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              You’re drunk. You let yourself cling to that excuse as you fall on your knees before your brother.
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even if it’s a false god

Author’s Note:
      	For Kalutyka.




    

      Early seasons vibes, but this can really take place anywhen.

    


    
    

 

It’s a rainy night. It’s the latest in a string of rainy nights, and as if fearing to ruin their claws, all the monsters seem to have crept into their metaphorical and literal caves to wait for the weather to turn. Without something to hunt you feel antsy, and so you take a leaf out of your father’s book and park your ass in the corner booth of a bar. Sam watches you get drunk with something like exasperated amusement, but he lets you. He gets a little drunk himself, to keep you company. 

The lights of a neon sign— Beer! —catch in his hair and you’re drunk enough to feel like weeping at the sight.

Sam drives you back to the motel. It’s still raining. You laugh, drunk on booze and him as you make a mad dash from the car to the room.

You’re drunk. You let yourself cling to that excuse as you fall on your knees before your brother. 

“Dude. You okay?” Sam leans down, but you put your hands on his thighs and push until he stumbles backwards into a chair. “Dean, what—“

“Shh. Sammy. Let me.”

You’re not entirely sure what you’re asking of him, but somehow he does. 

You run your hands from his thighs to his ankles. His jeans are damp, denim patterned with splashes of rain water. Sam’s wearing his winter boots and the light brown leather has gone blotchy where the water has soaked in. The moisture brings out the animal smell of the leather, musky and bitter. You’re lifting his foot, vaguely intending to help him take the boot off, when the smell catches you, makes you stop.

It’s like you’re still fifteen and without impulse control.

You press your nose against the damp leather of the instep, near the neat row of metal eyelets, and breathe in. It’s intoxicating. Your lips brush the cool surface and without thinking you open your mouth and push your tongue flat against it. The taste is bitter with whatever nasty chemicals the leather gets coated in, but underneath it you think you can taste the skin of the animal these boots are made of. You let the tip of your tongue run over a seam and up along the shaft, and it feels supremely odd to be doing this. It feels somehow right.

Somewhere far above you Sam lets out a small, choked sound. His hand falls into your hair, but he’s not pushing you away. He just runs his fingers through the wet strands, slowly, carefully, like he’s petting a skittish animal. 

You know he has no idea what you’re doing— you  don’t have any idea, either, so how could  he ? But he lets you, anyway. 

You cry a little as you slowly unlace his boots and pull them off along with his wet socks. You’re reeling from a mix of emotions you cannot begin to name, burning with something that’s not shame, and not desire, and not quite love, either. You touch his ankles, the graceful arches of his feet, his ridiculously long and slender toes, and still he lets you, and you can’t seem to stop crying. He keeps petting your hair in small, even strokes, and you crawl forward until you can press your face against his groin.

“Shhh,” Sam says. “Dean. It’s okay.”

It’s not. None of what you’re doing is even remotely okay. You’re twisted beyond repair, the both of you—and if you were a pair of cars you would’ve been sold for scrap metal years ago. 

But somehow you have to keep going forward. Somehow, as long as Sam lets you hold onto him, you can.

 

  
Author’s Note:Queerplatonic bootlicking truthers unite. This is the post that started it.
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