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Like That

Author's Note:
      This is my Wincest RBB fic, inspired by the wonderfully atmospheric art of Alexiescherryslurpy. Thanks for being so chill and lovely to work with, while I was like "ehhh it's going fine" for like 3 months. :) Glad you liked it in the end.

Thanks so much to Nini for the speedy beta! All remaining mistakes are my own.

    


    
    
  Dean was propped against the wall in the shade under the tattered awning in front of the office. 
  Heat rolled off the cracked concrete of the parking lot, but at least the Wyoming wind blew dry and gritty during the hottest part of the afternoon. The motel was quiet. It was a weekday afternoon, people were either gone or lying low from the August weather. 
  Technically Dean was watching the desk for Kelly Ann while she fed the baby. She would make him and Sam dinner in exchange, in the little manager’s apartment behind the office. Dean had managed to get a job at Gillette’s single, run-down movie theater but stale popcorn was less useful to bring home than leftover gas station hotdogs.



  At the end of the breezeway, Mrs. Lawson, who was living in room 115 since her husband was “a real piece of work when he drinks,” was hanging washing on a portable drying rack in the sun. Dean made a mental note to ask her for some laundry detergent. He and Sam were down to their last clean pair of socks between them, and the less said about their underwear, the better.





  Cars roared by on I-90, a constant, distant rumble - tourists headed toward Yellowstone, or Bighorn, or Sundance. Gillette was too close to the parks to stop, and too far from everything else. Most importantly it was far enough from whatever top secret hunt Dad was on that he’d felt comfortable ditching them, but a day’s drive to Bobby’s “if something happens.” Dean wasn’t sure what would have to happen to make Bobby welcome them back, after the last fight he and dad’d had, but he’d just said “yessir.” 



  School would be starting for Sam in a month, but that was a long way away. They’d be somewhere else by then. They’d already been in Gillette for three weeks, which was a week longer than Dad’s usual hunt timeline, but they’d gotten a voicemail from him a couple of days ago, so at least he was alive. 



  Across the parking lot a door slammed and the lanky figure of Dean’s brother loped toward him, shimmering with heat haze, bare feet shoved into his battered sneakers. His hair was long enough that it was curling at the ends, fluffing out untidily around his head. He hadn’t reached Dean when another door opened and Sam was intercepted. 



  “Hi, Sam.” Delaney Davis was about Sam’s age, blonde, pretty enough for a fifteen year old, and always stank of her stepdad’s dope. 



  “Hey.” Dean could hear them over the highway noise. 



  “Whachya doing?” As far as Dean could tell, in a short but storied life of living out of hotels, Delaney was doing a good job keeping her head above water for a teenager whose parents were definitely dealing heroin. She’d be a decent fuck and a better friend, if Sam could pull his foot out of his mouth for five minutes. 



  “Not much. I was just reading.” 



  Delaney fiddled with the end of her ponytail. “Some friends and I are going swimming at the lake this weekend. Saturday. Do you want to come?” 



  “Sure. Yeah.” Sam shuffled his feet. “Can Dean come?” Dean dropped his head back against the cinder block wall. 



  “Sure,” Delaney said, and laughed. 



  Later, alone with Sam in the dingy, musty-smelling office, Dean said, “Sam when a girl asks you on a date, you don’t ask if you can invite your brother along.” 



  Sam made a face. “It wasn’t a date. Her friends will be there. And you and I were going to watch that new Zorro movie Saturday. I didn’t want to ditch you.” 



  A thrum of affection for his baby brother pulsed through Dean’s chest. Sam’s teenage moodiness seemed to be getting worse, not better, but sometimes he’d turn so sweet and earnest Dean got whiplash. 



  Slinging an arm around Sam’s neck, Dean wrestled him into a headlock, ignoring the fact that he might not be able to for much longer. Sam had grown, offensively, an inch and a half taller than Dean this year, but he was still beanpole skinny, and Dean managed to pin him between his armpit and the counter. The bell chimed gently as Sam’s flailing elbow hit it. “We can watch Zorro any night, it’s running for another week.” He scuffed his knuckles through Sam’s silky-soft hair. “Let’s go get wet with some girls instead.”



  “It’s not like that,” Sam said, muffled into his armpit. 



  “Sam, Sam, Sam.” Dean patted his head. “When a girl asks you to go night swimming, it’s 
  
    always 
  
  like that.” 


 


  The best thing about summer in the high western plains country was that the temperature dropped at night even on the most scorching day. They left the window wide open, with tape over the salt so it wouldn’t blow away, and drew the blackout curtains. With the billowing curtains closed and the chain on the door, it was like nothing else in the world existed. 



  Sam was sprawled on the bed in a pair of briefs that definitely needed washing, and one of Dean’s tee-shirts. He had the collar of the shirt tugged up in his mouth, chewing on it absently. “What are you, three?” Dean threw a pencil at him. “Stop stretching out my shirt.” 



  Sam spat out the cotton and gave Dean the finger. 



  The TV was on, muted, playing Quantum Leap reruns. The color balance on the set was terrible, everyone’s faces blotchy and blue. Scott Bakula looked like a week old corpse, but all Sam’s edges were gilded silver in the shifting light. Dean’s gaze kept trailing back to the wet patch over Sam’s clavicle. He was playing with it, twisting it in his fingers, knuckles bumping against his lips. His mouth was slightly open, pink and damp. Dean felt a weight in his stomach that was not entirely unpleasant. 



  A blaring jingle for dish soap cut the air as the program cut to commercials. Sam fumbled for the remote and hit the power button. The TV turned off with a snap. “I remember how this one ends,” Sam said, in response to Dean’s silent inquiry. He tossed the remote on the other bed and stretched, deliberately casual. “Hey, you wanna…?” He let the question hang. 



  Dean’s heartbeat kicked up. As always, his first thought was to say no. They were getting too old for this - they’d been too old for years. He swallowed. “Sure. I’ll grab the…” 



  “Actually I’ve got…” Sam rolled sideways to the edge of the bed and rummaged in his duffel. Triumphantly, he pulled out a magazine and slapped it in Dean’s direction. Dean’s eyebrows rose as he took in the cover - brand new porn, or at least, new to them. 



  “Sticky fingers, Sammy,” he said.



   “Not yet,” Sam grinned, and Dean groaned and thwacked him on the shoulder with the magazine. His dick was already hardening in his boxers, perking up fast at the promise of new porn. He was also grudgingly impressed. Porn was hard to swipe from a store, which was why the two of them had spent so much time thumbing through the same three magazines until Dean turned 18 and could buy it. 



  “Where’d you get it?” he asked. 



