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      It’s been twenty years since Sebastian Colt was last in Maine, but the shop hasn’t changed much. The paint is a little faded; the marine blue not as bright as it used to be, and the sunshine-yellow band on the lower third of the building is peeling in a few spots, thanks to the humidity from nearby Moosehead Lake. But the words “Campbell & Sons Classic Car Restoration” are still blazoned across the front, above the four garage bay doors.

      “And Sons.” Plural. Sebastian remembers the day his stepfather, Samuel Campbell, took him and Dylan to the shop to show them the sign after he added the extra s. As if Sebastian were his actual son too, not just the son of the woman Samuel had married eight months before.

      Suddenly, the flood of grief he’s expected to feel since Samuel’s lawyer called to tell him Samuel had died washes over him. He’s been keeping it at bay with all the crap he had to take care of in order to get here. He got Ellen Tran, his best friend and fellow associate at the firm, to take care of his cat and water the plants, wrapped up his portion of the research for the class certification motion in the Stimson matter, and passed his notes on Dr. Walsh’s draft expert report to Ellen.

      He made his travel arrangements and got on a plane three days later to Boston, then rented a car for the four-and-a-half hour drive to Greenville, and still it isn’t until he sees the sign that he realizes Samuel is gone.

      Sebastian dabs the sweat beading on his forehead with his handkerchief. It’s hot, even for Maine, and hotter than he’s used to in San Francisco. Humid too. He folds the handkerchief and tucks it back into the pocket of his summer-weight wool slacks, which are clinging to the backs of his thighs, and blows his hair out of his eyes. A line of ATVs roar past on the main road behind him. He should get this over with before he melts out here.

      He crosses the gravel parking lot in front of the shop, noting a sensible Nissan Sentra parked near the glass front door and a stunning turquoise Chevy Impala two-door coupe under a shade tree at the far end of the lot. There are four or five other cars parked near the shop door and a handful of American classics, in various states of repair, littering the grassy edges of the lot. An engine rests on a pallet between a pair of trailers, a bunch of rusted parts and what looks like part of a car door piled next to it, but he can’t tell whether it’s a work in progress or just a pile of junk.

      A girl at the front desk looks up when the bell over the door chimes. She has dyed black hair and blood-red lipstick that would be more appropriate for a heavy metal concert than an auto shop in rural Maine. Her black T-shirt, featuring some band he’s never heard of, clings to her body and is cut low enough to reveal quite a lot of cleavage. He shudders at the thought of having to defend her deposition, if she ever tried filing a workplace sexual harassment lawsuit.

      “How can I help you today?” she chirps at Sebastian with a friendly smile. Maybe he’s underestimating the ability of Greenville’s male population to keep their eyes where they belong and their hands to themselves.

      “Hi,” Sebastian says. “I’m looking for Dylan Campbell, please.”

      “I’m sorry,” the girl says. “Mr. Campbell’s busy right now. If you’ve got a car that needs restoring, I can take all your information, and he’ll call you with an estimate.”

      Behind her, a window looks into a cluttered empty office. A collection of snapshots are tacked to the paneling around the window’s frame. A few edges are curling, and a couple are faded, but he recognizes them. He can hardly believe Samuel kept them up all these years.

      “Oh, no,” Sebastian says. “It’s not about a restoration project. It’s, um, personal business.”

      He probably should have called first, but Samuel’s lawyer said he could find Dylan here pretty much any day except Sundays and Mondays, and Sebastian hadn’t known what to say to him over the phone. Not that he knows what to say to him in person now.

      “Okay, well, he doesn’t like to be disturbed when he’s in the middle of a project. Can I give him a message and have him contact you later?” She picks up a pen and poises it over a spiral-ringed memo pad, the top half of the page scrawled with notes and numbers.

      Sebastian considers whether to insist she fetch her boss. He hates to be that asshole, but it’s been a long day already, with a delayed cross-country flight and the drive, and if he checks into a hotel room now, he’s likely to pass out until morning. And he’d rather get this over with sooner than later.

      “Krystal!” roars a deep voice from the bowels of the shop behind the receptionist’s desk. The door into the front office swings open, and a man comes through, his wide shoulders nearly brushing the sides of the doorframe. He’s probably not as tall as Sebastian—at six-three, few men are—but he looms over the receptionist with a scowl on his bearded face. Krystal, to her credit, doesn’t seem intimidated and glances up at him as if this is an everyday occurrence.

