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Character Bleed


    
    Jared wouldn’t stop laughing when they got the scripts for the 100th episode, leaving notes on the fridge that said ‘I’m erotically codependent on you buying more milk’ and saying that he expected the fans to send fruitbaskets to the studio as soon as the episode aired; but Jensen found it interesting.

“It’s not fanservice,” he said, one night, resting his head back against the couch cushions while they were at home after a long day wrapping up the previous episode filming, and were still too wired to go to bed just yet. “Not like the actual mentions of fanfiction and Wincest are. It’s more - it’s not meta textual, it’s an in-character reference to the actual subtext. It’s Zachariah seeing the actual intense codependency of Sam and Dean, and sure he’s exaggerating for effect and to make Adam uneasy, but it’s still a straight-faced acknowledgment that there actually is something you can see in that way with Sam and Dean.”

Jared was lounging in the armchair next to the couch, and he laughed, head tipping back. “Oh my god, Jensen, you’re totally going to be writing fanfiction next.”

“Hey, I know we think it’s weird, but it comes from somewhere, you know? They’re not totally making shit up.”

“So you think Sam and Dean are fucking.”

“No way. Well. If they would, they’re not at the moment. And I dunno if they’d ever get to the point where anything would happen, but there’s - I think you could say there’s something there. I don’t think Dean even knows it’s there, but I think Sam does.”

Jared looked like he was about to laugh and call Jensen a fan girl, but then his face changed, and he tilted his head to the side a little bit. “So what do you think it would take? To get them to that point?”

There was something almost uncomfortable about Jared’s sudden focus on him, him taking it seriously. Jensen frowned at him. “What, now you wanna talk about gay incest?”

Jared shrugged nonchalantly. “We’re over the kneejerk reaction of ew, now, after having it in the freaking scripts, and I like it when you talk about Sam and Dean. You always have really interesting things to say about them.” He grinned. “Or maybe I just find it really hot when you use big words like meta textual.”

Jensen scowled and blushed and looked down, gripping the cool damp neck of his beer bottle like a lifeline, but - well, he’d actually thought about it a few times. If - if Sam and Dean ever went there, the way so many fans on the internet seemed to want them to, act on that frisson of something that Jensen could actually understand them seeing - well, how would it go? How would Dean react, who would - initiate?

“Well,” he said, then cleared his throat a little. “It wouldn’t be something intense and crazy, like one of them dying or the world ending. We’ve done that - Sam and Dean get stripped down to their rawest emotions then, all that matters is, you know, that they’re brothers and they love each other. I - I see it being sometime in the future, when they’re out of the threat of the apocalypse and imminent death, when it’s just the two of them on the road. When Dean realises that Sam isn’t going to leave him again, when he realises it’s not Lisa and the suburban life he’s actually craving; that the intensity of how he feels about Sam hasn’t faded now the urgency in their lives has. Now there’s no reason for it, but he still feels like he might explode from all the things he feels about his brother.”

“What about Sam?”

“He - I think. You can say if I’m not - but I think. I think he knew when he was younger that he felt too many things about Dean. He was a parent and a brother and a friend and there were no real boundaries he fit in completely; Sam was going through puberty just as Dean was in his sexual peak, so I think he sexually fixated on him a little bit too, and I think that was a tiny part of why he left. Not the main reason, at all, but I think he was almost scared of how much Dean was to him - I think it made it a little easier to leave him.”

Jared breathed in and out, a thoughtful, meaningful sound. “Yeah. I mean, I hadn’t - but yeah. It actually - slots into Sam, into my Sam, pretty well. I can see it.”

Jensen lifted his head a little, his heart going a little fast. He smirked. “Not just humoring me?”

Jared kept looking at him. “No. Sam’s Crossroads demon when he went to try and get Dean back was a guy. He fucked Ruby because she said things to him that Dean would have said. I think it’s pretty easy to read a whole sexualized layer to Sam’s dynamic with Dean.”

Jensen lifted one shoulder. “Add that to the male Siren. You kinda see where they’re coming from, right?”

“Go back to what you were saying.”

“About how - it might happen?”