  “Delaney’s step dad. He wasn’t there, it was just lying around.”



  “What? You were in her room? When was this?” Dean flopped on the bed beside his brother, jostling him. 



  “Last week. You were at work. Nothing happened.”



  “You’ve been holding out on me!” Dean crowed. “I thought she was crushing from a distance but you’re already moving in for the kill. Hope you watched out for her parents though.” Delaney’s mom looked like she’d stab someone over two ounces of coke, much less defiling her daughter.  



  Sam shoved his shoulder. “It’s not like that, you pig. She’s nice.” 



  “Yeah. Nice.” Dean waggled his eyebrows. 



  “Do you want to jerk off or not?” Sam huffed, looking more grumpy than horny. 



  “Course I want to jerk off. You wanna look at the mag or are you gonna think about your little girlfriend?” 



  Sam snatched the magazine out of his hands, snake fast, and scooted across the bed with it. “Asshole, see if I share nice things with you.” 



  “Hey!” Dean lunged after him, catching him from behind and rolling them both into the center of the bed. They grappled for the magazine. Dean had the advantage of strength but when the fuck had Sam’s arms gotten longer than his? He plastered himself against Sam’s back, trying to pin his elbow to shorten his reach.  The magazine got crumpled under Sam when he rolled sideways, Dean half on top of him. 



  They stilled, panting. Sam’s ass was rubbing against Dean’s dick which was - oh hey - rock hard. “Truce?” Dean asked, his voice a little higher than it should have been. 



  “Truce,” Sam said, muffled in the pillows. 



  Dean rolled off his brother and cleared his throat, looking away. When he turned back, Sam was propped against the pillows and had already stripped off his shirt, shimmied his shorts down his thighs and was fisting his stupidly big dick. It was infuriating to watch Sam catching up to him here too. Sam’s cock was long and thick at the head, just a little curved. Not that Dean was looking. It was just impossible not to notice Sammy growing up. The first time they’d done this, Sam had been red-faced and fully dressed, hand shoved down the front of his pants and shoulders hunched forward like he could make it less obvious what he was doing, even though Dean was doing the same, showing him how. 



  Since then it turned out that Sam was kind of a show off, which was - well it was a fucking weird thing to know about your little brother, but Dean liked an appreciative audience himself, so he understood. Sammy didn’t have any other outlet for it, although it was clearly not from lack of opportunity. 



  Spreading the magazine on the bed between them, Dean laid back and unbuttoned his own jeans. They rarely touched when they did this, and didn’t talk because whenever Dean started to offer color commentary on the girls in the pages, Sam would hit him and tell him to shut up, scandalized like he wasn’t also enjoying Miss July’s bikini wax. 



  It was quiet except for the muffled sound of the TV next door, the cacophony of frogs drifting through the open window, and the obscene slapping of both their hands. By established pattern they took turns turning the pages slowly, one-handed. Their tastes were different - Dean liked brunettes with big dark eyes, Sam liked blondes. Dean could hear Sam’s breath coming faster, his knuckles gleaming with precome. He’d always leaked more than Dean. Dean spat in his palm to catch up, and Sam let out a rough exhale, grabbing his discarded shirt and wadding it up on his stomach.



  Dean couldn’t help it. “Already?” he asked, grinning. 



  “Fuck off,” Sam groaned, and flipped the page that Dean was still looking at, thank you very much. The spread on the next page was three shots of a blowjob - one from behind the girl’s bare ass as she bent over, one point of view shot looking down at her, and one close up of the guy’s dick sliding in her open mouth. Dean hummed appreciatively and Sam made the little gulping noise that always meant he was about to lose it. 



  Dean glanced over in time to see Sam’s hips bounce up off the mattress, muscles in his thighs and abdomen straining, balls drawn up tight beneath his dick, crumpled shirt clutched over the head. Heat pulsed through Dean’s gut as Sam trembled, glistening hand still working. Suddenly it was easy to get there himself, biting his lip to ride the edge of it until Sam sighed and let the cloth flop to one side, hand going still. Snagging it from him, Dean made a fist in the fabric over his own cock, feeling the wet patches on the cotton, and groaned as he came, wringing his dick empty into it. 



  He rested with his eyes closed until Sam stirred beside him, closing the magazine. Blinking, Dean tossed the shirt away. It took a minute for his brain to come back online. “Dude, that was my shirt.” 



  Sam yawned. “We need to do laundry anyway.” 


 


  Fridays, Dean worked matinee and picked up his paycheck, so he paid Kelly Ann another week’s rent, and he and Sam had pancakes for dinner at their favorite diner in Gillette. When they were kids, driving east, it was often the last square meal before Uncle Bobby’s. 



  They’d passed through enough times to make the chintzy farmhouse decor and fading 60s wallpaper feel homey. The waitresses changed but the fluffy pancakes and enormous sides of whipped, sugared butter stayed the same. 



  Sam had a dog-eared copy of the Odyssey on the table between his plate and glass of OJ. “Didn’t you already read that like two years ago?” Dean asked through a mouthful of pancakes. 



  “It’s a new translation,” Sam said, peeling open a little plastic container of jam and licking his fingers. 



  “Going to write a comparative essay? Just for fun? A little light summer reading, really makes the time fly by.” Dean smeared extra butter on top of his full stack. “Sam Winchester, not enough school work during the school year, makes it up during the summer.”



  Sam snagged the syrup from Dean’s side of the table. “It’s actually really interesting how monsters are represented in the story. Some of them are probably representations of natural phenomena, and others are allegories, like the lotus eaters. But some of them are almost certainly retellings of actual monster encounters. Homer was collecting and compiling oral histories from other story tellers, and almost every culture has stories about sea monsters. You know, monstrous heads dragging sailors off ships, mysterious singing luring men to watery graves? Any of this ringing any bells?” 



  “You’re such a nerd,” Dean said fondly, watching Sam lick syrup off the tines of his fork. 



  Sam rolled his eyes. “Just wait till I save your ass from a siren some day.” 



  Sam’s mouth gleamed with sugar, and Dean licked his own lips, tasting syrup and butter. “Lookin’ forward to it.” 



  It was a clear, beautiful evening - the sky smooth as a painted egg, blue at the zenith fading down to glowing peach where the sun had vanished beneath the horizon. The breeze was cool and pleasant. When they got back to the motel, Mrs. Montoya was cooking something on a camp stove in front of their room, with the TV inside blaring. Mrs. Lawson was walking her tiny, yappy dog in the scrubby grass beneath the VACANCY sign. Down the breezeway, a gray-haired couple who looked like they’d escaped from a 70s biker gang were smoking. Delaney sat on the curb outside her room with a can of Coors between her knees. She waved and smiled when she saw the Impala pull in. 



