as I love you, Dylan, that doesn't say much." There was a good reason they lived on take-out when it was Dylan's turn to make dinner. "Still?" Becca gave a mock shake of her head. "I would have thought you'd have learned by now. Did you know that Dylan was the only kid in our family that couldn't even master s'mores? He always burnt his marshmallows to ash." Dylan laughed. "Yeah, but Terry would always give me his."
 
 Just as soon all the good humor left the room as the siblings frowned. The name sounded familiar to Kaleb, so he scrambled his mind until he came up with where he'd heard it before. "Terry is the oldest in your family. Right?" "Yeah," Becca turned off the burner, then started to plate the eggs. "How many kids did your parents have?" Kaleb felt bad that he already didn't know all this, but until then Dylan hardly spoke of his life before Flint. "Six," Dylan replied, "Terry, Lonnie, Lucas, Saddie, me and then Becca." "That must have been interesting at times." "Let me, guess. You were an only child," Becca surmised as she carried over the plates, then joined them at the table. "Kaleb was one of those trust fund babies who was raised by nannies and stuff," Dylan informed her. "I wouldn't exactly call an elder babysitter a nanny and the only trust fund I had was a small inheritance I received from my grandfather. Dylan just loves to tease me," Kaleb said. When Becca pointedly glanced around the rundown kitchen, Kaleb added, "We're not exactly close, so I told my parents to keep the money." "Is it because you're gay?" Her gaze softened with understanding. Kaleb shrugged. "That may have been part of it. I think the biggest thing was that I chose to become a firefighter instead of a lawyer or something more to the social standards they always yearned for themselves." "That's stupid," Becca scoffed. "Everyone needs firefighters. Rich houses burn down, too." Kaleb smiled at her simplistic, yet endearing logic. He could see why Dylan doted on her so much and talked highly of her. Then she had to blow his admiration with her next question. "Which one of you two is the bottom and who's the top?" Dylan choked on his food for a second, while Kaleb found himself stunned into silence. Becca for her part, just sat there, the perfect picture of innocence. She even blinked her baby-blues a few times while she waited for her answer. "Sheez, Becca. That's none of your damn business," Dylan finally managed to gasp out. "Why not? I'm just curious. Not that I judge you or anything, Dylan. I love you just the same
 
 whether you're gay or straight. Although, I'm a bit jealous that you managed to land someone as hot as Kaleb." "You have a boyfriend of your own," Dylan pointed out. "Yeah, and I really do love him. I can't wait until he saves up enough money to move up to Flint, too. He's just not a smoking, hot fireman." Dylan lowered his face into his hands and this time, Kaleb was certain he was reciting the Serenity Prayer. Kaleb didn't know whether to laugh or get offended by Becca's comments. One thing was clear though, she didn't share the same shy steak that plagued Dylan and Lucas. Speaking of which… "Have you called Lucas yet?" Kaleb asked. Maybe if he came over, he could help Dylan work some damage control until Becca got settled in. "No, he worked a double last night," Dylan replied. Which meant that he no doubt just got home a couple hours ago and wouldn't be awake for a while. Great, by then she'd probably be demanding a demonstration of their favorite sexual positions. "That's okay," Becca shrugged. "That will give Dylan and me all day to get caught up." "Not really. I have to go into work in just a few hours," Dylan said apologetically. Her face fell. "Oh, well how about tomorrow then?" "I have a shift then, too." "But that's Christmas Eve," she protested. "It doesn't matter when you're low seniority. I have to work on the twenty-fifth, as well. All of them will be long shifts, too." "That's not right." She slapped her palm down on the table. "Nobody should have to work on Christmas!" "People still get sick on holidays," Dylan explained patiently. "So, you have to miss out on all the fun? Is that why you two don't have any decorations up?" she demanded. Kaleb and Dylan exchanged looks of surprise. It had never occurred to Kaleb to decorate because he'd never celebrated the holidays before. Since there hadn't been a family to go home to, Kaleb had always volunteered to work, so the guys with kids could get the time off.
 
 Something he hadn't considered changing until just then. The sole reason he wasn't working both days was because of the damn budget cuts. As a result, he only had to work at the fire station for Christmas Eve. Guilt slammed into Kaleb. No wonder Dylan was acting the part of the Grinch…he'd been living with Scrooge. This holiday season marked the first one since Dylan left home…what's more, it marked the first one they were celebrating as a couple. Both were reasons why Kaleb should have been going out of his way to make sure everything was perfect. Dylan waved a dismissive hand at his sister. "What's the big deal? It's not like I'm going to be here to enjoy a tree or anything." Becca slowly shook her head. "But you used to always love putting the lights and ornaments on the tree." "That was a long time ago." Dylan got up and scraped his plate into the garbage. "While I'm at work today, why don't you take my credit card and buy yourself some clothes?" "Okay," she replied absently. Her brow furrowed in concern as she studied Dylan. "I'll have Kaleb drop me off at work, so you can use my car. The mall is only a few blocks from here. Not even you could get lost on the way there." He gave a weak smile before he left the kitchen. Kaleb and Becca sat in uneasy silence. She pushed her eggs around on her plate while he continued to battle feelings of guilt for letting Dylan down. He finally asked, "He really liked the holidays that much?" "Yeah, after we got the tree all decorated, we used to lie down underneath it so we could look up through the branches. It was something just he, Lucas and I did, but we made sure to follow that tradition every single year. Terry used to love to tease us about it." He smiled as a visual came to his mind of Dylan lying on his back, his head stuck underneath the tree. Yeah, it seemed like something his guy would do. Then just a quickly, another sensation of sadness came over Kaleb as he realized how much Dylan had lost in the past year. "I know what your father did to Dylan and I just don't mean kicking him out," he told her. Tears filled Becca's eyes. "It was so horrible. Even though I was in another room, I could still hear everything. I tried to run to Dylan and help him, but Terry held me back and wouldn't let me go." "Why didn't you try to contact him after?" Kaleb pressed. "Dad took away my cell phone and computer. It wasn't until I turned eighteen last month that I finally gathered the courage to rebel against him."
 
