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Wild Things

Author's Note:
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    Even before he knew what wanting was, Sam wanted Dean. He wanted Dean in inarticulable ways, ways that felt like things Sam did know—hunger, thirst, exhaustion, the need for someone to scratch the unreachable itch between his shoulder blades—but were not those things. This wanting confused him. What did Dean have that he didn’t already give Sam? What more could he do for Sam? What else could he share?

When Sam was four, not quite five, Dean stole a copy of Where the Wild Things Are from the school library to read to Sam. Halfway through the book, Sam started crying. Dean assumed Sam was scared, so he patiently closed the book and set it aside, letting his brother crawl into his lap and cry against Dean’s faded Batman T-shirt. 

“Don’t worry, Sammy,” Dean told him, petting his hair. “These monsters aren’t real.”

Sam just shook his head and kept sobbing. “But I love you so, Dean.”

“Aw, Sammy. You’re not a Wild Thing,” Dean told him, but Sam wasn’t so sure. 

The book mysteriously disappeared from their motel room and never reappeared. Sam still couldn't get the thought out of his mind. His whole brief life had been defined by a nameless longing, a hunger he didn’t understand, and now he had a paradigm for it. He wanted to eat Dean up. 

As Sam got older, the hunger shifted. Less literal now, Sam understood he probably didn’t want to consume his brother so much as absorb him. He wanted to slip inside Dean like putting on a coat. He wanted to melt together with him in the Impala’s backseat, a single blob of boy-creature that finally understood itself. He could tuck himself inside Dean’s ribs and nestle beside his heart. 

Dean knew parts of him so well, better than Sam knew himself, but in other ways, Sam remained a mystery to him, forever unknowable. Sam wanted to be known. When Sam was small, Dean knew everything; disabusing himself of the idea of his brother’s omnipotence shook Sam to the core. If he could just be Dean, he would be truly understood. Dean stole him comics sometimes. He thought Sam liked Spider-Man, but it was Venom Sam envied. He wanted to live inside Dean’s bones and under his skin, saturating every cell. 

More time passed and puberty found Sam, stretching his small body long and wire-thin overnight. Things that were once obscured now shone clear as day. He still wanted inside of Dean, but the shape of that had changed. He understood now exactly which pieces could go where. He understood now exactly why they shouldn’t, why they couldn’t. Sam wavered between hating himself for his hunger and feverishly jerking off in the bathroom to the thoughts of sliding his body into Dean’s, or Dean’s into his, or both together somehow – he couldn’t quite picture that, but it felt possible. 

With the discovery of lust, Sam found himself circling back to his same early childhood thoughts. How he longed anew to eat Dean up, to taste him, to bite him, to devour him in parts or whole, flesh and blood like communion at Pastor Jim’s church. He spent longer locked in the bathroom, touching himself slowly and with surprisingly little shame as he imagined Dean’s hands on him while the sharp points of Sam’s teeth sunk deep into the flesh of Dean’s shoulder. He came in his own hands to thoughts of red marks on his brother’s skin and the imagined feeling of that space—the starvation-carved, brother-shaped emptiness—finally being filled. 

Dean never really understood: it wasn’t the monsters Sam was scared of.
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