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Every Lie We Wrote In Our Bones

Author's Note:
      	For redmyeyes.




    

      From the writing challenge prompt list: 6. hiraeth - a homesickness for a home to which you cannot return, a home which maybe never was; the nostalgia, the yearning, the grief for the lost places of your past.

Thank you Venhedish & kalutyka for your help and reassurance this wasn't the pile of mush I thought it was.

    


    
    Sometimes, Sam dreamt of the Impala. He would never admit it in the light of day, but in the night, memory and imagination both played out in his sleeping mind. He might be any age in these dreams: young and small, playing in the back seat with plastic army men or trying to color inside the lines despite the Impala jolting over every pothole; teenaged and surly, his hoodie pulled up over his head as he sulked in the back seat, or perhaps slouched against the passenger side door once he and Dean started taking on cases alone; newly adult, lanky and full of anxious, secretive hope that his life would soon be bigger than the confines of a single car. 

Sometimes, in his dreams, Sam was even alone in the Impala, which almost never happened in real life. He dreamed himself driving down long, straight stretches of highway, the radio playing too softly for him to be able to identify the song. In those dreams, the car felt huge, larger than real life, the interior shrouded in shadow. He looked for Dean (Sam would only ever be driving the Impala if something happened to Dean) but never found him. The dreams carried a sense of loss, of urgency. He awoke despondent, a feeling that he invariably carried with him for the rest of the day. 

Truth be told, Sam was lonely. Stanford was full of people, but not people Sam knew, or who knew Sam in return. Much like in high school, Sam couldn’t exactly open himself up to his peers. Even without revealing the finer details of his childhood and teen years—no way to talk about monster hunting without coming across as mentally unstable—Sam couldn’t put his past proudly on display with his classmates. What did he have in common with any of them? They grew up in the suburbs. He grew up in a mix of motels, shitty rentals, and the back of a car. They had hobbies. Sam had drills and target practice. A girl in Sam’s Lit class owned horses and did something called dressage. One guy in Sam’s Intro to Psych course traveled around the country to rock climb. 

Sam owned a knife, a hand-me-down Zippo, his journal, six T-shirts without holes, one sweater, two decent pairs of jeans, a pair of shoes destined to suffer a blowout any day now, a flannel he stole from Dean, and two hoodies (one dark grey, one purchased at Stanford with the last of the cash Dean gave him). While he’d certainly traveled around the country, the only climbing he did was getting to or away from a creature that was trying to kill him. Not exactly a great basis for building close relationships. 

And so Sam dreamed. Behind the wheel of the Impala in his dreams, he felt the normalcy he longed for every day at Stanford, even if he had never felt particularly normal in real life. The singular sort of loneliness he felt looking at the empty passenger seat of a dreamt Impala seemed more real than a dorm, an advisor, a meal plan. Something was missing, awry, askew – true in dreaming and in waking. 

On sleepless nights, Sam tossed and turned on his extra-long twin bed. It was far wider than a ‘67 Impala’s bench seat, but he still never quite fit. His roommate, Jeremy—a prospective art major from Pasadena—snored badly. Deviated septum, he told Sam proudly, the result of a wayward volleyball. His parents had offered to get the nose fixed, but Jeremy turned the plastic surgery down. He thought the slight bend in his otherwise aquiline nose gave him character.

“Rakish,” he told Sam. “That’s how it makes me look.”

Sam knew from rakish noses, and Jeremy’s certainly wasn’t one, but Sam’s dominant personality trait at Stanford so far was the silent, serious nod. People read anything they wanted into that nod, usually the best possible interpretation for themselves. If Sam thought Jeremy’s quirky nose wasn’t worth the foghorn snoring, he wouldn’t be the one saying as much aloud. 

Dean had a very rakish nose. The small bump on the bridge somehow made him more handsome, as though the tiny flaw highlighted the perfection of his other features. Or so the girls always said, cooing over Dean’s green eyes and plush lips, his spiky hair with its sun-golden sheen. Sam actually preferred the imperfections, the badly set nose merely one on a list. The scar on Dean’s chin, his myriad freckles, his slight crossbite that sometimes made him look the tiniest bit rabbity, his bowed legs. Dean always insisted they were “cowboy legs,” to which Dad had once replied, mild and even, “What kind of cowboy couldn’t catch a pig in a ditch?”

Sam—twelve at the time and desperate for Dad’s focus on anyone but him—dissolved into giggles until he caught sight of Dean’s face. Oh, his brother kept his features schooled, as was the Winchester way, but Sam knew the “joke” stung. Later that night, after Dad passed out with his bottle of Jim Beam in one hand and a worn photograph of Mom in the other, Sam slipped under the blankets with Dean and ran his hands down the sharp knees and curved shins he knew and adored above all others.

“Dad’s an asshole,” Sam said – quietly, quietly, let’s not wake the bear. 

“He ain’t wrong,” Dean said, always on Dad’s side, even when that ran counter to his own pride or feelings.

“You could definitely catch a pig in a ditch,” Sam insisted stubbornly. “You caught plenty of things.”

“You make it sound like I got an STD,” Dean grumbled, though Sam could tell he was pleased. “The clap. Crabs.”

“Gross,” Sam said.

“No glove, no love, Sammy, like I always said.”