“Yeah.”

Jensen swallowed. “Sam knows he has - that layer, and he always thought he was okay with it. But he can see Dean struggling with - something. While Dean’s trying to figure out how he’s meant to deal with these feelings when he hasn’t got something huge like Sam dying or him going to hell, or them facing down destiny and the end of the world, to paste over it. He starts - behaving a bit erratically, even for Dean - string of one night stands, conversations where he seems to be begging Sam to either leave or promise he’s going to stay forever. And Sam realises that the thing he’d thought he’d made peace with - that might only be him, or might be both of them, but was always going to stay buried - was finally raising its head. That it might destroy them if he lets it.”

“And no way is Sam going to let anything destroy them, not after what they’ve been through.” The light was fairly dim - it was evening and they just had a corner lamp on. Jared’s eyes shone a little, across the room, and he was in a t-shirt and Sam’s jeans, still. Jensen had changed out of his Henley from wardrobe but he still had on Dean’s jeans and boots.

“Yeah. So Sam—”

“Sam meets it head on.”

Jensen blew out a breath. “Yeah.”

There was a long pause, and Jensen rubbed his hand over his mouth, an unconsciously Dean-like gesture in the tension sweeping through the room.

“Dean,” said Jared, and Jensen flushed over suddenly hot everywhere. “Are we ever going to talk about this?”

Are we really doing this? he thought. Heat skittered in his stomach, and maybe it was that, the pull of want there; maybe it was the fact that Dean was already sliding over his mind like a filter in front of a light, and Dean could never resist that pleading cadence in Jared’s - Sam’s - voice; but he looked down, put his bottle on the floor, and let Dean come all of the way in.

He lifted his chin and looked at Sam like it was no big deal, like if he acted like he had no idea what Sam was talking about they could just slide on past it. “About what?”

“You know what. Or do you want me to spell it out? You know I will.”

Dean flinched, because he did know, but he was so tightly wound about it he didn’t think he could deal with it making its way out into the air between them, like the word would drop into bullets to finally kill stone dead the battered body of their relationship.

“No,” he said, feeling the roughness of his voice catch at his throat. “No, I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I can work with that, ” said Sam, a half smile on his face that Dean couldn’t decide whether it was tender or evil. Sam was moving, getting up off the couch - a strange part of Jensen’s brain froze and warred with itself as Dean watched Sam approach and Jensen recognised Jared’s living room behind him.

“Sam—” said Dean, panicked; Sam sat next to him, folding a leg under himself so he was totally turned in to Dean. His smile softened and he put a big hand on Dean’s face like that was meant to comfort him, when it just terrified Dean even more. “What are you doing?”

Sam leaned in closer, and Dean swore harshly; he brought up a hand to push Sam away but didn’t get further than twisting the soft material of Sam’s tshirt around his fingers in desperate indecision.

“If we never do anything and we never talk about it, it’s going to tear us apart; and if death and Hell and Heaven and the Apocalypse didn’t, there’s no way I’m letting something that we both want from each other do it.”

He was closer, then, nose almost touching Dean - then there was a soft, “Yeah?” that Jensen recognised as Jared, because this was a little bit fucked up, because they both needed to be okay with it. Because they were going to kiss, Jensen knew it in the air, in the tingle in his lips, in the desperate anticipation curling up inside Dean; and he and Jared had casually made out, fooled around a little while drunk for the hell of it before, but this - this wasn’t drunk, but it also wasn’t them.

Dean and Jensen both wanted this, though, that touch of lips promised in the hanging moment between them, and Jensen let Dean do it - lean in and kiss Sammy, feel it all fall into place with the soft press of Sam’s mouth against him.

Sam responded eagerly, hungrily, like Dean should have known he would, putting his all into it because Sam did everything with all his heart, never went back on a course of action for better or for worse; it felt like this might be for the better, it had to be, because it felt so good. Dean wound a hand up into Sam’s stupid hair, held thick satisfying handfuls of it and pulled Sam in closer, gasped and shuddered when Sam twisted and moved on the couch to straddle him, knees either side of Dean’s, long thighs stretched over him.