 Kaleb couldn't hold in his sound of disbelief. "Even after everything he did to Lucas and Dylan?" "I know it sounds stupid now, but you don't understand how things worked in our house. Our dad ruled our family and we were always taught to obey without question. We were to go to church on Sundays and Wednesdays, get good grades and respect our elders." The practiced way she said the last sentence let him know it was phrase she'd been forced to recite numerous times before. His gut turned at the thought of someone as free-spirited as Dylan being raised in such a strict household. "Did your father abuse all of you like he did Dylan?" Kaleb asked, pushing his breakfast away. The discussion ruined his appetite. "No, he just used the paddle on our rumps when we got out of hand." Even though that comment came out dismissively, it still took a while for Kaleb to realize that she actually didn't think it a big deal. "As in, he hit you with a piece of wood?" "Yeah, all the parents from our church and private school did it to their kids. Mary Jilliks and I used to compare the bruises on our butts." "You shared them, like they were no big deal?" Kaleb's outrage echoed through the kitchen. "What's the issue? We went to the privacy of the bathroom first. It's not like we lifted our skirts in the middle of biology class or something." She rolled her eyes. "That's not what I mean. What has me appalled is that any parent would ever discipline their children so harshly that marks were left behind," Kaleb explained. She paused for a second as if considering his words. "I guess you may have a point." Kaleb swallowed hard before asking the next question, "Did Dylan get paddled a lot as a kid?" "Yeah. He, Lucas and I always got it the worst. We could never stay out of trouble. But Dad never used his fists on us until that night with Dylan." He blanched. When she put it that way, it almost sounded as if it were normal and business as usual. "Did you know that Dylan still hasn't told Lucas about what happened?" "That would make sense. They were always trying to protect each other, that is when they weren't watching out for me. That's what makes me so sad about Dylan not getting into Christmas this year. If anyone deserves a good holiday, it's him."
 
 Kaleb thought a moment longer before he made up his mind as to what needed to be done. "Dylan can take his car into work. I'm going shopping with you." She narrowed her eyes at him. "Why? Are you worried that I'll overspend and max out his card? If so, don't worry. Lucas is the clothes whore in the family, not me." "No, I need to pick up a few things of my own. The first being a big tree." Becca let out a squeal of excitement before she sprang from her chair. She ran over to Kaleb and embraced him so tight he winced in pain before awkwardly returning the hug. "You are the best. No wonder Dylan is gaga over you," she exclaimed as she continued to cling to him. "I guess that means you'll be willing to help me. I've never had a family celebration, so I may need some guidance." She pulled back to give him a frown. "You guys weren't kidding about that whole dysfunctional family thing? You really didn't have a close relationship with your parents?" "Try I didn't have any relationship with them period. I would get a lot of presents on Christmas, but they were all purchases by my mother's assistant. She never actually took the time out for something as trivial as shopping for her own kid." "You never really had a childhood," she observed in a small voice. "That's so sad." He shrugged, uncomfortable with the sympathy. As far as he saw it, he hadn't had it half as bad as Dylan and her. "I managed. No biggie." "It is a biggie," she declared before giving him another bone-pulverizing hug. "But that's all changed because now you have me and Dylan and we're all the family you need." Kaleb became glad that her face was buried into his chest so she couldn't see the way her words affected him. How was it that this small girl could give him more in five minutes than his own parents had managed in his lifetime? Chapter Five
 
 Dylan finished the last of his taco before balling the greasy wrapping up and throwing it into the plastic bag they were using as garbage. While the rig came equipped with a small trashcan, he and Lisa had been so busy, neither of them had bothered to empty it. As a result, it overflowed with empty bottles, tissues and candy wrappers. The pre-holiday rush just hadn't been limited to the stores and mall. The mess spilled over and now the ambulance crews and hospitals were overwhelmed with accidents, heart attacks, strokes,
 
 low blood sugar and various other calls. "Is this day from hell over yet?" Lisa asked from the passenger seat as she finished off her own dinner. Even with as greasy and unappealing as the food had been, Dylan still considered it good fortune that they'd managed to eat it all in one sitting without having yet another call interrupting them. "We have another hour," he glanced at the clock on the radio. He'd be willing to bet his favorite stethoscope that they'd be on for much longer though. There was no way in hell they'd make it through the next sixty minutes without getting another call. Then they'd be stuck until they treated and transported the patient. After that would be the paperwork and cleaning of the rig before they could finally clock out. She made a hissing noise through clenched teeth before declaring, "We're about to get a long, drawn out car accident call. I can just feel it." Most EMS workers were at the very least a little superstitious and Dylan wasn't about to buck the trend. He let out a low curse. "Great, you just jinxed us. Now we'll get on for sure." "Sorry," she sang out in that Lisa patented airhead tone of hers. For the millionth time, Dylan wished for his old partner, Sue, back. While Lisa was sweet and everything, she had the intelligence and attention span of a gnat at times. Sometimes Dylan wondered how she even managed to keep her job. There was a good reason why he drove to the calls, but she had to drive once they got the patient in the back. To say Lisa didn't have the best medic skills would be a vast under telling. That didn't mean her driving skills were any better. In the short time they'd been partnered together, she's hit three poles, two parked cars and one very unfortunate squirrel. Not that most drivers hadn't committed vehicular squirrel-cide at one time or another, but she'd been the only one who managed to do so while the animal had still been in a tree. When the radio crackled to life and dispatch hailed their rig number, he shot her his filthiest I-told-you-notto-fuck-with-the-fates look. "This is Alpha-245." "Be advised you have a priority one call. It's a multiple causality MVA with possible injuries at the 175-north 475 split. Fire and police are already enroute." Dylan had to resist the urge to beat his head against the dash in anger. MVA stood for Motor Vehicle Accident. In other words, Lisa's prediction had come true. He didn't know whether to give into hysterical laughter or just go with a couple soft whimpers. In the end, he just settled
 
