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    When they pass the first sign for Point Pleasant, West Virginia, Sam’s eyes light up. He doesn’t exactly press his nose against the glass like he did at eleven, but it’s a near thing, and he practically wriggles with excitement. At the second sign, he turns to Dean with big, sad puppy-dog eyes. 

“No,” Dean says, before Sam can even open his mouth. “No way.”

“Please?” Sam asks, his voice soft and young, like he’s asking for the last bowl of Froot Loops. 

“What?” Jess asks. “What do you want to do, Sam?”

“We aren’t doing anything,” Dean says. He very pointedly does not look at Sam. He can ignore the puppy eyes if he doesn’t look into the puppy eyes, right? Right.

“Please, Dean?” Sam says. “Dad never let us.”

“Yeah, because it’s a hoax,” Dean says.

“You don’t know it’s a hoax,” Sam says. 

“Of course I know it’s a hoax.”

“Dad said it was a hoax. That doesn’t make it a hoax.”

“What’s a hoax?” Jess asks. “What are you two even talking about?”

Dean and Sam simultaneously say, “Mothman,” though Dean’s voice carries the appropriate note of disgust, whereas Sam sounds like an overly excited third grader on a field trip. 

Jess sideyes them. “Um. What’s a Mothman?”

“A famous cryptid,” Sam says.

“A famous hoax,” Dean says.

Jess raises an eyebrow. “Ohhhkay. That is clearly not enough information for me to be able to develop an informed opinion. I need to hear more.”

Sam begins, “In the 1960s, two couples—”

“Or four liars,” Dean interjects. Sam smacks him on the shoulder, causing the car to swerve slightly. “Sammy, I swear to God, if you make me wreck this car, I’m feeding you to the damn Mothman.”

“I thought it was a hoax,” Jess says. “How are you going to feed him to a hoax?”

“Two couples,” Sam begins again in a louder voice, as though neither Dean nor Jess had said anything at all, “reported seeing a flying man with ten-foot wings following their car near the McClintic Wildlife Management Area.”

“It was a bird,” Dean says.

“You don’t know it was a bird,” Sam counters. 

“It was definitely a bird.”

“It had glowing red eyes, Dean!”

“It was some kind of stupid giant crane. They call it a shitepoke,” Dean says over his shoulder to Jess, who stifles a giggle.

“Or it was a genuine cryptid sighting,” Sam says. 

“Mothman’s right up there with Bigfoot and the Loch Ness Monster, man. Shit like that’s never real.” Dean shakes his head. 

Jess leans up and rests her arms on the bench seat between Sam and Dean. “Well, I think we should stop here for the night so Sam can see it for himself.”

“I think that’s a great idea, babe,” Sam says. He turns towards Jess, and even though Sam’s the one who gets kissed, Dean is the one who smiles. Even when the rest of the world is unraveling around them and Dad’s still in the wind, and they’re apparently taking a fucking detour for Mothman, Dean has these two pretty, overeducated nutjobs in the car with him. That counts for a hell of a lot. 

“Yeah, yeah, of course you do,” Dean grumbles with no real heat. “It’s always a great idea when it’s what you already want to do.”

Sam finishes kissing Jess, then turns to Dean and cranks up the stupid sad-puppy eyes that he knows, he absolutely knows Dean can’t resist, because Sam came preprogrammed with instructions on how to press every single one of Dean’s buttons, regardless of the scenario. 

“C’mon, Dean. We could use a break. Just one night? Please?” 

Dean sighs. Goddammit, but he’s a sucker. He may not believe in the Mothman, but he sure as shit believes in Sam, and what is it going to hurt to give the kid one night to investigate a deadend? 

“Fine,” Dean says, sounding as put-upon as he can muster through his grin. He puts his blinker on when he sees the Point Pleasant exit sign. Sam’s face brightens into a wide and dimpled grin, which is worth the inevitably overpriced cheesy motel they’ll be staying at. Maybe Dean and Jess can hustle some pool while Sam looks for Mothman. God, he loves watching her play pool. 

“That one!” Jess says, when Dean almost rolls past a motel slightly offset from the road. She has an uncanny eye for motels with good water pressure, so despite the fact that the motel sign actually has a little cartoon Mothman on it, Dean parks in front. He takes out his wallet and pulls a few bills out. 

“Who’s doing the honors?” he asks. They figured out quickly that getting rooms for the three of them was a one or two person job if they didn't want to get weird—or outright pervy—looks when they asked for a king. 

“I’ll do it,” Sam says. He snatches the money from Dean’s hand and bounds out of the car like a giant kid, which is somehow funnier because Dean grew up with Sam and knows he wasn’t like that as an actual kid. Sam’s probably going to grab a handful of tourist pamphlets in the lobby while he’s in there getting the room, too.

“Thank you,” Jess says. She rests her chin on her arms, tilting her head up from the back of the seat to look at Dean. “Sam needs this.”

“I don’t know that anybody really needs Mothman, sweetheart,” Dean says, but he gets what she means. “We can all use a break, anyway. Besides—” He opens his wallet and shows her how little it holds. “You and me? We need to hit the pool tables.” 

