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Summary: 
              Sam puts the gun down on the bed and presses his palms on his thighs to hide the shaking. “I need you to put your gun in my mouth,” he says, voice surprisingly steady, “and not shoot me.”

            



I Bookmarked Story: True


My Bookmark Tags: Fave, Wordcount: 1.000-5.000


My Bookmark Summary: "Dean knows what he wants. Dean knows what he needs. Eventually, inevitably, Dean is going to give it to him. All Sam has to do is look at his brother and wait." 

Queerplatonic gunsucking. Basically made me hold my breath for ~3k words. Made me feel weird (affectionate). Dark and a little unhinged in just the right way. A depiction of Sam and Dean as seen through the kind of dream-like Fuller-edit horror show lens that lives in my head.
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Author's Note:
      The queerplatonic gunsucking fic no-one asked for. Okay some of you lunatics did ask for it. Here it is.

    


    
    
 

The sweet kerosene-smell of solvent and gun oil hangs heavy in the stale motel room air as Sam tugs a rag through the barrel of Dean’s Colt.

A single sentence keeps looping in his head: Always clean your guns in a properly ventilated space. Was it the guy at the gun shop counter who told him that? Something about toxic fumes. Sam shakes his head. It’s almost funny that someone in the business of selling killing machines should care so much about his customers’ well-being.

Out of nowhere a wave of anxiety slithers up his spine and settles as a fine tremor in his hands. Sam forces it down, and down, and down, until his fingers stop shaking.

It’s going to be fine, he tells himself. He half believes himself, too.

Outside a car leaves the parking lot with its tires screeching on the wet asphalt. In the silence that follows a lonely bird trills out a few tentative notes into the hazy spring night. It’s been drizzling the whole day and everything feels damp and clammy. It doesn’t help that Dean is fogging up the whole room with a long, hot shower. Sam can hear him through the open door, singing softly to himself. The static drone of water hitting the tiles drowns out the words, but the melody is clear and surprisingly precise. Has Dean always been such a good singer? The world is suddenly blurry, reality gone soft and slippery. Why hasn’t he noticed before?

For a moment Sam feels unmoored. Floating or falling. Hard to tell.

It’s been a week since Cas took Lucifer out of his head. He’s been able to sleep, and for the most part reality has felt—well, real. Stable. There’s a hollow silence ringing in his ears, but Sam supposes it’s just a temporary after-effect of his long insanity. He knows for sure he’s out of the cage. He knows he’s sane. He knows he’s safe. He knows his thoughts are just thoughts.

He looks at the disassembled gun in front of him. Shakes his head, gets back to work.

The shower’s white noise cuts off just as he clicks the bushing back in place. He racks the slide a few times, pleased at how smoothly it now moves, cleaned and oiled. There’s some excess oil still clinging to the muzzle and he carefully rubs it off with a rag, then wipes his hands clean and clears the cleaning supplies away. He pops a loaded magazine in the gun and chambers a round, carefully eases the hammer back down.

All these movements feel easy and familiar, almost meditative. He feels calm. Maybe a little floaty still, but calmer and more sane than he’s been in months—no, nearly a year. Has it really been that long since he’s last had his mind completely to himself?

Sam hefts Dean’s gun in his hand. Its solid weight feels comforting and reliable. Safe. A tremor runs through him again, more violent this time, and he gives up the pretense. He sits heavily on the nearest bed, breathes slowly in and out, counts to ten. Murky panic swims up from the pit of his stomach and he bites the inside of his cheek until he tastes copper.


  It’s going to be fine.


He’s still sitting there, gun in hand, when Dean comes out of the bathroom, dressed for bed in boxer shorts and a t-shirt that is a couple of washes away from becoming a gun rag. Dean looks soft and sleepy, fuzzy around the edges, but he stops dead when his eyes land on Sam, going from relaxed to alert in a blink.

“Sammy? You okay?”

Sam has to clear his throat to get his voice to work. “Yeah. I’m fine.”

“What’s going on?” Dean takes a couple of careful steps towards him. “Is that my—“

“Yeah, I—I cleaned it.”

“Okay.” Dean sounds suspicious. “Any particular reason?”