 with responding to dispatch, "Copy, we're on our way." With quick, practiced movements, he switched on the lights and sirens and pulled away from the gas station parking lot they'd been camped out at. Heavy traffic filled the streets, many of the cars refusing to pull over to the side to let the ambulance through. Aside from a few snarled curses, Dylan didn't react. One of the first things he'd learned as a medic is that people couldn't care less if an ambulance needed to get to a call. Why worry about something as trivial as someone else's well-being when one had to get home in time for dinner? Lisa started doing the move-over gesture with her arms. As if that extra bit of urging would actually work. "Why don't you yell at them?" Dylan suggested in jest. He jerked in surprise when she actually took him up on his advice. "Get out of our way you asshats. Can't you see the lights flashing?" Since he didn't want to burst her bubble, because he really did like her, he praised, "That's it. You tell them." She gave him a can-you-believe-it look. "It amazes me how dumb some people are. How hard is it to just pull to the side of the road for one second? For all they know, we could be going to help their own mother or something." Even with the uncooperative traffic, they managed to pull up to the call within five minutes. Dylan weaved his way through the police and fire vehicles already on scene and parked near the accident. "Looks like there are at least three cars involved," Lisa surmised as she pulled on her gloves. For once, that comment wasn't naïve. The cars were all such a jumbled mess of crushed metal, it was impossible to determine where one started and the other ended. He keyed up the radio and assured that more ambulances were enroute. "You get started. I'll grab the backboard and collar," Dylan suggested. As soon as they got out, a loud voice boomed, "Oh, great! They sent the junior squad." Dylan groaned, he'd recognize that snide, stomachcurdling tone anywhere. "Hey, Chad." A medic from the same company, Chad could have been considered good looking if he weren't such a jerk. With soft blue eyes and brown hair, he had a muscular build that most guys work hours in the gym to obtain. Add in his dimples that came out whenever he smiled and he became even more drool-worthy. The problem with Chad though, was despite being young, he
 
 was still stuck in the Stone Age and clung to the old adage that woman or gays had no business in the EMS field. Lisa brushed by Chad, her face pinched tight with anger. Chad ignored her and leaned against the side of the rig, his arms crossed over his chest. "I would think the company would have a policy against two girls working on the same crew." Dylan clenched his jaws together and refused to be baited, instead opening the rear doors of the ambulance so he could slide out the backboard. Of course, something as simple as silence didn't daunt Chad. "So, I have a question for you, peaches. Do you like it when that big fireman of yours fucks your ass? Or do you cry like a girl the entire time he uses you?" The hateful words stunned Dylan so much he almost dropped the C-collar he'd just grabbed. While Chad always made snide comments before, he'd never said anything so blatantly sexual. On reflex, Dylan looked around to see if there had been any witnesses to Chad's harassment, only to find the medic had chosen the perfect time for his verbal assault. The accident occupied everyone else on scene so nobody paid them any attention. "Shouldn't you be gathering up your own equipment?" Dylan demanded pointedly. Chad shrugged. "The guy in the first car is dead and the others are going to have to be cut out, so I have time." Dylan's gut churned at the medic's callousness. Even if the patients couldn't be reached in order for treatment, at the very least, Chad should be talking to them in order to offer some comfort. "Well, I'm still going to see what I can do for them." He turned his back on Chad, ignoring the tingle of apprehension that went up his spine. While Chad had never shown any violent tendencies, something about him set off Dylan's survival instincts. It was as if Dylan realized it'd been a mistake to present his back to the medic and leave himself vulnerable. Since he couldn't very well undo the gesture, Dylan shook off his feelings of apprehension and trotted over to the pile of cars. A fine sheen of black ice covered the highway and Dylan slid a few times, but blessedly didn't fall on his face. By the time he reached Lisa, she'd already begun speaking to one of the patients. Dylan squinted to assess the victim's condition and winced when he saw the way the front dash was impaled into the poor man's thighs. "How many patients do we have?" he asked. "One in this car and two in the next one. The woman in the first car didn't make it," she lowered her voice as she delivered the last sentence.
 
 Dylan glanced over at the other car and noted that Chad's partner was already aiding those patients. Since fire was also helping there, that left him free to focus on the man Lisa already made contact with. "How long before fire has him cut out?" He studied the car, looking for any opening that he could squeeze his body into. A gust of arctic wind blew by, the cold biting into his skin. It made him wish for a second pair of thermals instead of the single set that currently covered him. "They haven't told me yet." She impressed him when she opened up the medic bag and got out an IV bag. "We should figure out a way to get a line in this patient though. We don't want him going any further into shock." His surprise must have shown on his face because she put a hand on her hip and gave him an annoyed look. "I do know some things. I did manage to get my license after all." Dylan held his hands up. "Sorry, you're right. I shouldn't have expected less from you." "Now one of us is going to have to find a way to wiggle in there enough to reach him." She peered into the mangled remains of the car. "I'll do it. I'm better at hitting a vein." She rolled her eyes. "True, but I'm less likely to accidently hurt myself somehow. There's a reason everyone calls you Trippy." "Hey, that's not cool," he protested before taking the IV bag from her. "All I'm saying is remember the last time you crawled into a demolished car? You ended up cutting yourself and fainting in front of everyone." "As if I could ever forget that particular humiliation." Even though his teeth chattered, he shed his coat and tossed it carefully to the side. He didn't want it to get caught on something while climbing through the wreckage. "Well, I thought it was way more embarrassing the time you tripped over a patient and fell in front of half of Flint Fire." She then went on to list the other, numerous times his clumsy ass had humiliated him. He tuned her out and wiggled through the narrow opening that used to be the passenger window. While it would have been much easier to go through the driver's side door, it was pressed up against another wrecked car. The rear of the vehicle was smashed in, making for little space. He somehow managed to get close enough to touch the patient. "Hey, what's your name?"
 