“Oh, thank God,” Jess says. “I thought we were going to have to search for Mothman, too.”

“Ohhhh no, that’s all on Sammy,” Dean says.

“Good. I’m dying for some pool,” Jess says. 

“They’ll never see you coming,” Dean tells her, grinning. She leans close to kiss him, and he just kind of melts into it. Kissing Sam feels like coming home, familiar and, sure, a little terrifying. Kissing Jess feels like a constant California vacation, full of sunshine and salt air. Her lips taste like fruity lip balm. They’re still kissing when Sam gets back to the car with a key on a large plastic fob that is—yup, Goddammit—shaped like a fucking Mothman. 

“Got us a king,” Sam says. “128, down on the end. It’s good we didn’t come in September. Apparently there’s a festival.”

“Of course there’s a festival,” Dean mutters. He backs out of the spot and drives where Sam points, parking in front of room 128. He grabs the bags out of the back while Sam unlocks the door. The interior doesn’t disappoint. The room is clean, and most of the decor is actually fairly understated, but the king bed has an enormous oil painting of Mothman hanging over it. A quick glance at the mirror over the dresser confirms that the full painting is probably visible in the reflection from the bed. 

“Oh. Oh wow,” Jess says, putting her hand over her mouth. “Oh wow, that’s—”

“Coming down before I get in that bed,” Dean finishes. 

“I think it’s nice,” Sam says, but it’s obviously just to be contrary, since his eyes are definitely wide with horror, not with appreciation for the establishment’s high-end artwork. 

“It’s gonna give me nightmares,” Dean says. 

“You great big baby,” Jess teases, nudging Dean with her elbow. “But yeah, it’s definitely coming down, babe. It’s horrific.”

Dean takes the painting down from the wall while Jess does whatever it is she does that somehow makes a motel room feel like a place they actually live—if temporarily—instead of just an alternative to sleeping in the Impala. Something as simple as Jess’s makeup bag on the counter or everyone’s coats hung in the closet instead of lying wherever they landed when removed makes a surprising amount of difference. Sam does absolutely nothing useful at all besides setting up his laptop, presumably so he can start his Mothman research. 

“You getting comfortable there, Sammy?” Dean asks. 

“I only have one night,” Sam says, booting up the laptop. “I have to start digging into the lore.”

Jess leans in close to Dean to dramatically whisper “the lore” into his ear. Dean snorts and kind of chokes on it, which leads to Sam looking at the two of them suspiciously. Jess, the dirty traitor, hides her face against Dean’s shoulder like she’s snuggling; really she’s pressing her face into him to muffle the laughter. 

“Me and Jess were thinking about getting a little drink, shooting a little pool, making a little money,” Dean says. “Somebody’s got to keep supporting this family in the lifestyle to which we’re accustomed.”

“I’ll probably be in and out,” Sam says. He doesn’t look up from his laptop, brain already engaged in rabbit hole research mode. “Hit the library, public records, maybe talk to some locals.”

“Sounds fun,” Dean says. “You need the car?”

Sam shakes his head. “Nice day. I don’t mind walking, and I think there’s a bus. I’ll find a car if I need one. Should I call you if I find anything?” 

“Oh, definitely!” Jess chirps against Dean’s shoulder. “We’d love that! So much!”

“I think what Jess really means is, unless you see Mothman with your own fucking eyes, you’re on your own,” Dean says. “Call us if you run into any trouble.”

Sam hums in agreement, along with a faint head nod, but Dean can see they’ve already lost him. He belongs to the Mothman now. Oh well, they had a good few months run. 

“Let’s leave Sam to his research,” Jess says, taking Dean by the hand. She bends over to kiss Sam on the corner of his mouth. Sam barely turns his head towards her, eyes still on the screen, but he smiles. “Love you, babe.”

“Yeah, love you, too,” Sam says. “Be safe out there.”

“Hey! She’ll be with me,” Dean protests. 

Sam actually looks away from the computer to grin at Dean. “Right. Jess, keep Dean safe, too.”

“Don’t worry, I will,” Jess says. This time, Sam actually tugs her down into a real kiss, his hand sliding up to tangle in her blonde hair. Her cheeks color slightly. Once Sam is done with her, he gestures for Dean to take her place. Dean gets the same hand-in-hair kiss as Jess, though with a little more teeth, and he never gets tired of that. Not even a little. Dean would put his whole damn life on hold for Sam to kiss him. 

“All right, Sammy,” Dean says. “If you see Mothman, tell him to keep his grubby mitts to himself, you got me?”

“Yeah, okay,” Sam says, in a tone that suggests he’s humoring Dean, but would really like to get back to jerking it over fifty years of back issues of local newspapers. Dean takes Sam’s chin in his hand and turns it towards him, earning him an irritated look from Sam, lips pressed thin and nose wrinkling as his eyes keep traveling back to the screen. 

“Hey. Sammy, seriously. Be safe,” Dean says. Sam’s expression softens. 

“You know I will, jerk.”