      The guy thrusts a piece of paper covered in grease smudges at Krystal and says, “Will you call that cocksucking son of a bitch at MAC’s and tell him I ordered the rubber pedal pad kit for a manual transmission? He sent the pads for the automatic, and what the hell good does a pedal kit do me without the clutch pad? Edward Smith wants his Fairlane by next Thursday, and I can’t finish the damned thing without all the goddamn parts.”

      Krystal tips her head toward Sebastian, and the man notices him standing there. The name patch over his left pec reads “Dylan,” but Sebastian doesn’t need that to recognize him. Still, he’s not prepared for how his first look at Dylan Campbell in twenty years socks him in the gut.

      He’s gorgeous, despite the smudges of grease on his forehead and the distinct whiff of gasoline clinging to his blue coveralls. His eyes are the same green Sebastian remembers, but his hair has darkened from the gingery blond it used to be, and there are glints of silver at his temples. His beard is lush and full, neatly trimmed, and his lips are beautifully shaped under a mustache Sebastian’s fingers itch to touch.

      He squelches that urge. What is wrong with him? The last time he saw Dylan was when he was fourteen and Dylan twenty-four. He shouldn’t be ogling his former stepbrother like he’s a potential one-night stand at a club.

      Dylan's hand holding the paper out to Krystal drops to his side and he stares at Sebastian. “Bas?” he says in a wondering voice. Krystal looks from Sebastian to the photos tacked to the wall. She’s probably looking at the one of him and Dylan sitting on the hood of a black 1967 Pontiac GTX, Dylan’s arm around his shoulders and a gap-toothed grin on Sebastian’s face.

      Sebastian smiles. “No one’s called me that in ages. It’s Sebastian now.” Dylan drops the paper, takes two long strides around the front desk, and wraps Sebastian in a giant bear hug.

      Dylan’s right arm is around Sebastian’s waist, his left arm slung over Sebastian’s shoulders, his beard tickling Sebastian’s cheek. He’s squeezing Sebastian close against him and Sebastian squeezes back, his nose filling with the scents of motor oil, Lava soap, and a hint of cedar.

      Dylan lets go and holds Sebastian at arms’ length, looking him up and down. He is a few inches shorter, as Sebastian had thought, and he grins at Sebastian, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Look at you,” Dylan says. “All grown up now.” He squeezes Sebastian’s upper arms and winks. “Not the scrawny kid I remember, are you?”

      Then he looks down at Sebastian’s shirtfront and makes a rueful face. “Sorry, man. Didn’t mean to get you all dirty.” Sebastian glances at his white button-down, dark smudges matching the grease spots on Dylan’s coveralls. Dylan lets go of Sebastian’s arms, and his hands twitch toward Sebastian’s chest, as if about to brush the grease smudges away. Then he pulls them back and drops his arms to his sides.

      “It’s fine,” Sebastian assures him. The shirt is creased in wrinkles anyway after his plane delays and is clinging to his back, damp with sweat. The window air-conditioning unit in the office is churning sluggishly, but it barely takes the edge off the sticky heat.

      “Krystal, this is my stepbrother, Sebastian,” Dylan says, turning to the receptionist. “Or, former stepbrother, anyway. His mother was married to my dad for a hot second, what?” He turns to Sebastian, “Fifteen years ago?”

      “Twenty,” Sebastian answers. “Well, Mom and I left twenty years ago. I guess it was twenty-two when they were married.” Mom never kept her boyfriends around long, but she’d tried hard with Samuel, and only her current husband has lasted longer than her marriage to Samuel.

      Sebastian nods at Krystal. “Pleased to meet you.” She nods back, still glancing between him and the photos as if trying to reconcile the changes in him.

      “Twenty fucking years, man,” Dylan says. “I can’t believe it. What the hell are you doing in Greenville?”

      Sebastian hesitates. “I heard about Samuel. I’m sorry for your loss, Dylan.”

      A shadow crosses Dylan’s face, and his eyes lose a little of their sparkle. He shrugs and says, “Thanks, man. Dad’d been sick for a while, and we knew it was coming. Mostly, I’m just glad he’s not in pain anymore.”

      Sebastian nods. “It was cancer?” He doesn’t want to dwell on Dylan’s loss, but Mr. Shaw hadn’t given him many details, and the boy Sebastian used to be wants as much information as he can get about the only father he’d briefly had.

