
        
            
                
            
        

    
Five Broken Promises by lovetheirloves



Series: Creation Myths [2]


Fandoms: Supernatural


AO3 Categories: M/M


Rating: Explicit


Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply


Relationships: Dean Winchester/Sam Winchester


Characters: Dean Winchester, Sam Winchester


Freeform Tags: Anal Sex, Biting, Blow Jobs, Broken Promises, College, Hand Jobs, Heartbreak, Pre-Series Dean Winchester/Sam Winchester, Pre-Stanford Era (Supernatural), Sam Winchester Leaves for Stanford, Secrets, Sibling Incest, Sneaking Around, Stanford Era (Supernatural), Supernatural Kink Bingo 2021, Unsafe Sex


Status: Completed


Chapters: 1


Words: 4,480


Publisher: archiveofourown.org


Published: 2021-03-22


Updated: 2021-03-22


Packaged: 2021-12-04 13:47:25


Summary: 
              Sam made Dean so many promises.
 
[Can be read as a standalone work.]
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Five Broken Promises

Author’s Note:
      Nothing I write would be any good at all if I didn’t have david of oz to edit it for me. Truly, it would be a jumble of misplaced articles and failure to pluralize. <3

Continued thanks to geekyramblings, who both alpha AND beta read this fic and all the others in this series, first in 3 paragraph installments over Discord and later in Google Docs. <3

    


    
    
  I.  “I just want to see if I can get in. I’m not really going anywhere, I promise.”


Dean finds the college applications in Sam’s duffel bag while looking for a clean tee. All of Dean’s shirts are on day two or three, and they don’t have the money for the laundromat right now. Sam’s last growth spurt means they can share clothes in both directions, instead of just Sam wearing Dean’s hand-me-downs. The shirt Dean grabs smells faintly like Sam from having been in the duffel, but it’s clean and it’s black, so it’ll do.

Underneath the shirt he discovers the stack of applications. Some of the schools Dean’s never heard of, but he recognizes Yale, Stanford, University of Michigan, University of California. It’s just paperwork, not even filled out yet, but Dean feels like he’s been punched in the gut. Thank God Dad’s on a job with Caleb. Dean’s poker face doesn’t work for shit against John Winchester, and Dean doesn’t want to be responsible for what their dad would do if he found out.

School doesn’t let out for another couple of hours. Usually, Dean would go pick Sam up if he’s home during a school day, but Sam has been riding home with a couple of kids from school recently. Dean doesn’t begrudge the kid making friends, but he also doesn’t love sitting here waiting alone with his thoughts and a handful of evidence that Sam wants to leave. Leaving has never occurred to Dean, no matter how hard things get, but part of Sam has been looking for an exit strategy since he was old enough to understand what their family does for a living. It shouldn’t hurt Dean as much as it does. 

When Sam gets home from school, still laughing at something his friend said to him, Dean is sitting at the battered card table that serves as their combination dining room table and work surface. He has the stack of applications in front of him. 

Sam takes in the scene with a look of dawning horror. First his eyes light on Dean’s face, then dart down to the applications. Dean watches Sam’s face contort through several stages as he tries to settle on an approach – denial, defensiveness, anger, and most notably, fear. Sam opens and closes his mouth a few times, fish-like, as he tries to come up with an explanation he thinks Dean will accept. Dean sits silently and lets Sam slowly unspool enough rope to hang himself.

“It’s not what it looks like,” Sam says finally. His voice shakes.

“Oh?” Dean asks. Short, non-specific answers are more likely to get Sam talking. The kid can hold a grudge and refuse to speak to Dean or Dad for days, but when presented with a silence that he didn’t orchestrate, Sam nearly always has to fill it.

“I just wanted to know if I could,” Sam says.

“Hmm,” Dean says.

“It doesn’t mean anything!” Sam insists. “Of course I can’t go to college. I probably can’t even get into a shitty state school.” 

“Hmm.”

“It wasn’t even my idea. The guidance counselor wanted me to do it.”

“Yeah, Sammy,” Dean says. “Whatever you say.”