“Yeah, well. Bitch.”

“Dean!” Jess says. “Time’s a’wasting. Pool isn’t going to play itself!”


Pool doesn’t play itself, but Jess plays the shit out of pool. Finding a good bar for a hustle doesn’t take long. The two of them arrive separately, Jess entering first, and Dean following a few minutes behind. Dean sidles up to her at the bar and orders himself a beer and “another one of whatever she’s having.” Halfway through their beers, Jess cocks her head towards the pool table. Dean stares at her ass as they walk to the table, subtly noting who else in the bar is taking in the view.

They start off with a casual game, both downplaying their skills, the first act of the performance. Jess has learned how to make leaning over a pool table to line up a shot look like the opening scene in a top-notch porn, back arched to emphasize the perfect curves of her hips and ass. When Jess “misses” a shot, she pouts prettily, holding onto her bottle of beer in a way that has half the guys in the joint imagining what her hand would look like on their dicks. Occasionally, Dean tosses her a grin designed to let those guys know he’s thinking the same thing, though he already knows it looks so much hotter than they’re thinking. 

After a couple of mediocre games, Jess reaches into her bra with two fingers, coming out with a twenty dollar bill held between them. She runs the edge of the bill down Dean’s sternum, stepping in close. He can smell her hair, vanilla and tonka bean and the faintest hint of sex, as she spins, her back against his chest. She carefully sets the twenty down on the edge of the pool table.

“You want to make it fun?” she asks. When she’s hustling pool, her voice gets higher and breathier. They’re starting act two now, and the bait is on the line. 

“I’m already having fun,” Dean says, and it comes across as honest because he is having fun. 

“Come on, baby,” Jess coos at him. “Isn’t it more fun when there’s money on the table?”

“I can think of other fun things we could do on a table,” Dean says, pulling out his own twenty to lay on top of hers. Jess bites her lower lip, fighting a laugh at the hopelessly cheesy line, but hey, it works. A couple of the guys near the table snicker, and one of them turns to make a remark to his buddy, probably about what he would like to do with Jess on a table. This is why Dean and Jess hustle best alone. Sam isn’t good at acting like he doesn’t absolutely worship the ground Jess walks on, while Dean and Jess have no problem objectifying each other for fun and profit. 

The game that follows is practically scripted at this point; they’ve played it in dive bars across the country, nearly shot for shot. Jess starts with a shaky break, barely getting a solid in the pocket. She scratches, and then it’s Dean’s turn, sinking two stripes before missing his third shot entirely. They go back and forth, one or two balls at a time, until Jess finally pulls out the all-important win by getting the eight ball in the left corner pocket. 

Jess squeals as she grabs both twenties, hopping excitedly in place, her cheeks pink and her eyes flashing. Dean scratches the back of his head, a man flummoxed by his loss to a pretty girl, but still hoping to take her home. He pulls out two twenties this time, slapping them down on the table. Jess bites her lip again, looking between the money and Dean’s charming grin. 

They play through scripted game number two, this one a little more cutthroat, now that they’ve both had time to warm up. Dean’s hands skim her hips at every opportunity. He’s pretty sure he’s identified their marks. Two roughneck guys have abandoned their own pool game to lean against the wall and watch Dean and Jess’s with interest. 

Dean’s mouth brushes against Jess’s left ear to murmur, “Two on the line.” He quirks his eyebrows in the direction of their audience. Her laugh is bright and giggly, head tossed back and golden hair spilling down her back, like Dean said something both sexy and hilarious. Jess only laughs like that when she’s drunk or faking it.

Once again, Jess pulls out the win, a close call that Dean can’t be too sore about, especially since he’s certain—as is their audience—that she’s going home with him tonight. The guys watching the game applaud Jess, who curtsies, flashing a little bit of cleavage at the top of her v-neck tee. And there’s the tug on the line – the bolder of the two roughnecks approaches her.

“Can I get a game?” he asks. Dean doesn’t bother to hide sizing the guy up; let him think Dean’s assessing his competition. 

“Sorry, pal,” Dean says, putting his arm around Jess’s waist. “The lady’s already got company.”

Jess frowns, her eyebrows drawing together in annoyance as she elbows his arm. “I sure hope you’re a better pool player than this guy. He’s pretty, but,” she leans in conspiratorially, “I’ve played better.”

The roughneck grins wide, showing off a glint of gold on a molar. The visible edge of the tattoo on his neck looks like an eagle or hawk of some kind. He puffs up his chest. 

“I could give you a run for your money,” he says. 

“Oh, could you?” Jess asks. She has a certain smile she pulls out for occasions like this. It’s nothing like her real smile, and it definitely isn’t accompanied by her amazing cackling laugh. Her lips purse up slightly and just the corners of her mouth curl up. Her face looks like a little china doll’s when she does it, her eyes huge under her fluttering lashes.

“Sure could,” the guy boasts. 

“All right, then,” Jess says. She places the neat stack of twenties on the edge of the pool table. “I’m open to some real competition if you can give it to me.”