 The man turned, his face a mask of pain and blood. "Duncan." "Hey, Duncan. My name is Dylan and we're going to get you out of here real soon." "Please do. I hurt really bad." Dylan glanced down once again at the hideous leg wounds. Yeah, that had to hurt like a son of a bitch. Even worse, he couldn't give the patient anything for pain until they had him loaded in the back of the rig. Only then, once Dylan had a good set of vitals, could he call in for an order for some morphine. Until that happened, all he had to offer was the damn IV and the only thing that consisted of was some saline. Even that proved problematic once Dylan realized how tricky it would be to find a vein. The man's heavy coat covered his arms and he'd gone so far into shock, the veins in his hands were inaccessible. "I'm sorry, but I'm going to have to put this in your neck." Dylan shivered as another hard wind blew past. Even within the confines of the car, he felt the cold. The patient let out a sound of distress. "Won't that hurt?" Dylan gave the patient what he hoped came off as a reassuring smile. "Probably not any more so than your legs." "I guess you have a point there." "If there was another way, I'd do it, but we have to get some fluids in you. It may be a bit before the guys get you out of here." Dylan learned a long time ago not to even mention the word firefighter around someone trapped in a car since it tended to make them panic. All they heard was fire and they became sure the car would go up any second. It wasn't easy, but Dylan somehow managed to find a vein and sink the line into it. Once he had the IV going, he opened it wide so he could get as much fluid as possible into his patient to replace some of the volume lost to bleeding. Fire came with the equipment quicker than he thought, so he inched out to give them more room to work. "See? I didn't get hurt at all," Dylan felt compelled to point out to Lisa once he had his feet firmly grounded again. Lisa smirked. "The shift isn't over yet." He made a huge point of checking out his watch. "Actually, our shift ended ten minutes ago…or rather it would have if someone hadn't jinxed us." She gave a sad sigh. "You're not going to let me live that down, are you?" "Not until I get home and into a hot bath."
 
 Lisa picked up his coat and helped him into it. "Just so you know, I think Chad is the biggest jerk in the world. I like you and all your friends. I don't give a rat's ass that you're gay." "Thanks." He smiled at her. "Except maybe for Lucas, I have a real issue with him." That surprised Dylan. Everyone loved his easygoing brother. "Why not? Did he stomp on your puppy or something?" "No, he took Matt off the market. I used to have the biggest crush on that smartass." She scrunched up her face playfully. It dawned on him that he and Lisa managed to grow closer in the last few minutes than they had the past few weeks of working together. A heavy dose of guilt hit him as he realized that he'd been a bit shallow and jerky to have judged her so quickly. While she may have her moments of air-headedness, she did actually have a great personality. He could see them really getting close. Dylan pulled her into a half-hug. "You know what, I just realized something." "What's that?" "I'm really lucky to have you as a partner." She toed a bit of snow and ducked her head. "You're the first one who's ever said that. Usually my partners can't ditch me fast enough. They all realize how stupid I can be sometimes and don't want to be around me." "Well, that makes each of them as big an idiot as Chad, because you're great." A blush came over her cheeks, adding to the redness already there from the cold. "Great, now you made me a little ticked at Kaleb, too, because I think you'd be a great catch, too." "I'll make sure to point it out to him the next time we fight that I have you waiting on the wings to snatch me up," Dylan teased. Chapter Six
 
 By the time Dylan got home, it had grown dark. As he opened the door, he wondered if it'd be too much to hope that Kaleb would have another bath ready for him. A smile came over his face as he wondered just how much persuading it would take to get his firefighter to join him in the tub again. Dylan felt certain, that with a decent amount of maneuvering, they could manage to
 
 fuck while still in the water. After all, he'd always been pretty flexible. He'd just have to make sure that they were reasonably covered up when they finished and made a dash for the bedroom though. Now that Becca lived with them, he didn't want to be responsible for giving her an education in Naked Guy 101. As he opened the door, the sounds of Frosty the Snowman greeted him, followed by the scents of lasagna and….pine? He sniffed again, the scent unmistakable. It had a fresh bite to it, too, not like the stuff that came from a can of freshener. Confused as to why that smell would be in their apartment, he cautiously inched his way in, almost as if he expected to be accosted by an evil, animated tree with homicide in its heart. "Hello?" he called. "In here," Kaleb answered, his voice coming from the living room. Dylan walked in and paused at the threshold, a small sound of surprise bursting past his lips. A huge, fresh Christmas tree filled what seemed like half of the room. Kaleb stood on one side of the thing, Becca on the other. Both of them wearing huge smiles. "Surprise!" Becca called, her eyes glowing with excitement. She even bounced on the balls of her feet a few times. He pointed stupidly to the tree. "You guys bought this?" "Yes, plus a ton of lights and decorations," she gushed. Kaleb shrugged, the move a bit self-conscious. "We waited for you to help us put them on though." "But I thought you didn't celebrate Christmas," Dylan replied in a small voice. A flush came over Kaleb's face before he gave Dylan a look of utmost adoration "I've never had a reason before now." Warmth pooled inside Dylan's gut at their thoughtfulness. Never in his life had he felt so cared for…so loved. All the sadness of being away from home and his parents washed away as he realized that all this time he'd actually been home and where he truly belonged. He glanced at Becca. "And here I thought I was the one supposed to be taking care of you." She came over and gave him a tight embrace. "You have and now it's my turn to make sure you're taken care of. Kaleb and I make a great team when it comes to that, too." "Yeah, you guys do," Dylan agreed before he shed his coat and took off his boots.
 