      “Yeah,” Dylan says. “Pancreatic. Stage 4 by the time they caught it, so wasn’t anything to do about it except make him as comfortable as we could.” He shakes his head. “Took fucking forever, though. He was a tough old bastard.” He looks up at the ceiling and blinks a few times, then wrinkles his nose and swipes at it with his sleeve. “Anyway,” he glances at Sebastian. “How’d you hear?”

      Sebastian isn’t sure this is the right time, but Dylan’s going to find out soon regardless. “I got a call from Samuel’s lawyer,” he says. “He told me Samuel left something for me in his will, and that I needed to be present for the reading.”

      “Right.” Dylan says. “Didn’t even know the old man had a will, until I was going through his desk and found the letter with Richard Shaw’s name. You know he never wanted anyone mucking around in his home office.”

      Sebastian recalls that Samuel’s home office was off-limits. His mom used to complain about never being allowed in there, not even to clean. She’d eventually told Sebastian that the secrets Samuel kept were a major factor in their marriage breaking up.

      Sebastian is about to ask if Dylan has any idea what Samuel left him, but Dylan claps his hands together and says, “Listen, I gotta get back to this car I’m working on. Client’s got no idea how long it takes to restore a classic American car, but he’s paying double if I can finish this part of the job by next week, so I can’t exactly turn him down, you know?”

      He turns to Krystal and says, “And follow up with Leroy, will you, please?” Krystal’s been tapping away on the computer in front of her while they were catching up, and she swivels the monitor for Dylan to look at.

      “You did order the automatic pedal kit. The part numbers are only one digit apart.” She points at a spot on the screen. “See? 42-79193 for the manual and 42-79194 for the automatic. Were you not wearing your glasses when you placed the order?”

      Dylan leans close to the monitor, squinting. “Goddammit,” he mutters, then straightens. “And I don’t need glasses to place a simple order.”

      “Uh-huh,” Krystal says, like they’ve had this argument a dozen times already and will have it a million more. She rolls her eyes toward Sebastian and mouths the word “vain” while tracing a circle around her face. Sebastian stifles a smile at Dylan’s outraged expression.

      “Will you please call Leroy and sort it out?” Dylan says, but Krystal is already picking up the phone. Dylan pats her on the shoulder and says, “Thanks, doll.” She rolls her eyes at him and cracks her gum with a loud smack before dialing.

      Dylan turns back to Sebastian. “Spare key’s still under that hideous garden gnome by the big white hydrangea near the kitchen door.”

      Which is a total non sequitur to Sebastian until he realizes what Dylan means. “Oh,” he says. “I was going to stay at the motel just outside town.”

      Dylan shakes his head. “The hell you are. We turned your old room into a guest bedroom a while ago.” He looks Sebastian up and down. “Lucky for you we put a queen bed in there. Don’t think you’d fit into your old twin now.”

      He winks, and Sebastian feels himself blush. Surely Dylan isn’t checking him out. When he was fourteen and just beginning to realize that he liked boys and not girls, he spent what seemed like hours watching Dylan and his never-ending string of short-term girlfriends. Still, Sebastian has been checked out enough to know what that feels like.

      “Um, okay,” he surrenders, then clears his throat. “Thanks.”

      “No prob,” Dylan says. “There’s beer and sandwich makings in the fridge, if you get hungry. Help yourself to whatever you want.” He turns to head back into the shop, then slaps a hand on the doorframe and looks over his shoulder. “We’re having a bit of a thing at the house tonight. Around eightish. Me, Krystal, a few of the guys from the shop. Sort of a wake, I guess. For Dad.”

      “Right,” Sebastian says. “I’ll find something to occupy myself.”

      “No, jackass,” Dylan says. With a jolt, Sebastian remembers that Dylan had called him that, first in irritation, then in affection, the entirety of their parents’ marriage. The thrill his twelve-year-old self felt, having an older almost-brother think him adult enough to use such a grown-up word around him. “You should be there. You can meet some of the guys. Dad would have wanted that.”

      Sebastian feels a prickle behind his eyes. He hasn’t cried since hearing about Samuel’s death. He probably hasn’t cried since those first few days at boarding school, after Mom left Samuel, parked Sebastian at Woodberry Forest School, and took off for New York City. But he thinks now that he’d love to hear about his stepfather from the people who knew him best.