“Better than pretty boy can,” the roughneck guy says, snorting dismissively. Dean knows that’s his cue to step back, hands up in surrender. This is act three.

“Hey, give it your best shot,” Dean tells the guy, knowing he won’t, not this round.

Within a few shots, even a complete rube could tell the guy is intentionally letting Jess win. With each shot she sinks, she laughs more, letting the roughneck get closer. He doesn’t exactly get grabby, just a hand on her shoulder or waist to move past her, but Dean has to crack his knuckles behind his back to resist the urge to sneer at the guy.

When the game is over and Jess is another forty dollars richer, Dean steps back in. “What do you say, sweetheart? Ready to come back to my place?”

Jess hums as she looks at the wad of money in her hand, at Dean, and then at the roughneck, before saying, “I don’t know. I’m having fun and I was hoping for one more good game.” She places the money back on the table in front of the roughneck, looking up at him through her long eyelashes. 

“Sure, darlin’. I’m good for one more,” the guy says. 

“I think she’s fine,” Dean says. “C’mon, sweetheart. He’s just trying to take you for a ride. Don’t waste your money.”

“Gentlemen, I appreciate the attention, but I’m just here to play pool,” Jess says, in a voice that suggests she is absolutely not just here to play pool. 

“My eighty bucks says I can take you,” the roughneck says to Jess, placing his cash on top of hers. Dean blusters a little before grabbing what’s left of their reserve cash from his wallet. This had better work. He stacks it on top of the other bills.

“My eighty says she kicks your ass and comes home with me after,” Dean says. Jess giggles. 

“Now, don’t fight over me,” she says. “It’ll distract me from my playing.”

“Hell, another hundred says she’s coming home with me,” the roughneck says, caught up now in the territorial pissing contest and no longer thinking clearly.

“I’d say she’s worth more than a hundred,” Dean says. Jess’s cheeks turn red, which she can pass off as being offended. 

“Pretty boy, I’d put two hundred bucks on her coming home with me,” the roughneck boasts. 

“Then maybe you play me, not her,” Dean says. 

The roughneck laughs. “She kicked your ass. Twice.”

“Stakes are higher now,” Dean says. 

“I’m happy to just watch,” Jess says, with another bat of her lashes. 

“Oh, I’ve gotta get in on this,” the roughneck’s buddy says. “Another hundred says Paul here wipes the floor with you.” He slaps his cash on top of the growing stack. Jess barely contains her glee. 

“Well, Paul,” Dean says, sizing up his opponent. “You good?” Paul nods. 

The game that follows is fast and brutal. Dean doesn’t fuck around or waste a single shot. By the time he’s lining up the eight ball, Jess’s mouth is hanging open in feigned shock. Dean sinks the eight and swipes the stack of cash off the table in what feels like a single, fluid movement.

“What do you say, sweetheart?” he asks Jess. “Ready to get out of here?”

“What the fuck?” Paul yells.

“Sounds good to me,” Jess says. She lets Dean put his arm around her, turning her head to wink at Paul over her shoulder. Dean ushers her out of the door quickly, before Paul can process he’s been hustled, and they trip over each other’s feet, laughing as they rush to the Impala. 

“So, ready for round two?” Dean asks. 

“Maybe you can start a fist fight in the next bar,” Jess says. “That usually snags us an extra fifty.”


Dean and Jess hit two more bars and rake in an impressive take before finally tallying up their winnings. They make around $800, all told, and at the last bar, Jess doesn’t even have to pay for her drinks while she plays, since it’s mostly egotistical college guys. She’s so sweet about winning, the frat boys don’t stand a chance. Since this bar is within walking distance of the motel, Dean and Jess stay to keep drinking. Flush with cash, they graduate from beer to whiskey, and after a few shots, drunk-Jess makes an appearance. 

“I love Sam sooooo much,” Jess tells Dean. 

“Yeah, me too,” Dean says. 

“He’s so pretty,” she says. She puts her hands on the sides of Dean’s face. “You’re so pretty.”

“Yeah, we’re all really pretty,” Dean agrees. 

“You’re not as drunk as me,” Jess says, the corners of her mouth turning down in an exaggerated frown. She still has Dean’s face in her hands. “Dean, you’re not as drunk as me, and that’s so sad.”

“I’ve just got more practice.”

“Drink more.”

“Nah, I’m probably good,” Dean says, but Jess forces his head to nod. “Okay, I guess I’m drinking more.”

“Yay!” Jess squeals, releasing his face and leaning across the bar, flashing cleavage at the bartender. “Hi. We need more whiskeys, please. Three more.” She looks back at Dean and grins. “Four more whiskeys.”

“Let’s take ’em one at a time,” the bartender says. He pours a shot and places it in front of Jess, who slides it over to Dean. He drinks the shot and pushes the shot glass away. The bartender refills it, and Dean drinks. They do this a third time before Dean turns the shot glass over, shaking his head.

“I’m tapped, sweetheart. Besides, I’m plenty drunk now,” he says. “See?” He stands, swaying slightly. 