 He rushed over to Kaleb and give him a slow, deep kiss. They took their time, stroking their tongues together in lazy paths. Kaleb groaned his approval as he pulled Dylan into his arms. It wasn't until Becca giggled that they broke away. She shoved boxes of lights into their hands, then took charge. "You two put these on so we can get the tree done. Lucas and Matt will be here soon for dinner." Dylan sniffed the air. "Tell me that my nose hasn't been lying and you're making your special lasagna?" "Only the best for my two favorite brothers and my newest favorite brother-in-laws. Now hurry up and get the decorating done so we can eat." They got to work, first stringing the lights around the tree, then putting up the numerous decorations. Once they were done, Becca pulled on their arms. "There's still one more thing to do." "What's that?" Dylan asked as she dragged him closer to the pine. She answered him by lying down on her back, her head stuck under the tree. "We have to look up at the lights. Just like when we were little." A warm heat came over Dylan's face. "You did not tell Kaleb about that." "Yes, I did. Now get your scrawny butt down here." The thought of reliving that childhood moment in front of Kaleb made Dylan feel like a dork, but he knew better than to fight Becca on this. Once she made her mind up about something there was no arguing with her. He gave Kaleb a small shrug. Dylan laid down by her. He began to feel even more self-conscious and stupid until Kaleb joined them, settling on the other side of Dylan. "You're right, Becca, this is kind of neat," Kaleb observed. "We'll probably have needles fall in our eyes and end up in St. Michael's ER," Dylan predicted. That comment earned him a poke in the ribs via Becca's elbow. "Stop being Grinchy and enjoy the moment." Dylan exchanged amused looks with Kaleb. "I don't think Grinchy is a word." "Well, if Sarah Palin can make up words, why can't I?" she asked. Dylan thought for a moment, but couldn't come up with a good answer. "Okay, I'll give you
 
 that one." The door opened, announcing Matt and Lucas's arrival. None of them moved to leave the tree though. "Shoot, Trippy fell again, but this time he dragged Kaleb and Becca down with him," Matt snarked as they came into the living room. Dylan flipped him off, while Lucas let out a whoop of laughter. "You're looking up at the lights!" Before Matt could fire off another smartass comment, Lucas dove onto the ground and joined the rest of them under the tree. It was starting to get a bit crowded, but Dylan didn't mind. After a second, Matt threw his hands up in surrender before he flopped onto the ground beside Lucas. "Wow, this is kind of pretty," Matt shocked Dylan by admitting. Dylan could only imagine the picture they presented, all the bodies lying in a semi-circle, staring up into the branches, much like a mechanic would look up into the underbelly of a car. At that moment, he no longer felt any embarrassment. In fact, he probably would have named this one of the best moments of his life. Then Becca broke the moment by asking, "So, Matt, which one of you is the top and who's the bottom?" Matt let out a sound of shock. Dylan bit the inside of his cheek to keep from laughing. Just when he thought the moment couldn't have gotten better, Becca proved him wrong. He never thought he'd see the day where someone threw the cool, suave Matt for a loop. Dylan slammed the back doors shut on the rig, glad that his shift was only twenty minutes from being over. After rushing out early to buy Becca and Kaleb's gifts, then another busy day at work, his back ached and he could barely keep his eyes open. He turned to the double doors leading to St. Michael's ER in hopes of seeing Lisa. She had volunteered to do all the paperwork for the last call and he gratefully accepted—if he had to see another run sheet today, he'd puke. So what if she dotted all her i's with little hearts, just so long as he didn't have to fill the damn things out. "You look beat," Lucas observed as he came out. He wore his normal blue scrubs, but had pulled on a leather jacket in defense against the weather. Dylan sniffed, the cold making his nose run. He went to wipe it away only to discover the snot already half-frozen. He scrubbed at it with a gloved hand before responding, "I just have one more day ahead of me and then I get the rest of the week off. How about you?"
 
 Lucas shoved his hands into the pockets of his jacket. "I have to work first shift tomorrow, too. I'm low in seniority here like you are at the ambulance company, which means I get stuck with the shit detail." "Why don't you and Matt come over after we all get off tomorrow and we can have a late Christmas celebration?" Dylan suggested. "Look at you getting into the Holiday spirit," Lucas teased gently. "I didn't exactly have a choice. Becca kind of thrust it down my throat." "Come on, you can't tell me you didn't enjoy yourself last night." Lucas narrowed his eyes knowingly. Dylan laughed, knowing when he was busted. "Okay, I had a blast with the tree and dinner." "Ha! I knew it," Lucas crowed triumphantly. Dylan turned to grab something from the driver's side of the rig when a burst of pain slammed into his head. The force of whatever hit him threw him into the ambulance, his face colliding with the side of the ambulance in a sickening slapping noise. At first he assumed he'd pulled off another one of his clumsy moves, but then another blow came, this one driving him to his knees. He glanced toward the source just in time to see a foot coming to his midsection. Dylan tried to move away, but it was already too late. The boot connected solidly with his gut. "Dad! What in the hell are you doing?" Lucas screamed. Oh, that's who it is. I should have known, Dylan thought, numbly as he fought the urge to retch. Pain radiated from his stomach, cheek and head, making his sight swim lazily. "You just had to make Becca leave, too, didn't you?" Dad screamed. Dylan glanced up, his vision bleary, looking at his father for the first time in months. Nothing about the man had changed. While their mother was small and dark-haired like he, Lucas and Becca, Dad was the complete opposite. Prematurely gray and standing at over six-feet, Dad had to weigh well over two-hundred pounds. Every inch of his fury was directed at Dylan, too. "Please," Dylan held up a hand to ward off further attack. Fuck, he hated himself for begging. A part of him desperately wished for the strength to just once be able to stand up to the prick. At that moment, however, Dylan just felt lucky enough to be conscious.
 