Sam’s hazel eyes glisten with tears. “Don’t be like that. I’m telling the truth.”

“Sure,” Dean says, agreeable as all get out. Pleasant. He props his feet up on the table and doesn’t miss how Sam quickly checks to see if Dean’s feet are on the application.

“Don’t be mad,” Sam pleads.

“Why would I be mad?” Dean asks. “It doesn’t mean anything, right?”

Sam nods. Tears spill out of both eyes and make rapid tracks down his face. He turns his head away and wipes his cheeks with one hand. “I just want to see if I can get in. I’m not really going anywhere, I promise.”

Dean’s number one job is protecting Sam. Sometimes that means protecting Sam from himself. Sometimes that means protecting Sam from Dean. 

“Hey, it’s okay, Sammy,” Dean says. He takes his feet off the table and slides the applications across to Sam. “I believe you.”

 


  II. “Just once, Dean. Just this once. Please. I’ll never ask again, I promise.”


A few months after the college applications incident, they’re renting a rundown two bedroom house in Murfreesboro, Tennessee. The town doesn’t have much going for it other than a bar within walking distance, which is good for Dean, since Sam has taken to bitching at him for driving himself home from bars. Dad’s following a lead in North Georgia, so Dean takes advantage of the lack of oversight to let loose a little. For Dean, letting loose means booze, sex, and maybe a fight if he’s in the mood for it. On this particular Friday night, he’s only successfully found one of the three. 

He comes stumbling in a little before two, doing his best to stay quiet because if he wakes Sam up, he’ll have to deal with a pissy eighteen-year-old brother all weekend. Dean takes his boots off by the front door and slips into the small bedroom he shares with Sam. He begins quietly undressing when suddenly the lamp switches on to reveal Sam, dressed only in a pair of ratty sweatpants, sitting on the edge of his bed.

“What are you still doing up?” Dean asks. 

“Waiting for you,” Sam says. He doesn’t sound pissy. He doesn’t even look annoyed. Dean isn’t sure how to describe the look in Sam’s eyes. Intense, something in his gut whispers. Hungry.

“Well, sorry to keep you waiting,” Dean says. He means for it to come out sarcastic, cutting. He doesn’t need someone waiting up for him. He’s twenty-two, for fuck’s sake. Instead of sarcastic, though, it just sounds sincere. 

“I need something,” Sam says, the same unfathomable—intense, hungry—expression on his face. His tone is calm and reasonable. It’s money, probably. He needs money for shoes or a field trip or to go to a football game with his little school friends.

“Yeah, sure,” Dean says. He’s got a small wad of tens in his pocket from the bar. Nobody expects the pretty kid to be any good at pool. Dean knows how to use his God-given gifts. 

“Don’t say yes unless you mean it,” Sam says. 

“Is it that important?” Dean asks. Sam nods yes. “Then I’ll get it for you.”

“It’s not something you have to get. You already have it.”

“Is this your way of asking to borrow the car? ’Cause I love you, man, but—”

“No, not that,” Sam interrupts. 

“Then why are you being so weird?” Dean asks. 

Sam stands up then, still watching Dean with that haunted, hungry expression. As he crosses the room, over to the corner where Dean had been trying rather unsuccessfully to disentangle himself from his flannel shirt, something in Dean’s stomach flips over. Somehow, he knows what it is that Sam wants. It’s an unspeakable thing, what Sam wants. Unspeakable, but not unknowable. Dean knows the shape of that want, and it’s the mirror image of Sam’s. 

“Sammy,” Dean warns in an undertone. “Sammy, don’t.”

“Dean,” Sam says. He puts his hand on Dean’s chest, palm pressed flat over his brother’s heart. Dean catches Sam by the wrist. He applies a little pressure, but Sam doesn’t flinch away. 

“Sam, don’t ask for this,” Dean says.

“Are you drunk?” Sam asks. 

“A little.”

“Are you too drunk?”