“I still don’t think you’re as drunk as me,” Jess says, giggling a little, then snorting, which startles her and then makes her giggle harder.

“Nobody’s as drunk as you,” Dean agrees.

“Or as cute?”

“Or as cute as you.”

“You’re cute,” Jess says. “And Sam is cute.”

“Yeah, we’re a fine looking people, us WInchesters,” Dean says. “Hey, do you wanna go back to the motel? Maybe Sammy’s back.”

“I love Sam.”

“Yeah, sweetheart. Me too.”

“You know what we should do?” Jess asks.

“Go back to the motel and see Sam?” Dean guesses. 

Jess shakes her head. “We should get tattoos.”

“They won’t tattoo you if you’re drunk,” Dean says, because apparently that’s his only problem with the idea of getting a spur-of-the-moment tattoo. Huh. Who knew?

“We’re in a frat boy bar,” Jess says. “There’s a tattoo place right next door. I bet they tattoo drunk frat boys all the time.”

“That’s… shit, you’re right,” Dean says. “Okay. Let’s do it.”


“I love Sam,” Jess says. “He’s going to love our tattoos.”

“Yeah, he is,” Dean says. “He’s gonna love ’em so much.”

“And he’s gonna love us!” 

“He already loves us. We’re really fuckin’ lovable.”

“So fuckin’ lovable,” Jess agree, then giggles. She addresses the tattoo artist, with the sort of intensely serious look that only the truly shitfaced can muster. “These tattoos are proof of our love.”

“Yeah, you mentioned that,” the tattoo artist says. “And I’d like to state again, I’m really not supposed to work on anybody who’s intoxicated.”

“We are both stone cold sober,” Dean says, by which he means they’ve already had this discussion with the tattoo artist. Not only are they paying for the tattoos using one of their scammed cards—which they’ve been very responsible about lately—but Dean also gave the guy an extra hundred in cash, which still leaves them with plenty of money for gas, food, and motels, especially if they can swing by Bobby’s for a couple of days and take a break from the road.

“And you’re both absolutely sure these are the tattoos you want?” the tattoo artist asks, sounding dubious. 

“Yup. We definitely want ’em,” Dean days. 

“For our Sam!” Jess says.

“For our Sam,” Dean says. The tattoos are dorky, but really awesome, and Sam—who is also dorky, but really awesome—is definitely going to love them. 

“Okay, I guess,” the tattoo artist says. “Who’s going first?”


The tattoos sober them up somewhat, which is really unacceptable, the way Dean sees it. On the way back to the motel, they wander into the corner liquor store across the street to buy Dean some whiskey and to grab handfuls of the 99¢ single shot bottles of flavored vodka for Jess. They’re still pretty flush with cash, and Dean’s tattoo is starting to smart. 

When they get back to the motel, Sam isn’t there, though he’s clearly come and gone at least once. Photocopies of newspapers and printouts from websites are pinned to the wall, along with several grainy black and white photographs. The table is piled with books and a thick manilla folder, and Sam’s laptop and backpack are nowhere to be seen. 

“No Sammy,” Dean says, shaking his head. “Too bad. I can’t wait to tell him about how you almost broke that guy’s finger when he grabbed your ass.”

“This ass is spoken for,” Jess says. “Gimme.” She makes grabby hands at the brown paper bag of liquor. Dean dumps the tiny vodka bottles onto the bed. “Ooh, hey, good idea! Have you ever thought about spreading all our pool money out on the bed and rolling around in it?”

“Only until I remember where it’s been, sweetheart,” Dean says. 

Jess grimaces. “Oh. Ew. Yeah. That last hundred bucks was a little… damp. I just hope it was sweat.”

“Don’t we all,” Dean says. He opens the whiskey and takes a big swig. Nothing like a drink after a hard day’s work and a spur-of-the-moment tattoo that definitely hurts now. Jess throws herself into the middle of the bed, little vodka bottles all around her. “Hey, you could at least take your shoes off,” he tells her.

“If it bothers you so much, you take them off. I’m tired,” she says, lifting up her left foot. Dean pulls her shoe off, grabbing her by the big toe and wiggling it before moving on to the other foot. When both her shoes are off, he runs his hands up her denim-clad legs to her hips, climbing onto the bed to straddle her shins. He nudges her shirt up with his nose and kisses her stomach. 

“I hope Sammy’s being safe out there,” he murmurs against her skin. 

“He is,” Jess says. Dean hears the crack of a mini bottle of vodka being opened. “Ooh. Strawberry.”

“Mmm, lemme try,” Dean says, crawling up her body until he can get his mouth on hers. Her soft mouth tastes boozy and sweet, “strawberry” being a pretty loose description of the flavor. She almost tastes like her lip gloss. They make out for a while, Dean’s tongue sliding along hers, savoring the silky, sugary skin of her lips. Eventually, he rolls off of her to grab his bottle of whiskey. She screws the top off of another vodka, this one green—lime? apple? watermelon?—and clinks it to Dean’s whiskey bottle.

“Here’s to another successful day at the office,” she says, tipping up the small bottle and drinking it in a single shot, as God and the airlines intended. 