  Dean elbowed his brother. “You should go talk to her.” 



  “Laundry, remember?” 



  “You’d rather do laundry than talk to a pretty girl?” Dean reached for Sam’s forehead, ostentatiously checking his temperature. 



  Sam batted him away and pulled out their room key. “More like, if I skip out on laundry, you’ll make me do it myself some time after we’ve killed something really gross.” 



  “Who, me?” Dean asked innocently. 


 


  The fluorescent lights in the laundromat buzzed, somehow audible even with the clunk of two old washers churning the Winchester wardrobe. It was full dark outside and they were alone, playing cards in their boxers at the cracked Formica table. Mrs. Lawson’s borrowed detergent smelled overwhelmingly of artificial lavender. 



  Sam drew a card and slapped it face down on the discard pile. “Gin.” 



  Dean glared at his hand, and then his brother. “Again?”



  Sam laid his hand flat on the table. So that’s where all the goddamn sixes had been. “Count your deadwood, loser,” he gloated, slanting a grin at Dean through his bangs 



  “19,” Dean sighed. They weren’t writing down the score, but Sam was absolutely keeping track in that oversized brain of his, especially since he was winning. “You need a haircut.” 



  Sam flicked his bangs out of his eyes and made a face. “My hair is fine.” 



  Any argument about the utility of short hair for hygiene and hunting would be met with accusations of being just like Dad, to which Dean would respond that wasn’t a bad thing, and they’d be off to the races. Instead he said, “If you look any more like a girl, we’ll have to ask if Delaney has any lesbian friends.” 



  “Very funny, Dean. It’s your turn to deal.” There was no mistaking Sam for a girl, perched mostly naked on a folding chair. His arms were developing ropy muscle, the hairs on them turned light with summer sun. The wings of his shoulderblades jutted out from his long back, which tapered to a narrowing waist and his bony little ass. One knobby knee tucked under him, the other foot scuffing the indifferently clean floor. Every inch of him was teenage boy, so much that sometimes out of the corner of his eye Dean couldn’t see the little kid he raised. And then he would make a face, open his mouth, and Dean’s little brother came roaring back. 



  Scooping up the cards Dean let them flash and bridge showily between his hands as he shuffled. “Buckle up, squirt. I’m gonna own your ass.” 



  Sam gave him an inscrutable look through those long bangs, the tip of his tongue caught in his teeth. “You wish.” 



  Dean kicked him under the table, bare sole against Sam’s calf, and started to deal the next hand. 


 


  Saturday, Dean’s shift at the theater finished at midnight. He shut down the till, locked up the front, and turned off the lights, then waved to Tyler who was vacuuming crushed popcorn out of the rug, and Meredith who was closing up concessions. 



  “Got a hot date, Winchester?” she called over the roar of the vacuum. “You’re eager to get out of here tonight.” Meredith was five foot ten of Wyoming ranch girl and Dean definitely would have been trying to tap that if she swung his way at all, but he’d never gotten even a flicker of interest from her. 



  “Nah,” he said. “More like babysitting.” 



  He turned the Impala onto the highway with the windows rolled down, toward the swimming hole up Donkey Creek outside of town. Normally he would stop to shower off the smell of artificial butter that clung to him after a shift, but it wasn’t 
  
    his 
  
  date he was going on. 



  There were already a couple of cars parked in the gravel pullout above the lake, and when he got out of the Impala, Dean could hear voices and laughter in the dark, and then a splash of water. There was no bonfire - grass fires started too easy this time of year and anyway it was a great way to get busted for underage drinking. Or - Dean sniffed as the wind changed direction - not 
  
    just 
  
  underage drinking. 



  By moonlight he picked his way through the scrub brush down to the edge of the water. “You save some of that joint for me?” he asked as he reached the group of teenagers. 



  “Dean!” Sam exclaimed, lolling back on his elbows. “We smoked it all.”



  Dean raised his eyebrows at his brother’s goofy grin. “I can see that. Feelin’ good, Sammy?” 



  “Yeah,” Sam said, beaming.



  “Hi Dean,” Delaney said. She was in a bikini, dripping wet and glistening in the moonlight. It was a good look on her. “Everyone, this is Dean. Dean, this is everyone.” Dean vaguely recognized a couple of the kids from hanging around the motel, boys in their underwear and girls in bathing suits. He crouched down beside Sam and cracked open the beer that someone passed him. 



  The group was talking about the high school football season. It wasn’t that interesting to hang out with a bunch of teenagers all talking about people he didn’t know and sports he didn’t care about, especially when he was significantly behind everyone else in terms of intoxication. But Sam was pretty high, so Dean was glad he was there to keep an eye on him. He propped himself on the day-warm rocks, swatted mosquitos, and enjoyed the silvery moonlight and the comfortable chatter of adequate company. 



  Delaney came and sat next to Sam on the other side. “I’m cold,” she said pointedly. 



  “Oh!” Sam did a comical double take. “Didn’t we bring a towel? Where did it go?” 



  “You’re sitting on it,” Dean said. “Forget about the towel, Sammy, give the girl a hand.” He waggled his eyebrows at Delaney over Sam’s shoulder, and she blushed, crossing her arms over her chest. 



  “My jacket is somewhere,” Sam said vaguely. Dean sighed. You had to admire Delaney’s persistence in the face of Sam’s absolute incompetence with female sexuality. 



  “Just put your arm around her.” No wonder Sam had managed to be alone in her room and not do anything. 



  “Oh. Uh.” Sam held his arm out awkwardly, and Delaney scooted under it. 



  “Attaboy,” Dean muttered, and backed off to give them room. 



  He snagged a second beer for himself and ended up sitting by the cooler chatting with a girl named Amber who wanted to be a horse vet. It was actually pretty interesting hearing her talk about helping on her uncle’s ranch - kinda like talking about cars but in a foreign language. He kept one eye on Sam, who was talking quietly with Delaney, their heads bent together. That looked pretty promising but obviously wasn’t progressing anywhere. 



  Neither was getting to first base with horse girl Amber. She kept making eyes at one of the other boys, a scrawny redhead who didn’t seem to have noticed her attention, although that might have been because he was completely baked. 



  “You wanna take a dip?” Dean asked, last-ditch effort, even though it was getting too chilly to swim. 



  Amber blinked her attention back to him and shook her head. “I went earlier.” 



  “You know, you should go talk to him,” Dean said. 



  “What?” 



  Dean inclined his head at the boy and Amber looked down at her flip flops. “He doesn’t like me like that,” she said. 