Dean considers it. If he tells Sam yes, he’s too drunk, maybe Sam will go back to his own bed. Maybe in the morning, this will feel like a dream, a drunken fantasy that Dean’s brain conjured up a little too vividly. Not like it hasn’t crossed his mind before, fucked up as he is. If he tells Sam no, though…

“No, Sammy. I’m not too drunk,” Dean says.

“Good,” Sam says, and he crowds into Dean’s space, backing him into a literal corner, and then kisses him. Acknowledging that Sam doesn’t kiss like Dean thought he would means admitting Dean’s thought about kissing Sam. The thought alone is staggering. The deed is something else entirely. Sam’s kiss isn’t careful. It isn’t gentle or tentative. It’s savage. He kisses Dean like he wants to eat his big brother alive. He bites at Dean’s lips, sucks on his tongue. The scrape of his teeth is electric. 

“Sam. Sammy. We can’t do this. You don’t want this,” Dean says, tearing his mouth away from Sam’s. Sam’s chest rises and falls in heavy, panting breaths. Don’t look down, don’t look down, Dean tells himself, as his eyes are already doing that very thing, traveling down Sam’s chest. Deadly, the lean definition of Sam’s abdominal muscles. Deadlier, the scant line of hair below his navel. Deadlier still, the obvious erection pressing against Sam’s sweatpants. 

“I need it, Dean,” Sam says. He doesn’t beg. He just states it like a fact.

“Not from me,” Dean says. 

“Only from you,” Sam insists. “You’re the only one who can give me what I need.”

“You can get it somewhere else. You could get it from anybody, Sammy,” Dean pleads. “You— any girl would tell you yes. Any guy, probably.”

“They wouldn’t be you,” Sam says, simple and guileless. 

“I’m your brother. Sammy, I’m your brother.”

“That’s why it can’t be somebody else. There’s nobody else but you, Dean. Nobody else in the whole world.”

“Sammy, please.”

Sam leans in, pushing himself against Dean, tucking himself into the hollows of Dean’s body until they’re touching in a long line from their ankles to their shoulders. Sam’s lips brush Dean’s. Every instinct Dean has as a brother screams at him to push Sam away, push him to the ground and keep pushing. Teach him with fists how dangerous and foolhardy this is, how crazy and how far across the line. He should hurt Sam before the world does. 

But Sam’s dick slots into alignment beside Dean’s. Even through jeans and sweatpants, they fit perfectly. What kind of universe would design a puzzle that locks together like that and then forbid them from assembling the pieces? 

“Just once, Dean. Just this once. Please. I’ll never ask again, I promise.”

Dean closes his eyes. Sam’s breath is hot on his face. It smells like dollar store mint toothpaste, the same tube they share in the bathroom they share in the house they share, because they’re brothers, they’re brothers, they can’t cross this line.

Except they can.

“Okay, Sammy,” Dean says. “Just this once.” 

Sam’s mouth slams into Dean’s again as his hands go straight to Dean’s zipper. They kiss, and they kiss, and God, oh God, can’t breathe can’t breathe oh fuck because Sam’s hand goes down the front of Dean’s boxers and palms his dick. The world stops. The wind dies and the nighttime insects go mute. The stars dim. Nothing exists in the universe but Dean, Dean’s brother, and the hot, familiar hand wrapping its long, slender fingers around Dean’s hard dick. 

“Dean,” Sam whines. How many times has he asked Dean for things with that whine? How many times has Dean given in? 

Dean grabs Sam’s sweatpants at the hips and yanks them down. No underwear. Sam’s dick bobs in the lamplight, achingly hard. Dean touches it, feels the silky smoothness of it and how touching Sam makes him hiss in pleasure. Sam shoves Dean’s jeans and boxers down. They slot themselves together again, mouths and bodies in alignment like planetary bodies, with all the same gravity. 

They jerk each other off fast and hard. Dean shouldn’t know exactly how to touch his brother, but he does, a buried instinct that whispers all of Sam’s secrets. Sam mutters something indecipherable against Dean’s lips, then he’s coming, spilling in Dean’s hand, sin-hot and arching into Dean’s touch. The feel of Sam, the musky seaside smell of him, how Dean can guess what he’d taste like from the scent alone, sends Dean over the brink right after him.