 Before Dad had a chance to swing again, Lucas jumped onto his back. "Leave Dylan alone." Since Lucas was even shorter than Dylan, it only took their father a few seconds to throw his son off him. Dad made sure to do it with a lot of force, too. Dylan let out a cry of alarm as he watched Lucas hit a nearby wall. "Don't hurt him. It's me who you're pissed at," Dylan pleaded. It succeeded in getting Dad's full attention on him again. Dylan found himself pinned, face down on the dirty, slushy ground. He sucked in a breath, choking when he inhaled some of the muck. It took a few moments to realize that it was Dad's boot holding him in place. Dylan let out a yelp of pain as the hard, sole dug into his spine. Even through his many layers of clothes, it still hurt like a mother fucker. Just as he'd given up any hope of rescue, Gladys's angry voice rang out, "You leave those boys alone." "Butt out, bitch," Dad sneered as he ground his foot more into Dylan. "I'll do no such thing. I've already called security and they're on their way." Dylan blinked in surprise when he saw Gladys charge his father. Aside from Lucas, in all of Dylan's life, he'd never seen anyone brave enough to take on his father. Yet, she did it without hesitation. She even went so far as to shove him off Dylan Dad stumbled back a few steps and for several heatpounding moments, Dylan thought he'd attack Gladys. He the end, he just shot his sons one more venomous glare before he turned and left. Chapter Seven
 
 "I still think it would be a good idea for you to stay overnight for observation," Gladys nagged as she helped Dylan into his coat. He winced from the pain the movement caused. "No, it's just a couple bruises." "It's a lot more than that," Lucas argued from the next bed over. "You hit your head pretty hard." "Yeah, maybe you should listen to them," Matt added. Since the medic had arrived a half hour ago, he refused to leave Lucas's side. Dylan glanced down at his cell, checking for what had to be the hundredth time to see if he had any missed calls. A twinge of disappointment went through him when he saw nothing. He must have given himself away because Matt shot him a sympathetic smile.
 
 Matt said, "Last I heard, Kaleb's station was still on scene of a pretty big fire. I'm sure that's why he hasn't gotten in touch." Dylan nodded although he felt far from appeased. While he didn't resent Kaleb for his absence, Dylan still yearned for the comfort of his lover. Right then he would have given almost anything to have Kaleb hovering over his bedside the way Matt was with Lucas. Gladys ran a soothing hand over Dylan's cheek. "You know Kaleb would be here if he knew." Dylan blinked furiously, refusing to meet any of their gazes. "Like I said, all I have is a few bruises, so it's no big deal." When he hopped down from the bed, he barely held in the groan of pain. A heavy wave of nausea hit him, but he gritted his teeth and rode it out. "I'll talk to you guys later." "You can't leave yet. The police still haven't taken a statement," Matt protested. "There's no need for them to. I'm not pressing charges." Dylan took an experimental step forward, counting it as a victory when he didn't fall flat on his face. "What do you mean you're not pressing charges?" Lucas demanded, his voice sharp with anger. "We can't let him get away with assaulting us like he did." "It's a family issue, why bother to bring in the authorities for a few—" "Bruises?" Lucas cut in, his eyes bright with fury. "Yeah, you keep saying that, but I saw the way he threw your head against the side of the rig. This went a lot farther than simple discipline. What he did to us was an assault, plain and simple." "Fine, then you give them your statement. I have to get going since I have a shift tomorrow." Matt shook his head. "The company already put you on sick leave until you bring in a note saying you're fit for work. Since you're leaving the hospital against medical advice, I don't see any of these docs penning that letter for you." That caused Dylan to pause. He'd never stopped to consider that his company would bench him over this. "Am I in trouble or something?" If his father made him lose his job, Dylan would never forgive him. While the pay and hours could suck, Dylan loved his career. He breathed a sigh of relief when Matt shook his head. "You're not being pulled off duty as punishment. They know it's not your fault you have an ass for a father. They just want to make sure you're healthy." "Oh, okay," Dylan agreed. While he was going to miss the double overtime holiday pay, he
 
 didn't mind not having to work on Christmas. "There's something else you need to consider," Matt continued, his normally snarky attitude gone to be replaced by a deadly serious demeanor. "What?" "Since your dad attacked you on hospital property and damaged one of our employer's rigs in the process, it doesn't matter if you press charges or not. He's in deep shit either way. They're going to arrest him with or without your help." "There's no way he's going to get away with it like he did last time," Gladys added. Dylan froze, his heart thumping in fear. While he hoped the implication of her statement would go unnoticed, the expression of horror on Lucas's face told him otherwise. A small sound of distress even passed by Lucas's parted lips as all the color drained from his face. "What does she mean by last time?" Gladys lifted her chin in a stubborn gesture, showing that her wording hadn't been an accident. No, she'd known damn well what she'd been doing. A flare of anger went through Dylan, but he forced himself to stomp it down. Deep down, he realized Gladys did it out of concern and not malice. He let out a sigh of defeat as his shoulders slumped. "This wasn't the first time he attacked me," Dylan confessed. Lucas shook his head, his brow furrowed in confusion. "How many times has it happened?" "Just the night he kicked me out, but it was bad. Much worse than what he did to me tonight. Matt let out a foul curse while Lucas continued to study him, almost as if seeing him for the first time. "Why didn't you tell me before now?" Even though he knew it was lame, Dylan merely shrugged in response. "Does it matter why?" "Hell yes, it does," Lucas countered, his tone rising in anger. "It seems that I'm the only one in Flint who didn't know." "Not, true. I never told Matt or Hazel." As soon as those words passed his lips, Dylan knew they'd been the wrong thing to say. "I'm not in the mood for smartass answers," Lucas snapped. Dylan's own anger rose. He knew it was mostly reflexive and had nothing to do with Lucas
 