“Yes,” Sam says, and—fuck, here goes. “I need you to promise to do something for me.”

“What something?” Dean is still inching forward, as if thinking Sam won’t notice him approaching if he moves slowly enough.

“Promise me first.”

Dean stops a few feet away from him. “No,” he says, anxious and annoyed. “Not if you don’t tell me what it is.“

“I’m not gonna ask you to hurt me, if that’s what you’re worried about.” Sam can hear the impatience in his own voice. He knows it doesn’t do any good, but he can’t help it. He doesn’t know what he’ll do if Dean doesn’t—if Dean refuses, if—

“What, then?”

Sam sets his jaw. “Promise.”

Dean stares at him, but Sam just stares back, and eventually Dean deflates and looks away. “Okay, fine. I promise.” When he looks back he’s irate, like a fox stuffed in a tiny crate. “Now tell me.”

Sam puts the gun down on the bed and presses his palms on his thighs to hide the shaking. “I need you to put your gun in my mouth,” he says, voice surprisingly steady, “and not shoot me.”

Said out loud it sounds completely insane.

Dean takes a couple of seconds to process it. Then he laughs, short and ugly. “No way,” he says. “I don’t know what kind of a sick gun kink you’ve suddenly developed, but I’m not gonna enable it.”

Desperation like acid climbs up Sam’s throat. “Dean, you promised.”

“And I’m taking it back. Sam, what the hell? Why on earth would I do that?”

It’s an excellent question. Sam’s been asking himself variations of it for days now, and he has trouble explaining his reasoning even to himself. No mental health professional in their right mind would ever recommend something like this. For all he knows, it might make things worse. But it’s the only solution he’s been able to come up with that doesn’t involve prescription drugs or years of therapy.

“Okay,” he says. Draws a deep breath. “Here’s what’s going on. When Lucifer was”—he corrects himself—“when I was hallucinating Lucifer, he kept showing me this—thing, this—vision, I guess. Over and over and over, and it felt real. And I”—Sam catches Dean’s worried expression and stumbles over his tongue to make sure Dean knows that—“I’m not having hallucinations any more, they’re all gone. But…” He laughs, then, dry and humorless. “I keep thinking about it. Like an intrusive thought, you know? I try not to, but it keeps coming back, and I really need it to stop.”

“What kinda vision?” Dean asks, voice gone dangerously soft.

Sam looks up at his brother. “I’m on my knees,” he says. “You put your gun in my mouth. And you shoot me.”

“Jesus.” Dean drags his palm over his mouth. He looks like he’s going to be sick. “You know I would never do that, right?”

“I know. But I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“And you think it’ll help if we…What? Reenact your hallucination, only without the shooting part?”

Sam takes the gun and silently holds it out.

Dean looks at it like it might bite him. “Is it loaded?”

“Condition two.”

In one fluid movement Dean takes the gun from him, drops the magazine into his hand and ejects the round in the chamber. The cartridge falls onto the carpeted floor with a soft thump, but the sound might as well be a gunshot, the way something in Sam shatters.

He’s not asking much. Dean shouldn’t have this much trouble with it. Literally the only effort required of him is that he not pull the trigger. It really shouldn’t be this difficult. A clammy uncertainty wraps its slimy hands around Sam’s ribs and squeezes. He knows he’s done a lot of mistakes. And not just mistakes—things that are wrong and evil, things he still deserves to be punished for. There’s no shortage of reasons for Dean to want to shoot him. He says he wouldn’t, of course he does, and Sam fully believes Dean believes he’s speaking the truth. It’s just that…

Sometimes what someone wishes were true and what actually is are two very different things. That Dean hesitates must mean he doesn’t trust himself, that he knows a part of him might want his brother dead.

Sam feels like the room is tilting sideways. He can’t live with the uncertainty of it, the glaring what if.

He drops down on all fours, crawls after the fallen cartridge. The carpet feels gritty under his palms, grimy with the dirt dragged in by countless boots over countless years, but it’s only fitting he should suffer the indignity of it. He’s aware of Dean, somewhere above him, saying things like Sammy get up, and Sammy don’t, but it’s all background noise. There’s a roaring in his ears, pulsing in time with his frantic heartbeat, a sped-up inner tide that threatens to pull him under, and he knows the only way out is through. Through the tunnel, the barrel of Dean’s gun, the certainty of knowing Dean could have and chose not to.