“And to tattoos we definitely don’t regret,” Dean says, taking another swig from the whiskey bottle. 

“They’re awesome.”

“Sammy’d better appreciate them, is all I’m saying.”

“Of course he will,” Jess says, opening a third tiny bottle. This one has pink bubbles on it, so… bubblegum flavor? Is that a thing? “They show how much we love him.”

“Mmhmm, proof of our love,” Dean says. 

“We shouldn’t tell him,” Jess says. She downs the new bottle of vodka. “Let’s just let him find them.”

“I could find yours right now,” Dean says. He unfastens the button of her jeans and slides the zipper down.

“That’s cheating. You already know where it is.”

“What if I pretend to look for it?”

“Hmm.” Jess wrinkles her nose. “Yeah, that sounds good. Take my jeans off.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Dean says, working the tight jeans down her hips, careful not to bump the plastic wrap over her left hip bone. When her jeans are off, he looks back up at her expectantly.

“Throw them on the floor,” Jess instructs. 

Her jeans sail through the air and hit the carpet with a muffled thump. Dean hooks his thumbs on the elastic of her panties and raises an eyebrow. Jess nods, and the panties quickly follow the jeans to the floor. She sits up enough to wriggle out of her shirt and unhook her bra. She hands them to Dean to throw to the floor, then lounges back against the bed in all her drunk, naked glory. 

“So, how fast do you think Sam could find my tattoo like this?” Jess asks.

“Uh.” Dean looks up and down the length of her body, her smooth skin marred by only a few fresh scars from their recent months on the road. “I mean, I’ll be honest with you, I pretty much go empty-brain anytime I see your tits, so I’m probably the wrong guy to ask.”

Jess laughs her wonky, awesome drunk-girl laugh. “What if I roll over?”

“Sweetheart, that is not gonna help me,” Dean says. “Have you seen your ass?”

“It’s great, right?”

“Yeah, it’s great.”

Jess grins at him. “I think you’re wearing too many clothes,” she says.

“So I’ve heard,” Dean answers, waggling his eyebrows at her, which makes her snort-laugh.

“How do you ever get laid?” Jess asks. She pokes him in the ribs with her toes until it tickles and he has to squirm away. “Just get naked.”

“Sure thing, sweetheart,” Dean says, taking a final drink from the whiskey bottle before setting it down on the nightstand. He fumbles a little with his flannel shirt—hey, he’s had a lot of liquor and his first tattoo, to boot; a man’s allowed to be a little clumsy—but finally gets both shirts off. When he goes to work on his jeans, he realizes he didn’t actually remove his own boots, so he has to stop with his pants around his knees to untie his boots and kick them off. Eventually, though, he’s naked and Jess is naked, so that’s two goals achieved. 

“Now come here,” Jess says. She sweeps the empty vodka bottles off the bed and stretches her arms out to catch Dean’s hands in hers and reel him in. Dean doesn’t put up a fight, allowing her to pull him up her body. 

“Did you want something?” Dean asks, once he’s more or less on top of her, propped up on one arm so he can look at her face. 

“Yes. Reward me for being the best pool hustler,” Jess says.

“I don’t know, sweetheart,” Dean says. “I mean, the best pool hustler?”

“Reward me!” Jess demands. 

“Drunk-Jess is bossy,” Dean says, but he kisses the side of her neck anyway, then her nearest collar bone. He moves down to her breasts, kissing both nipples a few times until she laughs and pushes down on his shoulders. He lifts his head to grin at her. “See? Bossy.”

“Dean,” Jess whines.

“You know you sound just like Sam when you whine now?” Dean asks. “He’s a bad influence on you.”

“You’re a bad influence on him,” Jess counters.

“Yeah, well, we’re all bad influences on each other. Jesus, take the wheel,” Dean says. He kisses the row of thin parallel scars over the left side of her rib cage left behind by the wendigo. Sam feels guilty over every new mark on Jess’s previously unblemished skin, but Dean views her scars with pride – look at how fast she learned, look at how much she survived. For someone still so new to hunting, Jess is an absolute badass. 

“Dean,” Jess says again, shoving at his shoulders. “Come on.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Dean grumbles, sliding down between her legs. She’s already wet for him when he gets his mouth on her, a slow swipe of his tongue from her opening to her clit. He flicks her clit with the tip of his tongue, quick and light, until she grabs his hair with both hands. He gives his full attention over to Jess, licking and tonguing her pussy while she gasps and tugs on his hair, one of her legs wrapped around his back. When the motel room door opens, Dean lifts his head, chin dripping, to see Sam walk in.

“Hiya, Sammy,” Dean says, grinning. 

“Sam!” Jess says. She releases Dean’s hair with one hand to reach out for Sam. “Come here!”

“I don’t want to interrupt,” Sam says, sounding amused. His mouth quirks into a small smile as he stands there and takes in the view for a moment before closing the door and setting his bag down.

“Sammy,” Dean says. “C’mon, join us.”

“We missed you,” Jess says.