 per say, but that didn't stop him from lashing out in return. "Then maybe you shouldn't ask dumb questions." "How is me worrying about you dumb?" "Because clearly if I had wanted you to know anything about this particular topic, I would have told you all about it." "Instead I have to find out from Gladys of all people? What happened to us always having each other's backs?" Lucas challenged. "In case you haven't noticed, Dad pretty much already stomped that piece of my anatomy." Dylan turned his back on his brother and slowly shuffled from the room. The entire time, he waited for Lucas to call him back so they could make amends with each other. In the end, all Dylan received was cold, stony silence. He snorted softly to himself. Like he should have expected better from either one of them. They had come from rotten stock. Maybe it would be best for all if he and Lucas parted ways permanently before they ended up damaging each other even more. ****
 
 By the time Kaleb found out about Dylan, several hours had passed and the medic already left the hospital. Kaleb drove home as fast as possible, the entire trip still seeming to take forever. All he could focus on was that Dylan had needed him and he'd let the man down. Never mind that Kaleb was on a call and there'd been no way to reach him. He still felt as if he somehow should have known. Once he got to their complex, he barely took the time to park his car before he raced to their apartment. The concern for Dylan had him so worked up that it took him a few times to work the key into the lock because his hands trembled so heavily. Finally he made it work and threw open the door and ran in, yelling Dylan's name. "We're in here," Becca called. Kaleb's stomach twisted at the bleakness of her voice. Then when he got a good gander at Dylan's condition, Kaleb's knees grew weak. Dylan sat on his butt in the corner of the living room. His knees were tucked tight to his chest and his head lowered in a manner of someone totally defeated. Dylan must have heard him come in, because he glanced up. Kaleb bit back a cry of denial as he saw the way his lover's eyes
 
 appeared devoid of any hope or happiness. It was almost as if someone had come along and sucked up all his will to live. "I'm dirty again," Dylan whispered. Kaleb glanced down at the uniform the medic wore and had to nod in agreement. Several streaks of mud and salt covered Dylan's pants and coat. Then Kaleb looked closer and had to hold in his anger. A purple bruise already had begun to develop along Dylan's jaw. Becca was down on the ground with Dylan, her arm around his shoulders. Dylan seemed to be oblivious to her presence, almost as if he'd retreated so far into his shell that nothing could rouse him. She stared up at Kaleb, her expression clearly saying How are we going to get him out of this funk? Is he going to be okay. Kaleb crouched down in front of Dylan. Placing a couple fingers under Dylan's chin, Kaleb nudged the medic's head up so they could lock gazes again. "If you want, I'll help you take a shower. Then you won't feel so dirty anymore." A flicker of emotion danced over Dylan's eyes before he finally appeared to focus on Kaleb. "I guess I'd like that," Dylan replied, dully. Even though it wasn't the exact response he'd hoped for, Kaleb urged Dylan to his feet and ushered him down to the bathroom. Once there, he carefully stripped Dylan, taking care not to jostle his injuries. When Kaleb spotted the purple bruise in the shape of a boot print on Dylan's back, he wanted to growl with anger. Kaleb realized that would be the last thing Dylan needed so he held his emotions in check. Once Dylan was nude, Kaleb stripped off his own clothes, then turned on the water and led Dylan into the shower. Dylan stood docile the entire time Kaleb washed him, it wasn't until Kaleb turned off the water that Dylan spoke. "Lucas is mad at me," Dylan confessed in a whisper. "Maybe, but he'll forgive you." Dylan scrunched his nose up in confusion. "How can you be so sure of that?' "Because Lucas is the nice one in our group," Kaleb replied simply. A hint of a smile visited Dylan's lips. "I thought I was the nice one." "Nah, you're the cutie of the group." Kaleb grabbed a towel and started to carefully dry Dylan off. "Was it wrong of me to keep it from him?"
 
 "Maybe a little bit, but you only did it with good intentions." He wrapped the towel around Dylan's trim waist. "Are you hungry?" "Yeah, you probably are, too, since you just got off work." Dylan stepped out, which gave Kaleb room to dry off his own body. "How about we order a pizza?" Kaleb suggested. "Becca offered to cook, but since she's already doing the dinner for us, plus Matt and Lucas, I didn't want to take advantage." "Sounds good to me. I have the whole day open tomorrow since work sidelined my ass until I bring in a doctor's note saying I'm a healthy, sound little boy." A heavy weight of worry lifted from Kaleb at Dylan's remark. If he could crack jokes, then he must be feeling at least a little better. Dylan frowned. "That's if Lucas even shows up tomorrow. He may just tell me to take the holidays and shove them up my ass." Kaleb allowed himself a small chuckle. "I'd love to see you do that." Dylan reached out and let his fingers slyly caress Kaleb's sternum. "I'm beginning to really love our nightly hygiene rituals." "Someone is feeling better," Kaleb observed, a low moan rumbling in his chest when Dylan's hand began to move lower. "Yes, and being in here brought back a fantasy I spent most of the day replaying in my head." Dylan wandering fingers finally reached Kaleb's cock. He ran a thumb over the head before wrapping his hand around Kaleb's width. "What fantasy is that?" Kaleb moaned as Dylan's hand started to slowly pump up and down. "Of you fucking my brains out while we're in the tub." "But we're not in the bath," Kaleb felt compelled to point out. "True, but it's close enough." Dylan took off their towels, grabbed Kaleb by the hand and led him back into the shower before turning the water on again. "I hate to break it to you, brat, but we've already done it so many times in the shower, we're probably in the double digit zone." "Yeah, and I want you to do me again in here." Dylan, once more, ran his thumb over the head of Kaleb's cock.
 