“I don’t remember how,” Sam said, innocent as a hurricane. “Can you show me?”

Dean shoved him hard, until Sam rolled off the edge of the bed and onto the floor, burritoed in the sheet. Sam could barely make out Dean’s face in the dark, but he could tell it was red, color high in his cheeks and ears.

“Dean,” Sam said.

“Go to sleep, Sammy,” Dean said. His voice sounded rough, like when he smoked cigarettes out back of the high school. Sam attended the middle school next door, the schools separated by a chain link fence either brother could scale in his sleep. 

“Dean,” Sam repeated.

“What? Dean hissed back.

“Dad’s wrong about your legs,” Sam said, with all the fervor and sincerity his 12-year-old body could muster. “They’re just right. They’re perfect, just like they’re supposed to be.”

In Sam’s empty-Impala dream, he sometimes heard the ghostly quiet sound of Dean’s reply. A real reply, not a gift (or curse) from Sam’s subconscious.

“Thanks, Sammy. At least I’ve always got you.”

On nights when Jeremy’s snores from his unrakish deviated septum kept Sam awake and away from those Impala dreams, Sam made himself think about the courage it took for Dean to tell him that, to admit a weakness, a dependency. He forced himself to turn the thought that he’d disappointed Dean, abandoned him, over and over in his head like an engine that wouldn’t quite start. Dean would know how to fix an engine like that, but Dean was hundreds, maybe thousands, of miles away.

If Sam closed his eyes, even awake, he could still picture the Impala clear as daylight. The lines of her vinyl seats, the plasticky smell of her heat kicking on in the winter, the feel of her carpet against his bare feet. Though Dean rarely let him drive, Sam saw his own long-fingered hands on the leather wrapped steering wheel. When he reached to adjust the rearview mirror, Dean slapped his hand away, laughing.

“Don’t get too comfortable, kiddo,” Dean warned him, as if Sam could. Where had he ever been comfortable, other than in the passenger seat himself, watching Dean drive that battleship of a car with the careless ease of a speed boat captain? Sam worried his nails down to the quick over Dean’s driving, but Dean never so much as scratched her. Sam could never drive the Impala like Dean, recklessly and reverently. He wished he were there now, just for a night. One night in the passenger seat to ease this ache, and maybe the dreams would stop. 

Sophomore year, Sam picked up a campus job doing data entry for donor services. He no longer shared a dorm with Jeremy. Sleep still didn’t come easy, and the Impala dreams continued, but with greater predictability. His subconscious decided on favorites. Sam dreamed them over and over. 

The time in ‘98 when a ghost cracked Dean’s head against the driver’s side window in Beaufort, South Carolina, leaving behind a spider web of hairline cracks surrounding a deep red smear. Sam nearly lost his mind with panic as Dean’s body slid limply down the car door. Only Dean’s smirky smile when Sam torched the haunted lachrymatory had reassured Sam that his brother wasn’t dead. In the dream, sometimes Dean didn’t smile.

The week spent driving cross country while twelve-year-old Sam had the flu; Dad refused to stop, so Sam spent that week sleeping with his head in Dean’s lap, feverish and hallucinating, while Dean mopped the sweat from his brow. Apparently Sam babbled off and on about a book about the Knights of the Round Table, something Dean had read to him when they were both small. Sam burned and burned and awoke expecting flames.

One night they both huddled on the Impala’s hood in sleeping bags, lights off, watching the stars spin across the sky a few miles outside of Moab. Sam saw a shooting star. Dean claimed he saw a UFO. 

The kiss that never happened, but that Sam had imagined and fantasized for years, the brothers spread out on the rear bench seat, limbs entangled. Dean smelled like clean sweat and motor oil, tasted like whiskey, and touched Sam tenderly. 

A simple nightmare, fabricated from fear alone ‒ the Impala, a mangled wreck, T-boned by an 18-wheeler, Dean bleeding in the back seat while Sam white-knuckled the steering wheel, shouting “Dean! Dean!” Are they even alive? echoed in his head.

Each dream on an infinite loop, complete with instant replay. 

When Sam started dating Jess, things got better. He still had dreams about the Impala, but less frequently, and when he whimpered or cried out in his sleep, Jess woke him with a gentle touch and soft words. He never told her that not all of the dreams were nightmares. As much as he loved her—and he did, so much, like he never thought he could love someone who wasn’t Dean—he couldn’t share those memories with her, let alone the fantasies and fears. Instead, he curled his body around hers like a 1967 Chevy Impala around the bodies of two small boys, still unaware of how dangerous the world truly was. He rested more easily, believing he was keeping her safe.

Life was good, sometimes comically so. How could the boy who grew up in a back seat become a man with close friends, a man who window shopped for rings he couldn’t afford just yet, a man with an interview for Stanford Law? His sleeping world was still the size of the Impala’s back seat; his waking world seemed infinite. His future looked so full, so bright. What, then, could he still be longing for? 

When Dean broke into the apartment Sam shared with Jess and pinned him to the floor, something inside Sam shifted. The sight of Dean, the smell of him, the mocking timbre of his voice – all as Sam remembered. He realized with a dawning sense of horror just what, exactly, he had been pining for all this time. When he slid into the Impala’s passenger seat, he felt it in his bones. Home. Finally, home.
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