Sam slumps against Dean, curling into him like he did as a frightened little boy, and Dean folds himself around Sam, like a protective older brother. Dean’s heart pounds a rhythm, singing Oh God, Oh God. What did I do? What did I do? Sam’s come is sticky and cooling on Dean’s fingers, and God help him, Dean puts his fingers in his mouth. 

 


  III. “Dean, I promise I’m not leaving.”


The year winds on. Just this once gives way to its inevitable alternative: always, all the time. A crossed line can’t be uncrossed. Sam puts it best the second time he reaches for Dean, and Dean tries to shrug him off. He sees straight through Dean’s bluster and excuses and says, “If we’re already ruined, what’s the point of stopping?”

And shit, if Dean isn’t stumped at how to refute that, so he pulls Sam against his body. He puts Sam in his mouth. He touches Sam where and how he wants, and Sam does the same to him. He lets Sam bite him and bruise him. He rubs his fingertips over the lurid hickies Sam leaves on his neck and shoulders and high on his inner thighs. 

Once Dean accepts that this is his life, that he can have these things, he luxuriates in them. He can still do his jobs—hunt monsters, save people, watch out for Sammy—but he can also idly press his thumb against the suck mark placed perfectly over his femoral artery while seated across a diner table from their dad. 

They play it safe, mostly. No fooling around on the job. No touching when Dad is home. After Dean almost wrecks the Impala with Sam’s mouth around his dick, no blowjobs while driving. Everything else is fair game. Anything they can do with hands and mouths, they do. Some nights, they just grind slowly against each other to drag it out as long as they can. Dean wakes up with the smell of Sam soaked into every pore. 

When the days start to warm, Dean gets antsy. He might be a high school drop out, but he knows this is the time of year for college acceptance letters. Sam casually mentions a friend got a scholarship to the University of Alabama. A classmate just got a letter for some private college Dean never heard of. No mail for Sam comes to the trailer they’re renting. Sam takes to leaving hickeys and bite marks in increasingly visible places on Dean’s body. John raises his eyebrows at the rosette cluster on Dean’s throat, and Dean tugs his sleeve down to hide the perfect mirrored crescent moons on the inside of his wrist. 

Dean gets restless. He takes to pacing at night when he can’t sleep in bed with Sam. Sometimes he sits by the window and watches the night sky until he falls asleep there. Sam can feel Dean’s restless energy. Hell, he can probably taste it. 

“Dean, I promise I’m not leaving,” Sam tells him, over and over. Dean doesn’t argue, but he pins Sam against the bed, the wall, the floor and sucks him in as deep as he can, until Sam is writhing under him, chanting, “Oh fuck, Dean. Oh fuck, like that, just like that. Oh fuck.”

The taste of Sam on his tongue is almost sweet enough to cover up the bitter flavor of Sam’s lies.

 

IV. “I promise I’ll call every day.”	

“I didn’t say it, Sam,” Dean says, as Sam throws his belongings into a duffel bag. “That wasn’t me who said that.”

“I know,” Sam says. He grabs books from the orange crate serving as his nightstand. 

“I would never tell you that,” Dean says.

“I know, Dean,” Sam says, “but it doesn’t matter. I’m going.”

“You don’t have to,” Dean says. “You don’t have to leave, Sam. I can smooth things over. I can still—”

“No!” Sam says. “I’m going. I have to go, Dean. You understand that, right? I’m not like you. I can’t live like this.”

A deep bite over Dean’s collarbone throbs in time to his pulse. “It’s really that bad?”

Sam drops the books into the bag and spins towards Dean, holding him by the arms. “No. Not all of it. Not you.”

“Sammy,” Dean says. “Please.”

“You can come with me.”

Dean shakes his head sadly. “You know I can’t do that.”

“You can visit me, then. Fall break. Christmas. We can do spring break at the beach,” Sam says. “You’d love that.”

Dean shrugs. He wouldn’t love it more than waking up to Sam every morning. 