      “Okay,” he says, and Dylan grins at him. “That sounds great.”

      Dylan gives him a wave over his shoulder, and Krystal nods at him, still on the phone. Sebastian leaves the shop, folds himself into his rental car, pushes the button to start it, signals as he turns on to the main road, and drives the short distance to Dylan’s house, trying to pretend the entire way that he’s not thinking about how absolutely hot Dylan is.
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      Dylan gets home a little later than he’d planned, and it’s nearly seven before he’s showered and got the grill fired up. He’s in the kitchen, mixing up the burgers, when Bas wanders in, sleep creases on his cheek and his hair messed six ways from Sunday. “Morning, sleepyhead,” he says, dumping ground black pepper and a handful of salt in the bowl, then folding it in the meat.

      “Sorry,” Bas says, hovering just inside the kitchen door, looking like he’s not sure where to park himself. “Jet lag, I guess.” He’s dressed more casually than when he showed up this afternoon at the shop, in a red T-shirt and dark wash jeans. He runs a hand through his hair, and the glossy brown strands drift into place.

      Dylan motions with his elbow toward the fridge. “There’s beer in there, if you drink it. Grab me one, would you? Krystal’s bringing wine in a bit, if that’s more your thing. Have a seat at the counter there.” He jerks his chin at the pair of stools on the other side of the island.

      Sebastian fetches a beer for each of them and even opens Dylan’s for him, stacking the bottle caps in a little pile in front of him. He looks groggy and exhausted, but asks if there’s anything he can do to help.

      “Wanna slice the onion and tomatoes?” Dylan suggests. “Cutting board is in the drawer under the oven, and compost bin’s under the sink.”

      Sebastian selects a knife from the block on the counter, and Dylan moves out of his way so he can get the cutting board from the drawer. He starts with the tomatoes and lays the slices out in neat rows on the serving platter with the big rooster that Dad picked up from a flea market years ago.

      Dylan’s forming burgers into patties and trying not to look at Sebastian’s long fingers peeling the onion skins away. His hair is flopping over his forehead again, and his T-shirt clings to his chest in a way that suggests firm pecs and a six-pack. Jesus, who would have guessed his scrawny little stepbrother would turn out to be such a babe?

      “Where’re you living these days?” he asks to break the silence. “Last I heard, you were in law school and your mom in New York City, I think? That where you ended up?”

      Sebastian shakes his head, which just makes his bangs flop over one eye, and he uses the back of his knife hand to push them back. “I’m in San Francisco. California.” As if Dylan doesn’t know where that is. “I’m an associate at a law firm there.”

      “Yeah? What kind of law?”

      “Um, plaintiff-side employment law, some consumer protection stuff. Mostly class actions.” He regards the onion for a moment, then lops it in half, nearly taking the tips of his fingers off, and Dylan almost drops the burger patty he’s shaping.

      “Hey now,” he says, keeping his voice mild. “Careful you don’t chop your hand off there.” He lays the patty on top of the stack and curls his fingers in a claw-like shape. “Hold it like this, so you can get a good grip, but you don’t accidentally cut yourself.”

      Bas smiles sheepishly. “I’m not much of a cook,” he says.

      “Got a girlfriend who cooks for you?” Dylan asks. “Wife, maybe?” He knows Dad kept track of Bas’s accomplishments for a while after the divorce, but they hadn’t talked about him for years. He doesn’t see a ring on Sebastian’s finger, though.

      Sebastian shakes his head. “Nope. I have a cat and a bunch of houseplants. Haven’t had time for much dating. I’d like to get a dog, but with the hours I bill, I’m just not home enough to take care of one properly.”

      There’s a rat-a-tat at the front door, which startles Sebastian, and Krystal blows in like the tornado she is. There’s a flurry of food being unpacked and introductions remade and wine being poured, until Krystal’s settled on the stool next to Sebastian and takes over the rest of the prep work, while Dylan finishes shaping the burgers.

      They relocate to the back yard, and Dylan brings Sebastian another beer before cracking his open and lifting the grill’s lid.

      “Half lamb or all beef?” he asks both of them.

      “Half lamb,” Krystal says promptly, and at Sebastian’s look of confusion, explains, “Dylan makes the most amazing lamb burgers. You’ve got to try one. The all-beef is great too—he uses ground sirloin—but the ones with lamb are to die for.”