Dean let go of Sam’s hands to drop them down, run them up the length of his thighs, and - and - Jensen had trouble holding on to his own thoughts, let alone Dean’s because Jared’s fucking long firm thighs, fuck. He gripped hard, but didn’t go any higher, but from the squirming Jared was doing it was clear he wanted him to.

“Dean,” gasped Jared against Jensen’s mouth, and - Jensen could still feel Dean, reacting so strongly to this incredible moment, something he wanted in a fierce way, so long pressed down, so wrong but so amazing to have his Sammy right here and wanting him as much as he wanted Sam. But it was Jensen’s dick that captured his attention, bringing him back into his own body with the thick, throbbing wet ache of it.

“Can I,” said Jared, breathless and sucking kisses over and over into Jensen’s mouth. “Can I—”

“Jesus, anything,” groaned Jensen, and arched up helplessly as Jared’s hand palmed his dick. Jensen pushed into it eagerly, then moved his own hands up Jared’s thighs the rest of the way to tug at his zipper and get his cock out as Jared was doing the same to him.

“Jesus,” moaned Jensen, wrapping his fist around Jared’s thick cock, “and you’re meant to be the little brother.”

Jared laughed, breaking into a jerky moan as Jensen squeezed, tugged up firmly and rubbed a thumb over the slippery head.

They started jerking each other in a fast, incredible rhythm, rocking together messy and needy on the couch; Jared made a ragged noise that could have been Dean or Jensen and pressed his face into Jensen’s neck. He opened his mouth wetly against the skin there, gasping and sucking and making Jensen shiver helplessly.

Jared moved his other hand to Jensen’s chest and clutched frantically, and Jensen realized that that was Sam unconsciously reaching for the amulet - that neither Jensen nor Dean was wearing right now, but maybe this Dean would be in the future this happened in.

Dean went completely silent in his head for a moment, but not gone - just wiped out with pleasure, and Jensen came, pumping out come over Jared’s hand onto Sam’s jeans.

Jared was coming not long after, cock pulsing stiffer and fatter in Jensen’s hand before spilling wetly all over him, splattering between them until the mess of come between them was indistinguishable from whose it was.

They spent a long moment with Jared’s face still pressed into Jensen’s neck, catching their breath - and it could have been awkward but it wasn’t. Dean was a warm contented presence in Jensen’s mind - which was pretty usual for a Dean after sex, but it was a whole lot deeper than that. And it probably wouldn’t be all easy between he and Sam, but there was a well of peace there that they could tap into in each other, Dean and Sam, and it made Jensen feel kind of happy that he could - he could see his Dean getting that. Not that he’d ever tell Kripke about this possible future he saw for Dean. Might be a little awkward.

Jared lifted his head, and looked at Dean with a face full of Sam’s affection and smugness, looking way too happy for Dean to actually be annoyed at. Then Sam faded as Jared dipped his head and smiled sheepishly, and started moving away.

Jensen caught him by the t shirt before he could go too far, then tugged that up and off to clean them up as best he could. Jared laughed a little awkwardly and collapsed onto the sofa next to him. Jensen rolled his head to the side to look at him. Maybe it was Dean’s lingering contentment, but even though that felt like something he’d been waiting for for years, and something he knew could fuck them up, he wasn’t anxious.

“Um,” said Jared. “Wow. I hope that wasn’t outta line. Sorry.”

Jensen shook his head. “I - no. Not at all. It was good.”

Jared raised an eyebrow and smiled. “For Dean or for you?”

“Uh. Both?”

“Oh, really? So - was that the most elaborate seduction plan ever, or—”

“Hey, you started it!”

Jared bit his lip and then leaned in, like he had before, but this was all Jared, tentative and real. He kissed Jensen once, then Jensen pulled him back in, licked a dirty promise across his lips for a second then pushed him back.

“If I wasn’t wiped out after all day shooting and then, well, that, you’d be getting a lot more. So — yeah.”

Jared grinned, suddenly looking exhausted but pretty damn pleased with himself. “Hmm,” he said. “That would make one hell of a story for how we got together.”
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