“I promise I’ll call every day,” Sam says, and Dean wants to believe him.

For the first few weeks, Sam does call every day. When classes swing into full gear, the calls drop down to once or twice a week. By the beginning of November, Dean is lucky to get a text or two. He tries not to take it personally. Sam’s course load is heavy. He doesn’t want to fail. Dean understands it, but the broken promise still tastes like ashes in his mouth.

 


  V. “It’s not a big deal. I promise, I can handle it.”


Dean shows up on a Tuesday in mid December. He doesn’t warn Sam he’s coming, so when Sam opens his dorm door and sees Dean standing there, the kid almost loses his goddamn mind. There’s hugging, ruffling of hair, affectionate headlocks, and, once the dorm room door is closed and locked behind them, the rough-and-ready kissing Dean remembers. They don’t even make it to the bed. It’s frantic and they’re drunk and wild with it. Dean jerks Sam off leaning against his desk. Sam mouths Dean’s dick through his jeans until Dean actually comes in his boxers.

Afterwards, they lie down together on Sam’s narrow bed, dazed from the speed and ferocity of their orgasms. Sam smells right. He’s the note Dean has been missing in his daily life. He wants to crawl inside Sam and live there. They drowse through the rest of the day, waking to order pizza and then sixty-nine on the twin-size bed. Sam’s room is pod-style, which means it shares a bathroom with three other single rooms. They shower together for a half hour, making out under the water and lazily touching each other everywhere. It doesn’t occur to Dean until they’re curled up together in Sam’s bed that maybe Sam had class that day and missed it.

The next morning, Dean expects to wake when Sam gets up for class. Instead, he wakes with Sam’s mouth on his dick, which is objectively the best way to wake up. He lets Sam work him with his lips, tongue, and hands. After Dean comes, Sam kisses him, the salty-bitter flavor still on his tongue. Sam straddles Dean’s hips and jerks himself off on Dean’s stomach. 

Sam doesn’t go to class that day, either. Dean brings it up as they’re eating Cup Noodles on Sam’s floor. 

“My grades are fine,” Sam says. “I can stand a missed day or two.”

“I don’t want to fuck anything up for you, Sammy,” Dean says. 

“It’s not a big deal. I promise, I can handle it.”

Sam can’t handle it, though. He breaks that promise almost immediately. He makes it to exactly one class that week, and in a truly un-Sam-like manner, he doesn’t study, even though his wall calendar says next week is finals week. Sam doesn’t work on any papers. He mostly works on the intense study of every inch of Dean’s body. He ignores emails from his TAs; Dean knows this because he reads through them while Sam is in the bathroom. Sam failed to turn in a final paper. Sam missed a study session for his finals. Sam’s grades are in jeopardy. This isn’t like Sam; is he ill?

Dean is, in fact, fucking things up for Sam. 

Friday night, Sam gets cagey. “I have to run a couple quick errands. It’ll be faster if I go by myself. I’ll just be in and out.” 

Dean tosses Sam the Impala keys. Sam looks teary-eyed in gratitude. Dean entertains himself by reading one of Sam’s books until Sam comes back with a crumpled paper bag in his hand. His face is flushed, but his eyes are bright.

“Whatcha got there, Sammy?” Dean asks. He’s stretched out on Sam’s bed with the book propped on his chest. 

“I, uh. I know we haven’t. Uh. Thought you might want to try it.” Sam flushes a darker red. He reaches into the bed and pulls out a bottle of lube. 

“Oh,” Dean says. “Oh. Goddamn.”

“Yeah,” Sam says. “I want to. If you want to, I mean.”

“Goddamn,” Dean repeats.

“Do you?”

“Fuck yes,” Dean says. 

“Okay. Good.” Sam takes off his jacket and then starts working on his clothes. Dean does the same, wriggling out of his jeans and boxers, then pulling off his shirt. Sam tosses Dean the bottle. He catches it in midair. 