      “Um, sure,” Bas says after a bit of hesitation. “I’ll try the lamb.” Then, a little shyly, but clearly trying to make an effort, “Did you figure out that part problem?”

      “Eh?” Dylan sets three lamb patties on the grill and then remembers. “Oh, Leroy’s mistake with the pedal kit. Yeah, you convinced him to exchange the kits, right, Krys?”

      “It was your mistake, and it’s not nice to call your ex-boyfriend a cocksucking son of a bitch.” Krystal says. “Sebastian’s gonna think Samuel didn’t teach you any manners.”

      “He never was my boyfriend, so therefore he ain’t my ex,” Dylan retorts. “And it was a description, not an insult. He is great at cocksucking, but he’s also a son of a bitch. Sucked me off in the woods behind the campgrounds at last year’s Musclepalooza, then spent the rest of the show pretending we’d never met. Wasn’t looking for a boyfriend anyway, but he didn’t have to be a dick about it.”

      He turns to grab a platter for the burgers and catches sight of Sebastian, his mouth open, his beer halfway raised to it. Shit. His stepbrother couldn’t be a homophobe, could he? Didn’t he say he lived in San Francisco, for fuck’s sake?

      He takes a long swig of his beer, wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, and looks evenly at Sebastian. “You know I’m gay, right?” Damned if he’s gonna hide who he is in his own home.

      Bas closes his mouth, seems to realize he was about to take a sip of his beer, but sets it on the table. There’s something in his face, not discomfort or disgust, but Dylan’s not sure how to read it.

      “Um, no, I didn’t,” he says. “You always had a girlfriend around when I lived here—a lot of them. I just figured…” He shakes his head, like he’s realized something, and smiles. “And it’s cool, really. I mean, I’m gay too.”

      Oh. Well, shit. Dylan looks again at Bas. He’s too tall and broad in the shoulders to be what the kids these days call a twink, but Dylan bets he’s popular in the San Francisco club scene. Not that Dylan knows much about that. Or whether that’s Bas’s thing.

      “Technically, Dylan’s bisexual,” Krystal puts in, her eyes darting back and forth from Dylan to Sebastian. She’s got that look on her face, like she’s testing a hypothesis and pretty sure she knows how it’s going to turn out. “I mean, you’ve been with as many women as men, haven’t you?”

      “Dunno,” Dylan shrugs. “Never counted. But I quit sleeping with women years ago.” He cocks his head and looks at Bas again. “A few years after you and your mom split, I think. Spent my teens and early twenties trying to be all macho and shit. Overcompensating, I guess. Thinking I couldn’t be a mechanic like Dad, which was the only thing I ever wanted to do, and be queer too. So I ran around with any girl who’d have me, trying to prove I was a real man. It was Dad who knew before me.”

      Sebastian actually spits a mouthful of beer out. Like people do on TV or whatever, but Dylan’s never seen someone do it in real life. “Really?” he says, his voice high like it used to be before he hit puberty. He grabs the wad of paper napkins Krystal hands him and mops up the beer.

      Dylan nods. “He sat me down one evening after dinner. I was about to go out with my latest, some chick named Amber or Amethyst or something, I forget.” He glances at Krystal and snickers. “Guess I’ve got a thing for the semiprecious ones, eh, doll?” Krystal rolls her eyes at him, as usual.

      “Anyway, he says that if I wanted to stay in the closet forever, that was okay and he’d never say another word if I wanted to keep it on the DL, but that if I was doing it on account of him, then I should knock that shit off. That there was nothing wrong with being gay and that he loved me just the way God made me. That I shouldn’t worry about bringing a guy home if I wanted to, because he just wanted me to be happy.”

      He sets the spatula down and grips the platter in both hands, squeezing its cool ceramic between his fingers. He blinks furiously to keep the tears from falling on the burger buns. After a minute, he swivels and sets the platter down on the table.

      “Sorry,” he mutters and takes the cloth Sebastian nudges into his hand. “Didn’t mean to get all maudlin.” It’s a crisp white linen handkerchief, with Sebastian’s initials embroidered on a corner. Far too nice to be mopping up his snot, but Sebastian motions for him to go ahead and use it. He wipes his eyes and blows his nose with a honk loud enough to make him wince.