  “How do you know?” 



  “He barely talks to me. Even though we’re friends with all the same people.” 



  Dean shrugged. “You never know until you try. What’s the worst that could happen?” 



  “Uh, he turns me down and tells everyone at school I have a crush on him?” she said, in a 
  
    well duh
  
   voice. 



  “And then you go away to vet school in Pullman next year and never see any of these people again. So what? Trust me, leaving town puts everything in perspective.”



  She bit her lip. “I guess you’re right.” 



  “I’m always right.” He nudged her shoulder. “Go get him.” 



  It was late. The moon was starting to sink toward the western horizon. A couple of the kids had paired off into the darkness, and faint noises of sloppy teenage sex mixed with the croaking of the frogs and the calling night birds. Delaney had apparently actually gotten cold and put her clothes back on, and Sam had his jacket around his shoulders, bony knees pulled up to his chest. Dean stifled a yawn, wondering how much longer he was going to be babysitting and not getting laid. 



  Sam’s voice jerked him out of his reverie. “Dean?” 



  “Yeah, Sammy,” he said, mid-stride already, drawn to his brother on autopilot. 



  Sam tipped his head back to look at Dean. “I’m tired. Can we go?” 



  “Yeah, ‘course. Delaney, you need a ride back too?” 



  Delaney shook her head. “I’m gonna stay. Thanks though.” She turned her gaze on Sam. “It’ll be okay, Sam.” 



  Dean wanted to ask what Delaney had been talking about but Sam fell asleep against his shoulder on the drive home. He gradually slipped down with the rocking of the car until his head was resting on Dean’s thigh, mouth was smooshed against his leg, drooling a wet spot on the denim just like when he was a little kid. That was a sick thought to be getting hard to, but the motion of the car rocked Sam’s head in his lap, making his dick plump up in his briefs. 
  
    Skull-fucking,
  
   Dean thought, unbidden, and then resisted the urge to smash his forehead into the steering wheel. If he drove them off the road he’d maybe deserve it, but Sam and Baby didn’t. 



  In the motel parking lot, he levered Sam into a sitting position, away from his dick, before saying, “Wake up, kiddo. You’re too big to carry inside.” 



  “Mmm, Dean,” Sam mumbled. His eyes slit open, gleaming in the light from the VACANCY sign, and he smiled. “I’m hungry, Dean.” 



  Dean rolled his eyes. “If you go inside and lie down I’ll get you a snack.” 



  “Kay,” Sam said agreeably, and got out of the car without hitting his head or tripping over his feet. Dean had to prod him into their room when he got distracted by the dream catcher in Tracy Stibbons’ window two doors down, but he went obediently enough. Dean maneuvered him to the bed, and when he got back from the vending machine with two Mars Bars, Sam was asleep. Dean ate both the candy bars himself. 


 


  Summer mornings in the high plains were cool and bright. Sam was still conked out from the night before but the Montoya family next door had woken Dean up on their way to church and he hadn’t been able to fall back asleep. The sky was broad and blue, a hawk circling high up. Across the street from the motel was a scrubby empty lot, and three mule deer picked their way through the coarse dry brush and spindly grass. 



  Dean borrowed a bucket from the housekeeping closet, filled it up at the spigot outside the office. The Impala was already warm under his hands like a living thing as he washed the road dust off her. 



  Kelly Ann was outside the office with the baby on her hip, sharing a cigarette with Tracey Stibbons and talking about tarot. Tracey’s daughter Kaylee was playing with a toy firetruck on the sidewalk. Dean kept one ear tuned to the conversation out of professional habit, but it wasn’t witchcraft, just new-ageism. Gateway hobby, Dad would have muttered, but Dean figured if everyone with a tarot deck became a witch, they’d have a lot more witches around. 



  When Dean came over to the spigot to dump the  bucket, Kaylee held up her toy up to show him. “Wya twuck,” she announced. 



  “That’s a firetruck,” he agreed. 



  “Oh, Dean,” Kelly Ann said, “Could you take a look at the sink in room 103? The lady who just checked out said it was dripping.” 



  “Wady” said Kaylee. “Sink.” 



  “Sure thing,” Dean said, and flicked his wet fingertips at Kaylee, making her squeal and giggle. 



  It took him an hour to change the washers on the hot and cold taps in 103. Kelly Ann’s husband had done handyman maintenance before he fucked off to Salt Lake City with a waitress, and he’d left behind some odds and ends - spare bolts, extra washers, hose clamps, wire nuts. Useful detritus for a useless guy. When Dean turned the water back on under the sink, a bead of water welled slowly on the lip of the faucet, but not nearly as bad as before. It was probably the valve in one of the taps going. He tossed his tools back in his toolbox and washed the under-sink grunge off his hands. 



  When he stepped out of 103, he heard Sam’s voice and instinctively turned toward it. He and Delaney were having what looked like a heated conversation by the ice machine. Shoving his hands in his pockets, Dean skulked toward the vending machines. He wasn’t spying on them, he was just… walking quietly. He wanted a Coke, so sue him. He’d earned it. 



  “...shouldn’t have said anything,” Sam was saying. “You probably think I’m a freak.”



  Delaney flipped her hair, smiled at him. “We’re all freaks, Sam. In case you hadn’t noticed.” 



  “Seriously. Just forget about it, okay? I was really high anyway.”



  “Seriously,” she mimicked, “I meant it last night. It’s okay. People like us never want the right things.” 



  Sam ducked his head, curls shining almost auburn in the morning sun. “I 
  
    want 
  
  to want the right things. Does that count?” Something serious in his tone sharpened Dean’s attention. 



  Delaney laughed. “Who’s counting? Everything’s fucked up, we don’t get points for trying to be good. So who cares? I say, if you think you can get what you want, go for it.” 



  Sam spotted Dean over Delaney’s shoulder and jumped away from her like a startled hare.



  “Morning,” Dean said, pulling two quarters out of his back pocket and feeding them into the vending machine. “What are you two up to?” 



  “Nothing,” Sam said, shoulders hunched. The 
  
    go away, Dean,
  
   was heavily implied. Delaney was giving both of them sort of a funny look. The vending machine groaned and clattered, and Dean bent to pick up the can of Coke. 



  “Come on.” He nudged Sam’s shoulder. “If we hustle, we’ll make free brunch.” Gillette First Methodist hosted a potluck at 11 after the service every Sunday, and nobody had ever stopped them from slipping in and helping themselves. The choir director Mrs. McKinley made a mean pasta salad, and Mrs. Thompson who was 97 and possibly undead made the best lemon bars in three states. Even Sam in a bad mood wouldn’t miss it. 