Sam stretches himself out on top of Dean, seeking as much skin contact as possible. They grind for a while before Dean rolls Sam gently off of him. He starts off sucking Sam’s dick, because he’ll never not want that. Once Sam is moaning and swearing and balling up the bedsheets in his fists, Dean pours lube into his hand. He shoulders Sam’s legs up and touches a slick finger to Sam’s hole. Sam sucks in a breath and holds it, holds it, holds it.

“Breathe, Sammy,” Dean says, and as Sam breathes out, Dean slides his finger inside. He’s done this a couple times with girls, but they’ve never made noises like Sam’s making, like Dean’s fingering his fucking soul or something. He strokes Sam’s dick with his other hand as he slowly fucks Sam’s ass with one finger, then a second. 

“Dean, oh fuck. Dean, Dean, just. Just do it, Dean, come on,” Sam pants. “Please, Dean, come on, you’ve gotta, you’ve gotta.”

“Yeah, I’m gonna,” Dean says. “Calm down, okay? You gotta breathe for me, Sammy. Jesus, fuck, you’re so tight. How’m I supposed to get inside you if you’re so tight?”

“Your give ’em hell attitude,” Sam says. He rocks his hips, fucking himself on Dean’s fingers. 

“Yeah, I guess so,” Dean says, chuckling. “Okay, Sammy. I’m gonna.”

“Yeah. Yeah, you should,” Sam says. He rolls over onto his hands and knees. God, the perfect curve of his ass. Dean slicks up his own dick and lines himself up with Sam’s hole. When he starts pushing inside Sam, it’s so tight he thinks this is it, he’s going to come in five seconds, or else die. Beneath him, Sam’s hands clench at the sheets. He gasps and whines. Dean can only guess how it must feel for Sam. He thinks he’d like to learn. 

When he can’t stand not seeing Sam’s face, Dean pulls out and rolls Sam onto his back again. Face to face, Dean fucks Sam slowly in long, intentional strokes, as much to hold off his orgasm as for Sam’s sake. When he slides in at a particularly good angle, Sam lets out a ragged cry. Dean does it again and again, until Sam is panting under him. Dean reaches down for Sam’s dick and finds it leaking against his belly. He wraps his hand around the hard length of it and jerks it in time to his strokes. Sam somehow tightens even more around him.

“Dean. Dean?” Sam says. He tosses his head side to side, like he can’t quite get a handle on what he’s feeling. “Dean. I’m gonna, I’m gonna.”

“Yeah, Sammy,” Dean says. He bends down to kiss Sam. His hand moves faster over Sam’s dick until he feels it pulse and throb in his grip, spurting all over Dean’s hand, his stomach, Sam’s stomach. Sam’s loud shout rattles Dean’s bones. With Sam’s come on his palm, and Sam’s ass clamping tight around him, Dean lets himself go. He spills inside Sam, filling him up, giving him everything. He collapses against Sam’s chest, both of them boneless and exhausted. 

They roll and Dean slides out of Sam. They’re sticky, sweaty, smeared with lube and come. The brothers curl into each other like a pair of quotation marks, Dean spooned behind Sam. He kisses the knobby vertebra at the base of Sam’s neck. Sam’s body fits Dean better than his own.

“You’ve got to pass those finals, Sammy,” Dean murmurs. 

“It’s gonna be fine,” Sam says sleepily. “You’re here. Everything’s good.”

Dean sighs and drags the blankets up over them. He could have this every day. This or a variation on this. Sam’s mouth, his hands, his dick, his ass. Sam could have him like this, too. They could fall asleep together, wake up together. Maybe they could even hunt together again. 

But not if Sam is going to graduate from Stanford. It’s an ugly, shitty truth, but Dean knows it to be the truth. Sam needs him gone so he can focus on the important shit. Dean waltzed in and almost wrecked the life Sam spent the last several months building. He can’t live with that.

Once Sam is soundly asleep, Dean slips out of bed. He should shower, but if this is the last time he’s going to have Sam’s smell all over him, he wants it to linger. He dresses silently in the dark, gathers up his things, and opens the dorm room door. 

“I’m so fucking sorry, kid,” Dean whispers to his brother’s sleeping form, then he locks the door and pulls it closed behind him.
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