      “I miss him,” he says when he’s done. He sees Krystal rise from her chair out of the corner of his eye, but it’s Sebastian who pulls him into a hug.

      “I’ve missed him too,” Bas says against his ear. His arms are strong around Dylan, and he’s tall enough that Dylan’s face fits right into the curve where his neck meets his shoulder. He smells clean and fresh, a bit like the Lava soap Dylan keeps in the shower, but also of something else, something Dylan can’t define, but it goes straight to his dick.

      He pulls back before Bas can notice his semi and wipes his eyes with a dry corner of the handkerchief, then folds it and tucks it into his jeans pocket. “I’ll wash that and get it back to you later.”

      Sebastian shrugs like it doesn’t matter and returns to his chair. Dylan sits down at the table too, and for a few minutes, there’s nothing but chewing sounds and sipping drinks, the occasional crow squawking from a nearby tree. Sebastian moans a little when he takes the first bite of his burger and mumbles something around a full mouth about how good it is. Dylan acknowledges the compliment, but keeps his eyes on his own plate. Not on his stepbrother’s mouth, his lips shiny with burger grease and ketchup.

      His dick is half-chubbed from that moan, and he has a sudden vision of Sebastian making that sound with those lips stretched around his cock. For fuck’s sake, what’s wrong with him? This is his kid stepbrother, come home in time for his dad’s will-reading, and all Dylan can think of is feeding Bas his cock instead of another burger. He tosses his paper napkin onto his empty plate and pushes back from the table.

      “Guys’ll be here soon,” he says. “Gotta get the rest of this meat cooked.” He listens with half an ear to Krystal’s chattering at Sebastian and flips burgers until the heat from the grill wilts his wayward erection.
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      Five or six guys arrive, and suddenly, the deck is crowded with people. Sebastian shakes their hands, tries to keep their names straight and fails, then takes a chair in a corner against the house, out of the way of the gang clustered around Dylan manning the grill.

      Benny Sampson arrives a few minutes later and when he shakes Sebastian’s hand, he squints at him. “You’re the stepson, yeah? Ruby’s kid, right?” Sebastian nods, surprised that Samuel’s head mechanic still remembers him. Benny is older than Dylan, late fifties maybe, with a full head of silvery-gray hair and a barrel chest. His eyes are friendly, and his weathered face creases into a broad smile. “Samuel used to talk about you all the time. Even after your mama divorced him, he kept up on what you was up to.”

      Benny shakes his head and slaps Sebastian on the shoulder. “He was so proud when you got into law school. Where’d you go again? Someplace out in California?”

      “Stanford,” Sebastian replies. “College and law school. I work at a law firm in San Francisco now.” He’d written Samuel letters for years after leaving Greenville, a lonely boy pouring his heart out to his surrogate father, but Sebastian had no idea Samuel had talked about him to so many other people. He feels a pang of regret that they’d never seen each other after his mom hustled him into the 1966 Mustang Samuel had restored for her in the predawn drizzle the morning they’d left.

      Sebastian chats with a couple more of the guys hanging out on the deck. They’re mostly from the shop—a couple of other mechanics, an apprentice who looks to be barely out of high school, a couple of Samuel’s hunting buddies. They’re all friendly to Sebastian, but he’s content to just listen to bits and pieces of the multiple conversations going on around him.

      Krystal’s the only woman, but she seems perfectly comfortable with this motley crew of dudes exchanging stories about Samuel, whom they all clearly loved. She matches Dylan drink for drink and seems none the worse for the wear, though Dylan’s color has risen, and his laugh gets louder as the evening carries on.

      Someone puts on some music, and the guitar-heavy sounds of Led Zeppelin pour from the speakers installed on the house’s siding. Krystal plops into the seat next to Sebastian and tilts her half-empty wineglass toward Dylan. “I love that he’s such a happy drunk.”

      The guys are doing shots now, some horrible cinnamon-flavored whiskey that tastes like cough syrup and makes Sebastian’s eyes water with the first and only shot he takes. One of the guys says something that’s clearly hilarious to Dylan, and he sprays a mouthful of whiskey as he roars a full belly laugh.

      “He’s gonna regret this in the morning,” Krystal says. There’s a combination of concern with a touch of glee in her voice.

      “I’ll make sure he’s okay,” Sebastian promises. “We’ve got an appointment with Samuel’s lawyer tomorrow morning.”

