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			Patch Me Up

			Two brothers have an unspoken routine: Colt is the one who gets hurt, and Beck is the one who patches him up. This time, Beck hopes Colt comes back to him for good.

			Content Notes

			trans m/m, brother/brother incest, hurt/comfort, knife wounds, blood, wound cleaning/dressing, oral sex, PIV sex, anatomical terms for a trans MMC (cock, pussy, cunt)

		

	
		
			Knocks don’t come this late from anyone but him.

			I flip on the light in the small foyer of my apartment, unlatching the chain and the deadbolt before opening the door. At least my brother never seems to bang down my door after I pass out early. It’s like he knows when I can’t sleep, when my thoughts are too loud. When I need him the most.

			Colt looks gaunt beneath the orange porch light, the single bulb hanging on for dear life outside my front door. His near-black hair is longer since the last time he was here—the last time I saw him—but that bloodstain covering the spider web tattoo on his neck is new.

			He always tells me he’ll go to a hospital if he was seriously hurt, but I think he’d come here just to bum one last smoke before he died. It’s not like I’d turn him away.

			Colt knocks, and I always answer.

			As if sensing my focus on his throat, Colt rubs at the bloodied skin and smirks. “Nosebleed.”

			“Uh-huh.” I step aside so he can enter. “You know where to go.”

			As soon as Colt steps fully inside and I lock the door, his posture crumbles. He slumps against the wall, hissing and cursing as he clutches his side.

			Panic ripples in my stomach. “Colt…”

			“Save the lecture,” he says, surprisingly gentle despite how much pain he seems to be in. “Just help me, Beck.”

			I swallow a bit of pride, dragging Colt’s arm around my shoulders so I can help him to the kitchen. I kick one of two chairs away from the table so he can sit. He grimaces as he lowers himself, then shrugs out of his coat, every movement cautious and tentative.

			Blooming red catching my eye—two lacerations visible through matching tears in his shirt.

			“Looks worse than it is,” Colt mumbles, trying to mask the pain with a half-grin.

			He always says some shit like that, and it never makes me any less anxious. Wordlessly, I turn away and tear open the cabinet under the sink where I keep my first aid supplies in a plastic bin. I eyeball what I have on hand—bandages, gauze, pads, steri-strips, antibacterial cream—and decide to bring the entire bin to the kitchen table.

			“This isn’t gonna be pretty,” I warn, laying out the supplies I need to clean and dress his wounds.

			Colt grunts. “No shit.”

			I grab a half-used roll of paper towels off the holder. I have no official training for what I’m about to do, but it’s easy to pick things up when your older brother makes a habit of swinging by like this, beaten and bloody in some capacity.

			“Lift your arms,” I say. “Easy.”

			“Sure thing, doc.”

			I pull his shirt off after he raises his arms, the twin gashes in his side welling with fresh blood. I toss his shirt on the table and tear off several paper towels, quickly folding them into a neat square before pressing it to his wounds.

			“Hold it,” I say, and Colt obeys without anything smart to say. He must really be hurting if he’s not giving me shit.

			I wash my hands, then retrieve a bottle of rubbing alcohol, the smell stinging my nostrils as I douse another thick stack of paper towels. I kneel on the floor next to him, urging him to move his hands so I can inspect the wound.

			Even though my throat tightens at the sight, it doesn’t look deep enough to warrant stitches. He’s lucky, but I don’t say that out loud; he should already know if he made it here alone.
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