  Sam and Delaney made some sort of extended eye contact silent goodbye as Dean popped the soda open and glugged a third of it. All very Romeo and Juliet. He belched just to make Sam bitch at him, but Sam barely even made a face, just clenched his jaw briefly. 



  The silence in the car on the way to the church was weird and heavy. Dean was well-versed in the lexicon of Sam’s silences, and this one was Sam’s overthinking-and-worried-about-it silence, not to be confused with overthinking-and-angry or overthinking-for-fun. Dean wondered if Sam was still a little stoned from last night. 



  He turned Springsteen up high to fight it, and tried obnoxious conversation. “When are you gonna score with Delaney, huh? She totally digs you.” 



  Sam just shook his head, hair in his eyes. It was getting so long it was touching his collar in the back, gently curling. “I told you, it’s not like that.” Tipping his head against the window, he repeated so quietly Dean almost didn’t hear over the music, “Seriously not like that.” 


 


  On Wednesday, which was always a slow night at the theater, Sam tapped on the back door before the 10pm showing of 
  
    The Mask of Zorro 
  
  and Dean let him in through the fire exit. They sat in the empty back row, eating popcorn that Meredith had only handed over after heckling Dean for ten minutes about slacking off, as if she hadn’t watched
  
     Lethal Weapon 4 
  
  twice in a row just last week. 



  The Zorro movie was kind of awesome, even though the historical drama thing wasn’t Dean’s usual speed. The fights were fun and Catherine Zeta-Jones was hot as fuck, especially when she got her bodice improbably sliced off. Sam leaned against him to whisper, “We should get swords. In case we need to behead something.” 



  “That’s what machetes are for,” Dean whispered back. 



  “Machetes aren’t as cool as swords.” 



  “Are you kidding? Chopping off monster heads with a machete is cool as fuck.” 



  Sam made a noise of dissent, but he was smiling at the screen. Their shoulders were pressed together warmly. Dean grinned too as something on screen exploded. Life was good. 



  Afterward, Sam hung around while Dean helped with clean up and close-out. He and Meredith got along like a house on fire for some reason. Dean mopped behind the concession counter while the two of them discussed Catcher in the Rye. 



  When they’d finally locked up and waved goodbye to Meredith and Tyler in the parking lot, Sam said, as they got in the car, “Can we go swimming?” 



  “What, now?” 



  Sam shrugged. “I’m not tired.” 



  “I guess.” Putting the Impala in gear, Dean turned out of the theater parking lot away from town instead of back to the hotel. CCR was in the tape deck, playing softly. With the windows down, the night air tasted like dust and sagebrush. Sam tapped his fingers on the door, hair flying in the highway wind. 



  The swimming hole was deserted. “Last one in is a rotten egg,” Sam said, and bolted out of the car, already pulling his shirt over his head. 



  “You little shit,” Dean yelled, not bothering to scramble after him. Sometimes the way to win a rotten egg contest was to retain dignity. Instead he grabbed a blanket from the back of the Impala and walked down the lake edge. 



  Sam was a dark head and shoulders in the water. “Come in! The water’s perfect.” 



  “Said the crocodile to the frog,” Dean called back, but he shucked off his tee shirt and bent to unlace his boots. When he straightened, hands on his belt buckle, Sam was watching him. It was impossible to make out his expression in the dark, just the direction of his eyes. The hairs on Dean’s arms prickled, and not from the cold, as he stripped out of his jeans, and then, after a moment’s hesitation, his underwear too. Nothing chafed like wet briefs. 



  After the first shock, the water swallowed his ankles and calves like cool silk as he waded in, still holding some of the heat of the day. Silt and gravel shifted under his feet and he kicked away from the bottom, paddling out toward Sam who grinned at him, slid under the black water and vanished with a ripple. 



  Dean braced himself for an underwater attack, and sure enough, those were Sam’s clammy hands grabbing at him beneath the surface, trying to drag him down. He kicked hard to stay afloat, and got a grip on Sam’s shoulder, trying to push him down, but Sam surfaced like a cork, dark hair plastered to his face, water pouring off him like an otter. 



  They tussled, splashing and kicking, hands sliding on slick skin. With neither of them able to touch the bottom, their normal advantages and tactics were completely changed. Dean made a mental note to suggest to Dad more training in the water, just in case, and then Sam managed to hook an elbow around his neck and tried to dunk him, and Dean was distracted by grabbing a handful of Sam’s hair in retaliation. 



  When they hauled themselves dripping out of the lake a steady breeze chilled the water on their skin instantly. Dean scrubbed himself off with the blanket and held it out to Sam, like when Sam had been a toddler getting out of the bath. Sam emerged with his hair mussed and curling, getting in his eyes. 



  He’d gotten as far as putting on his socks and underwear, but now he was dry it wasn’t so cold. His blood was still pumping from play-fighting while struggling to stay afloat, and the cool nighttime air felt pleasant on his skin. Throwing the blanket on the ground, he lay down, looking up at the sky. 



  The moon was waning, just risen in the eastern sky, and the stars were bright. The temperature was dropping rapidly but the rocks under the blanket radiated heat. A satellite drifted across the sky. 



  Fabric rustled, and Dean glanced over at Sam shimmying into his briefs. His pale skin blazed in the dark, long legs and bony back, his round ass flexing as he pulled his underwear up. The white cotton wasn’t particularly modest, especially where it was turning transparent against Sam’s damp skin. Dean felt his whole body thrum in response and dragged his eyes away, looking back at the stars. 



  Sam lay down beside him with a sigh, hands tucked behind his head. Dean traced the two Dippers, noting north almost automatically, though he rarely needed the stars for a sense of direction. More often, stars were a luxury, a respite. There was distinctive Cassiopeia and the two snakes, Draco and Scorpio, and low in the west was Leo and beside the lion the brighter spark of a planet. Sam would know which one, after his astronomy phase a few years back. 



  “What planet’s that?” Dean asked, pointing. 



  Sam scooted closer to peer along his arm. “Saturn. And there’s Leo, and Scorpio.”



  “What’s the W one called again?” 



  “Cassiopeia,” Sam said. “You always forget Cassiopeia. It’s not 
  
    that 
  
  weird of a name.” 



  Dean smiled at the sky. “Why would I remember things when I have you to remind me?” 