      “Right, the will.” She leans toward Sebastian, a puff of merlot-scented breath drifting toward him. “What did Samuel leave you, do you think?”

      Sebastian shrugs. He really can’t imagine. Samuel seems to have done pretty well for himself, but Dylan surely must have been a large part of that. Wouldn’t Samuel have put any extra money into the shop rather than socking it away?

      “Guess we’ll find out tomorrow,” he says, and Krystal nods.

      She stands up, a little wobbly at first, but she waves Sebastian back when he starts to rise to help her.

      “Come on, boys,” she calls, and the remaining couple of guys join her in gathering empties and clearing away the remains of the food. Dylan’s protesting that he’ll take care of the cleanup, but the guys good-naturedly shove him out of the way and make quick work of it. They say goodbye in a flurry of manly hugs and slaps on the back and depart.

      The rhythmic drumbeats of “When the Levee Breaks” start up, and Dylan leans his head against the back of his chair, fingers tapping the beat on the armrest. His eyes are closed, and Sebastian takes the opportunity to really look at him. He wonders if Dylan’s beard is as soft as it looks in the dim light and what it would be like to kiss those plush lips.

      He still can’t get over the revelation that Dylan is gay. He’d always been a little jealous of the girls flocking around Dylan. They never wanted a little kid tagging along when they were with him. But when they were alone, Dylan embraced the role of big brother to Sebastian. He taught Sebastian how to change a tire, check the oil, and replace the windshield wiper fluid. He’d listened to Sebastian’s stories from school, helped him with his homework, and played catch with him in the yard. When he wasn’t out with his girlfriends.

      Dylan’s head rolls toward him, and his eyes open. “Glad you’re here, man,” he says. “Even if this is what it took to get you to come home.” His voice isn’t exactly slurring, but he’s clearly drunk.

      Sebastian doesn’t point out that this hasn’t been his home for twenty years, but he smiles at Dylan and says, “Come on, man. Time for bed. Eight-thirty’s going to come sooner than you think.”

      Dylan huffs a loud sigh. “Fuck, I keep forgetting about that.” He blinks owlishly at Sebastian. “Never die, man. It’s too goddamn much paperwork.”

      Sebastian chuckles. “I’ll keep that in mind.” He gets up and stretches his arms overhead. He’s got a mild buzz on and he holds his hand out to Dylan, just to have an excuse to touch him.

      Dylan lets Sebastian pull him to his feet and stumbles against him as they enter the house. Sebastian goes to the kitchen sink to fill a glass of water for him. When he rounds the corner through the kitchen door, there’s a trail of clothing Dylan’s discarded on the way up the stairs to his bedroom. Sebastian follows, intending to put the water glass on Dylan’s nightstand. He makes a quick detour to the hall bathroom to rustle up a couple of aspirin.

      Dylan’s standing before his dresser, arms braced on the top, head hanging between his shoulders. He’s shirtless, and Sebastian lingers in the doorway, unable to take his eyes off the expanse of muscles in his back. He’s down to nothing but a pair of black boxer briefs, and Sebastian trails his eyes down the perfect curve of his ass to the firm muscles of his thighs.

      He makes some small noise, apparently, and Dylan lifts his head and catches sight of him reflected in the mirror over the dresser. He turns, leans back against the dresser, and spreads his arms wide. “Like what you see?”

      It’s an invitation—it can’t be anything else—especially considering the bulge swelling out the Y-front of his underwear. Sebastian licks his lips, the water glass slipping in his suddenly sweating hand. “Um, yeah,” he says stupidly, but then he drags his eyes up to Dylan’s face. “Here,” he says, holding out the aspirin. “You should take these or you’re going to have an epic headache in the morning.”

      Dylan grins at him and holds his hand out, palm up. “You looking out for me, Bas?” He doesn’t move from where he’s still leaning against the dresser, so Sebastian has no choice but to enter his room and get close enough to drop the aspirin into Dylan’s hand. Dylan pops the pills in his mouth, takes the water from Sebastian and swigs it, then sets it on the dresser behind him. “Isn’t that all brotherly of you.”

      Sebastian’s cock isn’t feeling very brotherly at all. It’s straining toward Dylan and doing its level best to burst the zipper of his jeans. His eyes are fixed on Dylan’s lips, shiny and wet, and when Dylan’s tongue passes over his bottom lip, Sebastian forces himself to take a step back. Dylan follows, though, and stumbles into Sebastian’s chest.