“Did you find the Mothman?” Dean asks.

“Mothman!” Jess exclaims.

Sam’s smile widens, showing his dimples. “Are you two drunk?”

“Maaaaaaybe,” Jess says.

“We had a successful day at the office,” Dean says. “The bar office.”

“Sam, come have sex with us,” Jess whines. 

“I’m going to finish up with this research,” Sam says. He pulls his laptop out of the bag and sets it on the table, opening it.

“You’re not seriously gonna pick Mothman over us?” Dean asks.

Sam shrugs. “I only get one night with Mothman.”

“Ugh, that’s so dumb,” Jess complains. 

“You’re missing out, Sammy,” Dean says. “Our girl hustled so much money at pool tonight.”

“I’m so good at pool,” Jess says. 

“Yeah, you are,” Dean tells her, then looks back at Sam. “You sure you don’t wanna join us?”

Sam shakes his head. “You two drunkies have fun,” he says. 

“Your loss,” Dean says. He starts to dip his head to go down on Jess again, but she pulls him up to kiss him, tasting herself on his lips. Dean has been hard since he stripped her pants off. As Jess wraps her legs around him, he slides smoothly inside her. Jess gasps and grabs at his shoulders as she arches up off the bed, and Dean can’t help looking over his shoulder at Sam to see if he’s watching. 

He is. The laptop is open, sure, and Sam may actually be researching, but he’s also watching Dean and Jess with a soft, fond smile on his face. If Sam wants to watch, Dean will happily give him a show. He props himself up in a way he knows emphasizes his back muscles and lets Sam get Jess within his line of sight, too. 

“Pay attention to me,” Jess says, taking Dean by the face and turning it back towards her. “Hi.”

“Hi,” Dean says. 

“I have an idea,” Jess says, and suddenly, Dean is rolling, flipped onto his back just like he and Sam taught Jess to do, though admittedly that hadn’t been with this specific situation in mind. Jess wiggles her hips side to side as she settles herself in place on top of him. 

“This is a great idea,” Dean says. He can look up at Jess, but he can also easily look over at Sam, who is staring at his laptop and pressing his lips together like he’s trying not to laugh. “Great view.”

Jess smiles down at him, taking his hands and guiding them to her hips. Dean takes a firm grip as she rocks in place, riding him slowly, barely lifting up before dropping back down again. She makes Dean’s head spin – or maybe that’s the whiskey and the lingering rush from the tattoo. His right index finger brushes against the bottom edge of the plastic tattoo wrap just above her hip on her lower back. Has Sam noticed yet? What is he going to think?

Dean looks up at Jess’s flushed face, her head thrown slightly back, lips parted and eyes half-closed. The room is warm, she feels fever-hot around him, tight and wet. Dean holds her in place the next time she lifts off him, bracing her there with both arms as he lifts his hips off the bed, fucking up into her. When her eyes close completely, Dean looks past her to Sam, who seems to be focused entirely on whatever is on his laptop, or would look like that to somebody who doesn’t know Sam like Dean does. Even from here, Dean can see that Sam is breathing a little faster, the color coming up in his face. 

“C’mon, Sammy,” Dean says. “You done sucking Mothman’s dick yet?”

“Ah, fuck you,” Sam says, without any malice. “I get one night for this.”

“Yeah, but look how much fun we’re having,” Dean says. Jess laughs, which makes her pussy tighten around Dean’s dick even more. 

“It does look fun,” Sam concedes.

“Watch us, at least,” Dean says. 

Sam laughs so hard his shoulders shake. “You’re literally having sex right now, and your feelings are hurt because you don’t have my undivided attention?”

Dean glances up at Jess, who looks back at him with a smile, her nose wrinkled up in amusement. “I mean, not undivided,” Dean says. “There’s two of us.”

“I’ll make it up to you tomorrow,” Sam says. “Jess?”

“Yeah, babe?” Jess asks. Dean slides his right hand around to rub her clit with his thumb, making her breath catch. She grinds down on him, swiveling her hips. 

“Are you having fun?”

Jess drunk-giggles. “I’m having a pleasant day in Point Pleasant!”

“Love you, baby,” Sam says.

“Love you, too,” Jess says.

“Yeah, you two are cute and disgusting and you love everybody in this bar, I get it,” Dean says. “Either come over here and help or get back to your Mothman. Me and Jess are busy.”

“One night, Dean!”

Jess starts riding Dean faster, which shifts his focus from Sam back to her. He rubs her clit in firm, slow circles with his thumb, feels her get wetter around him in slick little bursts. With his free hand, Dean reaches up to graze her right nipple, working it at the same pace as her clit. Soon, she spreads her hands on Dean’s chest, pressing against it and holding herself up. Dean can tell from how she’s moving, how wet she is, from the desperate little moans she’s making that she’s close. 