 While he knew that he could have Dylan on his knees and sucking with just a few commanding words, Kaleb held back. He decided this would be all about Dylan getting his pleasure first. "Turn around and brace your hands on the wall," Kaleb ordered. When Dylan moved quickly to comply, Kaleb let out a low hum of approval as he ran his palms up Dylan's ass cheeks. "Just let me know if I hurt your injuries." "I will, just so long as you promise to get on with it already," Dylan growled as he looked over his shoulder at Kaleb. "You always were so impatient," Kaleb chided as he grabbed the small tube of lubricant they always kept it the shower because he hadn't been kidding when he said they did here quite often. He slicked up his fingers, then started to run them around the tight opening of Dylan's ass. When Dylan let out another eager sound and thrust his hips back, Kaleb took the hint and slid two digits in to slowly stretch Dylan. "God, I love the sensation of your fingers in me," Dylan panted as he fingers curled against the tile, Kaleb curled his fingers in the specific way he knew would soon have Dylan whimpering in pleasure. Sure enough, it only took a few thrusts before Dylan began to give the most beautiful sounds. It wasn't until he'd started to let out broken sobs of pleasure and pleas for more, more, that Kaleb decided to give it to him. He squirted out some lube into his hand and slicked up his cock. The entire time he felt vividly aware of the sexy way Dylan watched him with half-closed eyes. When Kaleb finally lined up his cock, Dylan basically took control by thrusting back in one, quick hard movement. Kaleb hissed in pleasure as he found himself buried to the root inside Dylan's hot ass. "Fuck, you feel great." Dylan laughed. "It's nirvana. Remember?" Kaleb began to slowly fuck Dylan. His body screamed for a hard, fast screw, but Kaleb didn't want to risk hurting Dylan's injuries. Not that it mattered, going from the look of intense pleasure on Dylan's face, he was more than enjoying himself. He ran a finger over the stomp mark on Dylan's back. "I'm sorry I wasn't there to protect you." "You are now and that's all that matters." Dylan's head fell back against Kaleb's shoulder. In spite of the slow pace, Kaleb could feel his own pleasure starting to crest. Still determined
 
 to come second, he reached around and started to stroke Dylan's cock. It took only a few thrusts before Dylan cried out Kaleb's name and came, his spunk painting the tile. The visual jerked Kaleb over as well and he gave one last, hard thrust before his cock filled Dylan's tight, hole. Kaleb rested his forehead against the back of Dylan's head. They stayed that way for a while, the water beating down on them. Kaleb didn't have the will to move and Dylan seemed perfectly content to let them stay in that position. "Can I ask a favor?" Dylan queried. "After the orgasm you just gave me, you can ask for anything. I'd even buy you a damn pony." Dylan gave a small chuckle. "It's nothing that extreme, I promise. I was wondering if you'd go with me to the police station tomorrow. I'm going to give them a statement about the attack." Kaleb pulled back, both surprised and proud. "You're going to take a stand against him?" "Yeah, I'm done covering for him. Now it's time for him to regret what's he's done to me, Becca and Lucas. Chapter Eight
 
 By the time Dylan made his statement and they got back to the apartment, it was well into the afternoon. To be fair, they'd gotten a late start, choosing to take the time out to open their presents first. Dylan looked down at his hand and smiled as he stared at what was by far his favorite gift from Kaleb. A silver ring that had both of their names inscribed on it. He twisted it around, loving the sensation of being owned that came with it. Kaleb had on an identical ring, further cementing their bond. As they walked up the steps, Dylan said, "After the first of the year, can we go to Canada?" "Sure, any special reason why?" Kaleb reached out and laced their fingers together. "I want us to get married and that's the closest place we can legally do so." Kaleb paused to give Dylan a soft kiss. "Nothing would make me happier." "Do you think the others are here yet?" Dylan asked as they approached the door. A huge part of him still worried that Lucas would be too mad to show. "I thought I saw Matt's truck in the parking lot." Kaleb opened the door and they went in.
 
 The first thing Dylan saw was his brother sitting in the kitchen. Unsure of the reception he'd receive, Dylan cautiously approached the table. "Merry Christmas, Lucas." Lucas sprang to his feet and wrapped Dylan in an embrace nearly as tight as the ones Becca gave. "Merry Christmas to you, too. I'm so sorry about last night. I never should have yelled at you like that." As soon as he realized Lucas didn't hate him, Dylan allowed himself to finally totally relax. "It's okay, I deserved it. I should have told you what happened a long time ago." "That doesn't matter anymore. All I care about is making sure it never happens again." "It won't for a while. The police informed me he was arrested this morning." Dylan pulled back from the hug and sat at the table. "I told them everything. Not just about the attack last night either. I gave them a statement about the first beating, too." "I'm so proud of you," Lucas praised. "It's been a few months, so I don't know if they'll be able to charge him with anything on the first one, but it felt good to file a complaint." It had, too. While Dylan may not have the muscles and strength to physically take on his father, that didn't mean he couldn't fight back in other ways. The biggest way he planned on sticking it to the jerk though, was by living a very happy life with Kaleb. "You've really grown this past year," Lucas observed. Dylan glanced over at Kaleb, a warm flood of love washing over him. "Yeah, I had some help in that area." Lucas glanced over to Matt. "Me, too. I don't know about you, but I think moving to Flint was the best thing to ever happen to either one of us." "I couldn't agree more." Dylan reached out and grabbed Kaleb's hand. It may have been a long, bumpy road to his happily ever after, but he knew that he'd never trade it away for anything for it had led him to Kaleb. That's truly the best gift of all. About the Author
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