  Bats fluttered and swooped overhead, like paper cutouts against the stars. The Milky Way was a faint, glowing smear across the sky, the lights of Gillette still too close for it to really blaze, the way you got up in the mountains or way out in the desert, away from everything. Dean remembered a night in the middle of nowhere in New Mexico when Dad had pulled over and let them sit on the warm hood and look up at the stars. Sam had still been small enough to need a boost up, so it must have been almost a decade ago, but Dean still remembered the shock of the night sky - the jagged, crystalline starlight slicing the sky. After that, Sam had begged Dad to stop when they were driving on long stretches of dark road at night. Dad usually didn’t have time to stop, but Dean would take Sam out in Bobby’s junkyard away from the floodlights around the house, or if they were renting some shack on the dark outskirts of a town, and they would lean against each other, staring up at the stars, Sam’s smaller hand nestled in his, safe. 
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  “S’chilly,” Sam said. 



  “C’mere, kiddo.” Dean slipped an arm around Sam’s neck and Sam nestled close to him, all six foot plus of bony teenager tucked against him just like when Sam was a little kid. He could feel goosebumps on Sam’s arms and he rubbed his palm vigorously over Sam’s bicep. “Should put some clothes on if you’re cold.” 



  “Not yet,” Sam said, breath tickling Dean’s ear, making him shiver. “Don’t wanna go yet. I missed this.” 



  “Yeah.” Dean cleared his throat. “Yeah, me too.” 



  Sam squirmed a little, hooking one knee over Dean’s legs as he made himself comfortable. His nose was in the crook of Dean’s neck. He definitely couldn’t see the stars like that, and Dean wanted to call him on it but suddenly couldn’t move. He felt his heart thump an odd, heavy double-beat. 



  “Mm. Dean?” Sam murmured, and Dean felt a bolt of heat straight in his gut at the familiar tone of his voice. 



  “Now?” Dean choked out. 



  “Yeah. Do you wanna?” Sam’s hips were pressed against his thigh. Dean could feel Sam’s dick thickening through the cotton. 



  “We don't… we don’t have…” Don’t have anything to jerk off too, he was trying to say, but his dick didn’t seem to care, plumping up in his briefs as his pulse quickened. 



  “So? C’mon.” Sam’s hand slid between them, palming his own dick, knuckles against Dean’s leg. “I’ve never done it outside.” 



  “What, never?” Dean asked, derailed. 



  “The car doesn’t count,” Sam said, audibly smirking, and 
  
    holy crap,
  
   that mental image snapped through Dean like an AC current. His cock throbbed, fully hard in his underwear as he felt Sam’s forearm flex between them. Dean’s brain unhelpfully supplied all the details that he couldn’t see with his field of vision full of stars; the shape of Sam’s cockhead distending his white briefs, the way his hand looked curled around it with the cotton turning transparent at the tip with wetness; the way Sam chewed his lower lip when he jerked off. Stuff he shouldn’t know about his baby brother, and definitely shouldn’t make his blood thrum hot under his skin, prickling feverishly in the night air. 



   Sam was panting against his neck, his whole body rolling against Dean’s as he got into the rhythm of it. Sam had always gotten worked up quickly and finished fast, and Dean would tease him about it except he always felt like he was careening toward the finish line pretty quick himself when they did stuff together, but it had never, ever been like this, with his arm still around Sam, hand flat on his back, holding him. 



  Dean hadn’t even touched himself yet and his dick felt ready to burst, his stomach knotted with arousal. And shit, 
  
    shit,
  
   he could feel Sam leaking, the way his dick always got so wet at the tip but now it was right up next to him, smearing against Dean’s skin, and Dean couldn’t 
  
    think,
  
   couldn’t do anything except gasp for air and palm his dick desperately through his underwear even though this was all wrong, this wasn’t how it was supposed to go, with Sam plastered all along his side and their sweat sticking their skin together between them, and Dean’s balls so tight he could hardly breathe. 



  “Fuck, fuck,” Sam muttered, close and damp. “
  
    Oh
  
   shit, yeah.” 



  All at once the fist of heat in Dean’s gut sprang open with a shock of electricity. His orgasm crashed through him, cock jolting and throbbing out wet wads of come into his briefs, against his palm. He shuddered, hand fisting against Sam’s lean back, and Sam moaned, long and low in his ear, hunching his hips forcefully against Dean’s thigh and then going still. He made the little hiccoughing sound he always made, and Dean felt the wet pulse through the cotton as Sam came in his underwear as well. 



  The stars blurred and flickered overhead as Dean blinked stupidly. Sam let out a long sigh and went boneless against him. Frogs chorused in the ditches and the reeds by the lake, and an owl called distantly. There was swampy, sticky heat between their bodies but elsewhere sweat and come were cooling fast in the night breeze. His briefs were going to be gross in T minus two minutes. 



  Dean managed to work up enough spit in his throat to swallow. “We should go,” he croaked. 



  “Yeah.” Sam yawned against his collarbone and moved sluggishly when Dean prodded him. 



  In the car, the tape deck came on loudly when the engine turned over, startling Dean so badly that he slapped it off, and then felt stupid turning it back on again, so they drove back in silence except for the rush of the wind. Once Dean shot a glance at Sam and caught him staring back, grinning, so Dean kept his eyes firmly on the road. 



  When they got back, they changed in the dark. Dean shucked off his stiff underwear with a grimace and pulled on a pair of sweat pants, then crawled into bed and tried not to think about anything. His stupid dick was hard again. Stubbornly, Dean rolled over and buried his face in the pillows, vowing not to move until he smothered himself, or fell asleep, whichever came first. 


 


  He must have fallen asleep, because the afterlife hopefully didn’t consist of waking up in a shitty motel in Gillette, with daylight streaming through the curtains. His eyes felt gritty from sleeping too long, and the room was empty. There was a note on the desk that said LIBRARY which was either Sam freaking out and running away, or Sam acting like a totally normal bookworm, so no help there. 



  Outside, Mrs. Lawson was shaking a bowl of kibble and calling, “Brewster! Here boy! Brewster!” The two oldest Montoya kids were kicking a ratty soccer ball around the parking lot. Tracey Stibbons sat on the curb in her slippers with a cigarette in one hand and a bowl of cereal in the other while Kaylee ran in circles yelling “No!” She had Cheerios in her hair. 



  Dean remembered Sam in that phase and then winced, memory like a kick in the ribs. His baby brother. Stepping back inside he let the door slam behind him, but hanging around in their shared room wasn’t any better. Instead, he put on his running shoes, left Sam a note, and took off from the motel at a steady jog, waving at Kelly Ann and Mrs. Montoya on the way. 



  He looped four or five miles around the opposite side of town from the library, past the cemetery and the county hospital. The roads in Gillette were wide and empty in the middle of a weekday morning, blazing back the white sunlight. Dean’s stomach rumbled as he jogged past a diner wafting the smell of fryer grease, but he didn’t have his wallet with him, so he turned back toward the motel. 