“Feels so good, sweetheart,” Dean tells her. “You like Sammy watching us?” She nods. “Too bad he didn’t wanna join us, huh?” Jess nods again. Dean releases her nipple and plunges his hand into Jess’s sweaty hair, pulling her down to kiss him, his thumb still working her between them. She starts to come moments later, a hot flutter around him, moaning into his mouth. Her nails dig into his chest and just like that, Dean’s gone, too, hips snapping up in a few rapid jerks as he comes inside her. Jess collapses against his chest with a breathy laugh.

“We should do this more often,” Jess mumbles into Dean’s sternum.

“Get drunk in Point Pleasant and fuck in front of Sam?” Dean asks. Jess giggles and shakes her head.

“Take a day,” she says. “Just do fun stuff.”

“This was a pretty fun fucking day,” Dean says.

“Yeah,” Jess agrees.

“Even if Sam spent it sucking Mothman’s dick,” Dean adds.

“At least Mothman had a good day, too,” Jess says. “Everybody had a great time.”

“Mmhmm,” Dean agrees. His eyelids are even heavier than Jess’s weight on top of him, so he closes his eyes. 

“How drunk are you two?” Sam asks. Jess makes a grumbling noise and presses her face into Dean’s chest. “Get under the covers, at least. I can’t believe you had sex on top of the bedspread.”

“You had sex on the bedspread,” Dean mumbles. “You and Mothman.”

Sam sighs loudly, and Dean feels the bedding being jerked out from under him. Before Dean can even say “Hey!” in protest, though, Sam pulls up the sheet and thin motel blanket. As he tucks them in, he lightly touches the plastic wrap taped over Dean’s tattoo.

“Uh, Dean?”

“Yeah, Sammy?” Dean asks, without opening his eyes.

“Did you get a tattoo?”

“Technically,” Dean says, “we got a tattoo. Tattoos. One a piece.” 

“Is that…” Sam gently smooths the wrap. “Is that Mothman?”

“Mmhmm,” Dean says.

“Mmhmm,” Jess agrees. “Me, too.”

Dean flips the covers down so Sam can see the wrap near Jess’s left hip. He opens his eyes enough to see Sam leaning over Jess, looking at her tattoo. 

“You both got Mothman tattoos?” Sam asks.

“They’re our Sam tattoos,” Jess mumbles. “’Cause we love you.”

Sam’s face softens into the most puppy dog of puppy dog faces. “You both got Mothman tattoos for me?”

“Look by his feet,” Dean says. Sam leans closer to Jess’s tattoo and squints, then grabs Dean’s arm and pulls it towards him, which jostles Jess. She makes complainy noises. 

“Those are my initials,” Sam says. 

“Yup,” Dean says. “S.W.”

“You realize this is somehow both the stupidest and most romantic thing you’ve ever done, right?” Sam asks.

“Yeah, well. Bitch.”

Sam’s smile is all bright, white teeth and dimples. “Jerk.”

“You gonna come to bed or not?” Dean asks.

“I’m going to stay up a little longer. I only have—”

“The one night. Yeah,” Dean says. “Don’t stay up too late, mothboy.”

“Yeah, I love you, too.”


In the morning, despite his raging hangover, Dean is the first one awake, pulled from sleep by how much his fucking arm itches. Jess is still mostly on top of him, with Sam on his other side, one long arm thrown across the both of them. Dean lies there staring at the ceiling for a good fifteen minutes before he manages to wriggle out from between them. Jess scoots in closer to Sam, who wraps his arms around her. 

First, Dean removes the plastic wrap from his tattoo, then he takes a shower, carefully washing it. He can’t believe he got a fucking Mothman tattoo, with Sam’s initials, no less. Still, if he remembers correctly, Sam seemed to like it, so there’s that, at least. 

Dean gets out of the shower and carefully pats the tattoo dry. He thinks he remembers the tattoo guy saying something about moisturizer, so he dumps some lotion from the little motel-size bottle that came with the room. It stings, which reminds him that the guy might have actually said something about unscented moisturizer. Oh well. Now his tattoo hurts and smells like fake flowers. Hopefully that won’t bother Mothman. Hell of a souvenir.

While Sam and Jess sleep, Dean digs through his bag for his sharpest knife. He grins to himself. It’s only fair that Sam has a souvenir to mark his time in Point Pleasant, too. 

Two hours later, Jess—loaded up with ibuprofen and wearing a pair of giant sunglasses—slides into the Impala’s back seat while Dean and Sam load up the bags. After he drops his duffel into the trunk, Sam pulls out the rolled up tube of canvas tucked to the side, spreading it out over the Impala’s weapon box.

“Uh, Dean,” Sam says, staring down at the oil painting that had previously hung over the motel bed. 

“Hey, you didn’t find the Mothman,” Dean says. “That doesn’t mean you shouldn’t get to take a piece of him with you.”

“You are so sappy,” Sam says. 

“Says you,” Dean says.

Sam catches Dean by the wrist and holds him there for a second before pulling him in for a kiss. “Thank you for the painting. And the tattoos.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Dean says. “Now get your ass in the car so we can get out of here. Miles to go before we sleep, Sammy.”

“Whatever you say, Dean,” Sam says.

Dean puts on his own sunglasses against the morning glare. “And don’t you forget it.”
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