Sam finds the cartridge rolled a little ways under the bed.

“Dean.” He holds the small metal cylinder up like an offering. “Please.”

Dean shakes his head. “I can’t.”

“I know it sounds weird,” Sam says. He crawls forward until he’s on his knees in front of Dean “I know it doesn’t make sense to you, but trust me, Dean. I need this.”

Dean is still shaking his head, but Sam can see his resolve crumbling, brick by brick, until finally Dean nods. Mouth an unhappy line, he leans to place the empty gun on the bed, and then holds out his hand, palm up. Sam places the cartridge there, and—like magic—some of the tension in his muscles starts to drain away. It’s replaced by a persistent fine tremor he can’t quite control, but it’s okay. He sits back on his heels, looks up at his brother, and waits to be shown his fate.

He trusts Dean to make the right choice, whatever it is.

With practiced ease Dean clips the lone cartridge back into the magazine. He takes the gun, slaps the magazine in. Then he hesitates.

“Load it,” Sam says.

Dean racks the slide, the harsh metallic sound like a slap in the face. It’s followed by the quieter click of the safety being engaged.

“I don’t want to do this,” Dean says.

“I know.”

“I hate that you’re making me do this.”

Sam’s heart gives a painful squeeze. “I know, Dean. I’m sorry.”

Dean is holding the gun with both hands, keeping it pointed down and away, and it’s like he can’t quite bring himself to look at Sam, either. His whole posture radiates nervous tension.

Somewhere outside a dog barks, once, and they both flinch, startled into eye contact.

“Just for a few seconds?” Dean asks, hopeful.

Sam offers Dean an apologetic smile. “As long as I need.”

“Fuck.” Dean swallows. “Okay. As long as you need.”

Sam expects Dean to move then, to lift the gun to his lips, nudge and press until Sam opens his mouth and then shove the barrel in, just the way it’s always (never) happened before. But Dean just stands there, frozen in place, an unhappy crease between his brows, and so Sam shuffles a little closer still, so close he can smell the residual oil on the gun. Slowly, reverently he lifts his hands and places them over Dean’s, cupping them and the gun they’re holding in his palms like a holy relic. Dean’s fingers are cold with nervous sweat, but his hands remain steady as Sam urges them up, up, until the muzzle is level with his mouth.

None of this has ever happened before, but it has also never not-happened quite like this, with Dean so passive and Sam guiding his hands. That more than anything helps convince him it’s all real this time. It’s really happening. Dean could really—

Dean won’t. He won’t.

The metal is cold against his lips. Sam only hesitates for a couple of seconds before opening his mouth and leaning forward. He lets the first inch of the barrel slide in. The front sight catches against the roof of his mouth a little and the sensation is shockingly familiar. It’s all so familiar. The bitter tang of solvent and oil, the unavoidable impulse to tilt his head a little to make the fit easier. The slowly rising, pulsing panic at the back of his mind.

He’s still cupping Dean’s hands in his own, and he feels his way along Dean’s fingers, ghost-light, until he’s confirmed what he already knows: safety on, index finger well off the trigger. Sam looks up, then, pleading wordlessly. Dean looks back at him, puzzled, and Sam sees the moment Dean catches on, sees his tight-lipped knee-jerk refusal and the uncertainty that follows on its heels like a stray dog.

Dean knows what he wants. Dean knows what he needs. Eventually, inevitably, Dean is going to give it to him. All Sam has to do is look at his brother and wait.

Dean screws his eyes shut, as if by not seeing Sam he might make himself immune to Sam’s will.

“Why you gotta be like this, Sammy,” he says, voice gone hoarse.

Sam just keeps looking at him. He lets his hands drop down to his lap. His jaw is already beginning to ache, and he works those muscles a little, pressing his tongue flat against the barrel’s smooth underside. The action feels nearly obscene, unbearably intimate.