      Sebastian’s arms automatically reach out to steady him. Dylan’s biceps are firm, and he’s got a lot of muscle packed on his sturdy frame, but there’s a softness to his limbs and a hint of a curve to his belly.

      “You’re drunk,” he points out.

      Dylan smiles. “Yeah.”

      “We shouldn’t,” Sebastian says. He wants to anyway. So much. Dylan’s skin is warm under his hands, and Sebastian wants nothing more than to run his hands all over him.

      “Probably not,” Dylan says agreeably. He’s looking at Sebastian’s lips, and there goes his tongue again, wetting his lower lip and making Sebastian want to bite that softness until it’s puffy and red.

      “You should get some sleep.” He pecks Dylan on the cheek, just a fleeting brush, and Dylan’s beard is soft, damn it. He pulls back, steers Dylan toward the bed, and lets go. Dylan tips facedown on the covers, and Sebastian removes the pillow and makes sure his mouth and nose aren’t covered by anything.

      His eyes linger over the curve of Dylan’s ass under the black cotton of his boxer briefs, the faint dusting of hair on his legs. He doesn’t try to tuck Dylan under the covers, because if he does, he won’t be able to stop himself from touching him. The outside temperature has dropped to the midsixties, but the upstairs of the small house is still warm. If Dylan gets cold in the night, he can get himself under the covers.

      “‘Night, Bas,” Dylan says, his voice muffled and dreamy.

      “Good night,” Sebastian says. He lingers for a moment, listening to Dylan’s breathing settle into soft snores, and wants to stroke a hand down Dylan’s back. He doesn’t do that, either, but it’s a close call.

      He backs out of Dylan’s bedroom, stumbles to his old room, and jerks off furiously while still standing just inside, hand braced against the closed door, breathing hard, visions of Dylan’s thighs behind his eyes. He catches it with the same hand, cleans up in the bathroom, and goes to bed. He wonders if Dylan will remember anything in the morning.
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      Dylan wakes up, and his mouth feels like something furry died in it. He swings his legs over the side of the bed and sits up, bracing himself for the hangover. It’s not as bad as he expected, considering the amount he drank last night. Shit, how much had it been? He remembers four or five beers, starting before everyone arrived. Then there’d been shots of Fireball with Benny and the guys in honor of the old man.

      He catches sight of the empty glass on the dresser and remembers that he’d drunk all the water in it and taken two aspirin before crashing into bed, which is probably why the hangover’s not so bad. Then he remembers how he’d gotten the aspirin and the water.

      Shit, what had he been thinking, offering himself to Bas like that? It was a pleasant surprise to find out he’s gay too, but there’s no goddamn reason he should be caring one way or another about his stepbrother’s sexuality.

      And even if Bas is gay, that doesn’t mean he’d be interested in Dylan. He’s a decade older than Sebastian, for crying out loud. He lives in a town too small to have a real stoplight, just a flashing yellow at its one main intersection. He’s barely finished high school, let alone college or beyond, and while he’s proud as anything of the shop he and Dad built together, a glorified grease monkey is all he’ll ever be.

      Dylan’s cool with all that, but Sebastian got out of Greenville, starting when Ruby informed Dad that she was sending him to boarding school. Then college and law school. Now he’s got himself an important job at a fancy law firm, and probably has a line of pretty boys waiting to kiss that mouth of his. The one that looks stern until it softens and blossoms when he smiles. He’s got a dimple in his left cheek when he smiles.

      Dylan racks his brain, trying to think around the dull throb over his left eye, to remember if he did anything incredibly stupid, like kiss Sebastian. He’s pretty sure not, thank God for small mercies. Maybe if he just pretends he was too drunk to remember anything last night, he and Sebastian can carry on as if nothing had happened. Because nothing had.

      He showers, and does not think about Bas’s mouth at all, no sir, and trims his beard, then puts on a pair of nice jeans with no holes in them and his second-best flannel for the meeting with Dad's lawyer. Richard Shaw knows him and won’t be expecting anything better. His one suit is still crumpled in a ball in the corner of his room where he tossed it after Dad's funeral last week.

      By the time he gets downstairs, Sebastian’s figured out the coffee maker, thank God. “Morning,” he says, as
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