  Their room was still dim and cool, deserted. Dean changed out of his running shoes, because he didn’t need to be seen in public wearing sneakers any more than necessary. He was lacing up his boots when there was a knock at the door. 



  It was Delaney, wearing overalls with her hair in pigtails. “Have you seen Mrs. Lawson’s dog?” 



  “Not recently.” Dean let the door open further and leaned against the frame. “Hey, what were you and Sam talking about the other day?” 



  “He hasn’t said anything to you about it?” she asked, fiddling with the splitting ends of her hair. 



  “No,” Dean said. 



  She shrugged, already edging one foot behind the other. “It’s not my business. I gotta keep helping Mrs. Lawson look for Brewster.”



  “Wait,” Dean said, reaching out a hand, managing to stop himself before he grabbed her. She’d flinched back like a startled cat. “Sorry. Just… is Sam okay?” 



  Delaney laughed, low and unfunny, and he could hear the edge of a smoker’s rasp in it already. “No one is okay, Dean,” she said, and turned on her heel, sparkly jelly sandals slapping against the pavement. 



  “I’ll tell Sam you stopped by,” Dean called after her.



  Shaking his head to himself, he grabbed his wallet and car keys. The cheapest breakfast in town was a truck stop off I-90 that sold greasy breakfast sandwiches with eggs out of a box and bacon that tasted like nothing but salt on cardboardy English muffins, but they were two for a dollar. Dean bought eight, and 98 cents worth of black coffee, and dropped his two pennies of change in the tip jar. 



  When he shouldered open the motel room door, grease-stained paper bag in hand, Sam was propped on his bed, reading a book. Dean hesitated for a moment before letting the door fall closed behind him. The curtains were still drawn and the dark was stifling after the midday brightness. He and Sam regarded each other for a long moment. 



  “You’re gonna hurt your eyes,” Dean said finally, sitting down at the table. Sam huffed out a breath and looked back at his book. Okay, normal. Dean could do normal. “You just missed Delaney.” 



  Sam made a dismissive noise. 



  “She was looking for something,” Dean went on, putting as much slimy innuendo into the truth as he could. “Too bad you weren’t here.” 



  Casting him a sour look over the top of his book, Sam continued to ignore him. 



  Dean fiddled with the saturated wrapper of one of the sandwiches. Suddenly he wasn’t really hungry. “You know, we’re probably not going to be here much longer. If you were waiting till the last minute to make your move, now’s the time. All things considered, it’s not a bad strategy. Keep a girl strung along, and then get it and get out before things get complicated.” 



  “Would you stop it?” Sam snapped. 



  “I’m just trying to help!” Dean’s heart was pounding, a spot between his shoulder blades in the middle of his back crawling. “Delaney’s a pretty girl who’s obviously crazy about you, and one minute you’re having these secret heart-to-hearts and the next you don’t even want to talk to her! How are you ever going to get laid acting like that?”



  Sam raised his eyebrows. 



  Dean’s shoulders tried to hunch up toward his ears. His face felt hot. “You know that doesn’t count.” 



  Sam’s mouth twisted nastily. Pushing himself to his feet he stalked across the room,  and slammed his hardback book down on the table dangerously close to Dean’s fingers. Dean barely had time to register the cover of Camus’ 
  
    The Stranger
  
   before Sam leaned over and kissed Dean, sinking his teeth hard into Dean’s lower lip. His hand was on Dean’s shoulder, squeezing, his eyelashes sweeping closed along his cheekbone, close enough that Dean’s eyes crossed trying to focus on him. Sam’s tongue swiped against his and Dean realized he’d opened his mouth. He tried to close it again but that moved his lips against Sam’s almost like a real kiss and Sam moaned. 



  Dean jerked back. “Sam,” he said, shocked. 



  Sam stared at him, eyes dilated black in the dark room, panting. 



  “Sam,” Dean started again, helplessly. 



  “Shut up about Delaney,” Sam said, and whirled around, slamming out of the room. 



  Dean blinked at the empty room; Sam’s abandoned book on the table, the congealing, inedible breakfast sandwiches. He could still feel the dampness on his lips from Sam’s tongue, taste the Sam-ness of him. “What the fuck was that?” he yelled, loud enough that one of the Montoyas next door banged on the wall. 


 


  Sam hadn’t come back by the time Dean had to leave for work. He considered ditching, and going to look for him, but Sam’s shoes were still on the floor and even though there was a cool breeze from the west, the asphalt was still scorching from the afternoon sun, which meant Sam hadn’t gone far. 



  Instead, Dean got in the car, and sat for a minute, baking in her greenhouse interior, overwhelmed by how much Sam belonged in this space with him, heart thundering at the thought that maybe Sam had just busted them both out of the confines that the car could hold. She was already carrying a lot of Winchester baggage. This too? 



  He made it to work only five minutes late but he was so distracted that Meredith finally cornered him in the utility closet to ask what was wrong during the lull while the after-dinner showings were all in full swing and the halls were quiet, before 16 ounce sodas drove people to the bathrooms halfway through the run time. “Hey Winchester. You okay?” 



  “Yeah. Of course. Why wouldn’t I be?” 



  “Uh-huh. Sure, tough guy. Hand me the carpet cleaner.” She pointed over his shoulder and Dean passed it to her. He liked Meredith. 



  Dean expected Sam to be asleep when he got home, but the light was on behind the curtains. He hesitated, key in hand, trying to decide if he was enough of a coward to sleep in the car. The answer was yes but he didn’t want to explain that to Mrs. Lawson or Kelly Ann tomorrow morning. 



  The door creaked open. “Sam-” Dean began, but Sam interrupted him before he could get any further, which was a good thing because Dean had no idea where he was going with that sentence. 



  “Dad called. He wants us in Carson City by the end of the week.” Sam wasn’t looking at him, sitting at the table and sorting through the stack of library books he’d just picked up. 



  “Oh.” Dropping his jacket on the chair, Dean tried to change gears mentally. It was a thousand miles, give or take, through the mountains the whole way. Two comfortable days of driving, fifteen hours if they pushed it. He’d have to see if he could pick up his last paycheck a day early, get on the road tomorrow. He’d be leaving them short-staffed for the weekend rush. 



  “Will you cut my hair before we go?” 



  Dean blinked. “What? Now?” 



  Sam shrugged. “Dad’ll pitch a fit when he sees it.” 



  “And suddenly you care?” Dean asked warily. 



  “I like my hair long, but not 70s long. I don’t want to look like Van Halen.” 