Finally—finally, there’s the awaited click of Dean flipping the safety off. The gun shifts a fraction as Dean adjusts his grip and sets his finger on the trigger.

Terror and relief chase each other down his spine, and Sam closes his eyes against the hot prickle of tears. Thank you, he wants to say. Thank you, thank you, thank you. He takes a shuddering breath. He traces the tip of the muzzle with his tongue, then the coarse surface of the etched sides, then the smooth underside again. He lets the gun slide further in, opens his mouth wide, takes it as deep as he can, the taste of it bitter at the back of his mouth. A trail of saliva escapes his lips and runs down his chin, and Sam lets it, doesn’t try to wipe it away. He can hear Dean’s breathing, quick and shallow, and suddenly he has to find out what Dean is thinking, has to know if Dean is struggling not to—

And if Dean is going to shoot him, Sam wants his brother to be the last thing he sees.

Dean’s face is set in a beautiful tormented mixture of concern and anger and need and love, etched through with thin streaks of revulsion and its flip side: desire.

Sam can’t seem to get enough air into his lungs.

It’s no accident his insanity latched onto this particular act as the ultimate torture. He inherited that insanity from Lucifer, who in turn built it out of everything he dug up from the darkest reaches of Sam’s psyche—every accidental impulse, every wayward thought he’d ever had, twisted and corrupted and magnified into something Lucifer could use as a weapon.

But here, on his brother’s face, he’s seeing those same weird, faulty impulses mirrored back, and it should be frightening, and it’s not. It should make him shudder, to be looked at like that, it should make him feel dirty and irreparably damaged. It doesn’t. It feels like something slotting into place, jagged edges that only appear broken fitting together like the parts of a gun or the carved joints of an old woodwork.

They’re going to be okay. No matter what else is going to happen, Dean is not going to pull the trigger.

The gun falls away from Sam’s lips without a sound and Dean throws it on the bed, doesn’t even bother with the safety, just chucks the gun away like it burns, and then his hands are cradling Sam’s face, and Sam is falling forward into him. He presses his face against Dean’s thighs, wraps his hands around them as huge, heaving sobs shake their way out of his lungs. He wants to wail, like he’s five and he’s taken a bad fall, and he only manages to swallow it down because he knows that if he were to start he might not be able to stop, not for a long time.

“You didn’t,” he manages to say. “You didn’t.”

“Of course I didn’t,” Dean says. He sounds as shaky as Sam feels. “You fucking nutcase. Of course I wouldn’t shoot you, Sammy. You had to know that, right?”

“I know, Dean. I know—I just—“

“Idiot,” Dean says, but his hands are in Sam’s hair, petting, smoothing it back, and Sam says, over and over again, “I know. I know.”

In the end he does cry a little, but if Dean notices the wetness on his skin, he mercifully refrains from commenting. He eventually hauls Sam up, manhandles him onto a bed and tucks him in like Sam is five, and Sam would protest, but he’s too wrung-out to do much more than glare and swat Dean’s hands away when they hover indecisively over the waist of his jeans. Dean pats his cheek and laughs at him, and if it sounds a little strained, Sam can’t really blame him for still being a little tightly wound. He’s feeling boneless himself, head buzzing in that way it only does after the adrenaline rush of a true life-or-death situation.

Somewhere outside there are people hollering, a drunken group on their way to the next bar, and above them the clear cries of a bird, persistently trying to make itself heard over the din. Somewhere behind him Dean is taking his gun apart for cleaning. He’s humming as he works, barely audible. The melody is something Sam can’t quite place, at once alien and familiar as it mixes with the metallic clacks and scrapes, the echoes of his childhood soundscape.

The tangy smell of gun oil permeating the damp air now carries with it a new set of perversely comforting memories.

 

  
Author's Note:I can't remember if this idea started on Tumblr or on Discord, but after queerplatonic bootlicking happened, someone mentioned queerplatonic gunsucking, and my brain grabbed the idea and ran. And then walked, and then crawled, and then lay down to die, and I had to drag the whole thing over the finish line like a sack of potatoes. I hope you've enjoyed reading it as much as I'm enjoying finally getting it off my hands! 

Comments are always very much appreciated, even if I'm bad at answering them.
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