  “Hey, don’t knock the classics,” Dean shot back on auto-pilot. Sam definitely had an ulterior motive here, but it was one less thing to fight with Dad about and a distraction from talking about their… whatever. Dean went to get the scissors out of the first aid kit. 



  Dean was okay at cutting hair, no matter what Sam said about that one time when he was thirteen, but Sam hadn’t asked for a haircut in a long time. Recently he’d been scrounging until he had enough money to get it professionally done, which was part of why it got so long. Dad wouldn’t hand out money for a haircut when they had a perfectly good pair of scissors. 



  Sam perched on the edge of the bathtub, with a towel around his shoulders. The overhead light was harsh, and somehow it felt like nighttime even though there were no windows in the bathroom. They’d spent hundreds of nights of their lives in midnight bathrooms together at truck stops and motels and all-night diners; driving through the night, going to bed too late or not at all, and getting up too early, washing, shaving, stitching up wounds and cutting each others’ hair. 



  Standing over Sam, Dean combed his fingers through Sam’s silky hair, catching the strands between his pointer and middle finger, starting at the top of his scalp and trying to keep it even all around. Dark curls drifted to the floor and the bottom of the tub. Sam was still as a cat, uncharacteristically patient and silent. The snip of the scissors and the sound of their breathing was loud in the tiny tiled room. 



  Sitting on the tub put Sam’s mouth right at the level of Dean’s dick. Sam wasn’t doing anything, it was just Dean’s twisted mind going there, in the quiet rhythm of the work with nothing to distract him. Thinking of all the things they’d never done, 
  
    would 
  
  never do. Kissing was just the - heh - tip. 



  Dean’s hands were good at working with his brain out of commission. He threaded his fingers through the fine strands, feeling the warmth of Sam’s scalp, the delicate shape of his skull. This 
  
    had 
  
  been a trap, Dean’d been right. He could feel it springing around him as surely as the walls closing in, but he couldn’t leave Sam with a mullet - not and be seen in public with him. 



  Instead he kept snipping and stroking the loose hairs away, trying not to notice the soft nape of Sam’s neck as he lifted the hair off it, or the way Sam was chewing on his lips again. Dean avoided his gaze, carefully trimming up the back. It might be the neatest haircut he’d ever given Sam, but eventually the only thing left was the bangs, and Dean couldn’t delay it any longer. Tipping Sam’s head toward him with two fingers, he brushed Sam’s hair out of his eyes. 



  “Dean…” Sam said, looking up at him. 



  “Almost done, Sammy,” he said, and his voice shook even though his hands were steady. The scissors went snip-snip reassuringly, and Sam blinked strands of falling hair out of his eyelashes. “There.” Hastily, Dean turned away to rinse the scissors off in the sink and wash tiny, itchy bits of hair off his hands. 



  When he turned back, Sam hadn’t moved, except to shrug off the towel and brush himself off. His eyes looked huge with his bangs short. Dean had almost forgotten what his eyebrows looked like. “Dean,” he repeated, and his voice had dropped half an octave. It was a familiar tone. 



  Dean put out a hand to steady himself on the counter. “We can’t, Sam.” 



  The stubborn set to Sam’s jaw was familiar too. “We already do.” 



  “It’s not like that,” Dean said, his voice echoing weakly off the discolored tiles. 



  “Isn’t it?” Sam asked, sharp. 



  “It’s not, it 
  
    isn’t,
  
   Sam, it’s just some thing, just… stupid messing around.” Sam’s eyes were bright, glossy like he was trying not to cry, and it made him look all of twelve which seriously wasn’t helping the sick lurch in Dean’s stomach. “You’re just confused, you don’t really…” 



  “Stop telling me what I want!” Sam snapped, standing up abruptly. “Stop it! Tell me you don’t want it, or shut the hell up, but don’t try to tell me what I do and don’t want!” Dean gripped the scissors so hard the blades bit into his palm. “Stop talking about me and start talking about you,” Sam said, blinking fast, mouth pinched tight. 



  Dean opened his mouth to say 
  
    no, it’s not like that,
  
   and couldn’t make the words come out. They choked in his throat, stuck on his cottony tongue. The most selfish thing he’d ever done, his honest silence. 



  In the buzzing of the overhead light, Sam’s face went from defiant to hopeful in gradual stages - his eyes lightened, the furrow in his brow softened, the corners of his mouth quirked up. Dean couldn’t breathe as Sam shuffled two steps forward to bring them toe-to-toe in the tiny space. The edge of the counter dug into his back. 



  He didn’t have to tip his head down at all to kiss Sam, and that was - it was good, reassuring. Sam’s hands were on his hips, skimming up his sides, fingers curling in his shirt. Just the brush of their lips made Dean feverish, hazy. His pulse was thumping in his ears and his dick at once, and he could feel Sam hard against his thigh too. Little staticky pulses of heat went through him when they rubbed together.



  When they broke apart, Sam’s smile was too smug for benediction, too sweet for damnation. It was all Sam, self-satisfied, delighted. It made Dean’s heart squeeze like a fucking coronary. Sam slid his arms around Dean’s neck, long, bony body slotting against his. Dean tipped their foreheads together, Sam’s bangs tickling his eyebrows, and closed his eyes. 



  “Dean?” Sam whispered, painfully hopeful. 



  Dean sucked in a breath, let it out slowly and opened his eyes. “Yeah, Sammy.” 


 


  Gillette was in the rear view mirror, Wyoming cattle land rolling away on both sides, the blue shadows of the mountains rising to the west. The windows were down and Zep cranked up loud. Sam was barefoot, feet propped on the dashboard, watching the barbed wire and brown hills flash by out the window. 



  They had said goodbye to Mrs. Lawson and Tracey as they loaded the duffel bags. Dean let Kelly Ann know that he couldn’t cover the desk during nap time, and Sam’d gone to knock on Delaney’s door. The two of them had a little confab, and when Delaney spotted Dean waiting by the car she beamed enormously and waved. 



  “What did you tell her?” Dean asked once they pulled onto the highway. 



  “What?” Sam called over the road noise and the radio. 



  “I said, what did you tell Delaney?” Dean repeated, louder. 



  Sam smiled, toothy, wind whipping his cropped hair, and tucked his toes under Dean’s thigh on the leather seat. “Nothing. Just that she was right.” 



  Dean raised his eyebrows. “About?” 



  “Stuff,” Sam said cryptically, and Dean rolled his eyes, flinging his arm out along the back of the bench seat. When Sam tipped his head back, Dean’s fingertips found the bare nape of Sam’s neck, the soft, shorn ends of his hair and out of the corner of his eye, Dean could see Sam smiling. One hand on the wheel, Dean grinned at the road and put his foot down on the gas. 
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