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even whiskey can't do (what you do when you kiss me that way)


    
    John is not sure when it starts, this tension between them, the low-thrumming undercurrent of something he refuses to name. He just knows he can feel it pulsing in his veins with every beat of his heart whenever they are alone. Which they are now, a lot, with Sam gone.

‘Sonofa-‘

Dean bites his lip as his shoulder snaps back into its place with a loud ‘pop’ and there’s something about the way Dean’s teeth dig into his plump lower lip that has John’s hand flexing on the throbbing joint. Dean winces against the pressure and John takes the opportunity to step away, rifling through his duffle for disinfectant and bandages. ‘Should probably ice that.’

Dean just nods as he turns to let John patch up the gash on the back of his shoulder. ‘Probably. Could do with a drink first, though.’ 

John hesitates as he puts the bandage on, pressing it to Dean’s skin to get it to stick. It’s different, without Sam around, without the incessant questions and chattering to distract them. It’s just the two of them, in close quarters, all day, every day, and it’s getting harder to ignore this thing, the lingering looks Dean gives him, how he always leans into the touch, no matter how painful. It had never been an issue before, with Sam as a buffer between them, or maybe he had just been too busy fighting with his youngest to notice.  He sure notices now, and he really wishes he didn’t. He pulls his hand from his son’s back and takes a few steps back.

‘You sure about that?’

Dean nods. ‘There’s a bar down the street. Just need somethin’ to take the edge off.’

John gives in with a sigh and a shrug. He doesn’t have it in him to argue with Dean, not over something so trivial, not after that screw-up of a hunt they just have been on. So he just laces his boots back up, watches Dean as he struggles to put his shirt back on. He reaches out before he can stop himself, carefully extending Dean’s arm through the sleeve.

‘Thanks.’ Dean glances at him before sharply turning away, making John’s hand fall back to his side. Dean shrugs into a flannel shirt and his jacket with some difficulty but John doesn’t help this time, lets his son struggle through the movements until he’s fully dressed.

 

The bar down the street is a run-down hole-in-a-wall. They walk up together, John’s hand between Dean’s shoulder blades as he lets him go in first and Dean leans into it just for a fraction of a second, the worn leather familiar under his palm. Dean sidles up to the bartender, a young guy with spiky blond hair, and slaps some money on the bar while John settles at the far end where he has a better view of the room. It’s habit, mostly, and if it also gives him a better view of Dean, well, that’s just a lucky coincidence.

Across the room, Dean is still talking to the bartender, leaning in a bit closer than strictly necessary and John wonders briefly if this is the way it’ll go tonight, if this is the real edge Dean is looking to take off. It’s not unexpected, over the last years John has learned that Dean is rather flexible with his hookups. Still, he can feel his shoulders tensing as his fingers curl tightly against his thigh. The sting makes the feeling ebb, if only slightly.

The bartender sets down a bottle of beer for Dean before turning and making his way down the bar.

‘What can I get you?’, he asks, grinning easily at John.

‘Whiskey, bottom shelf,’ he orders gruffly as he watches a leggy brunette sidle up to Dean, immediately standing way too close. She says something and there’s a moment before Dean turns to face her, a moment when he raises his beer bottle to John in a silent salute, his eyes burning into his father’s.

John downs the whiskey the bartender sets down in front of him in one go, the cheap alcohol burning its way down his throat as lets his eyes wander and assess everything and everyone in the room. By the time he makes it back to where Dean is leaning against the bar, the brunette is plastered to his side, her eyes shining as she gazes up at his son adoringly.

Despite the charming smile he flashes the girl, he can still tell Dean is exhausted, his posture slumping, movements stiff from the pain in his shoulder. His eyes dart over to John every so often, and John is not sure what to make of it, of the sparkle in his son’s eyes that seems to have nothing to do with the girl pressing close to him, the way he worries his lip with his teeth just for a moment. John presses his fingers harder into the flesh of his thigh, until the bite of his nails through the worn jeans stings just enough for him to pull his focus away from Dean.

He signals the bartender for a refill and by the time he downs the second drink, across the room the girl pulls Dean close to her as she backs herself against the closest wall, her hands going boldly under Dean’s jacket. He follows easily enough but there’s none of his usual swagger and John grimaces a bit at the realization that this is where they are at now, at a point where he recognizes and can appreciate his son’s moves, sometimes so eerily like his own, although Dean wouldn’t even know that. He’s up and crossing the room before he can think better of it, fueled by the thrum of something in his veins.

‘Dean.’ His voice is low and gruff with the horrors of the day and the cheap whiskey of the night and he can feel more than see Dean straighten at the sound of it as he pulls his mouth from the girl’s, his bottom lip coming away smudged red. John rests a steady hand on the back of his son’s neck before turning his attention to the girl. ‘Sorry sweetheart, tonight’s not the night for you.’

She blinks at him, her mouth dropping open, seemingly scandalized by his audacity to interrupt, before looking up at Dean, obviously expecting him to tell John to fuck off, her hands moving to come to rest on his chest.

John gives a little squeeze and Dean goes lax under his palm as he takes a step back from the girl. She huffs indignantly, mutters under her breath before stalking off, jarring Dean's bad shoulder when she shoves past him.

‘We should go.’ Dean releases a shaky breath, he can feel it against his palm, the way Dean quietly surrenders, subtly leaning back into the touch.

The cold night air sobers whatever little buzz two shots of bottom-shelf whiskey have created and John is acutely aware of Dean’s body next to his, shoulder to shoulder, in perfect stride. It’s odd, how Dean’s seemingly vibrating with energy all of a sudden, how it seems to intensify with every step closer to their motel room.

By the time he slides the key into the lock of the door to their room, Dean is practically glued to his side and while John doesn’t usually mind the proximity, it makes his skin burn now. He ushers Dean inside and he goes easily, toeing off his boots and shrugging out of his jacket almost immediately.

John hovers in the door for a split second, watches Dean turn around and look up at him expectantly, teeth back to worrying his bottom lip. John lets the door close behind him with a thud, his fingers digging back into his thigh on reflex for a moment before he kicks back into motion, moving deeper into the room as he takes off his jacket, tosses it onto the small desk in the corner. He can feel Dean’s gaze heavy on his back and John rests his hands on the edge of the desk, head bowed. ‘You should-‘, he clears his throat when his voice is too rough to his own ears, ‘-get cleaned up. Get some rest. We leave early tomorrow.’

Behind him, he hears Dean shifting, moving in closer.

‘So that’s it? You’re just gonna cockblock me and leave me high and dry?’

There’s an edge to Dean’s voice that John’s never heard before and it’s unexpected, unsettling. Normally, his response to Dean mouthing off to him would be anger, it’s always been and it’s effective, but it’s not what’s simmering so close beneath his skin right now. It burns just as red hot, though, the desire to put Dean in his place in other ways, ways he doesn’t usually allow himself to even think about.

He turns to face Dean, one hand coming up to grip his son’s chin. He means to say something, but he’s distracted, by the rebelliousness in Dean’s eyes and the trace of red still smeared so temptingly on Dean’s lips. It doesn’t escape his notice how Dean’s breath quickens, his chin jutting defiantly in John’s grip, his eyes firmly fixed on his father’s face, still silently demanding an answer.

John runs his thumb over Dean’s lips instead, taking with it the last remnants of lipstick, of the reminder of a faceless stranger’s lips on his son’s. Dean’s eyes flutter shut at the touch and he exhales shakily, a warm puff of air against the pad of his thumb, before pushing closer again, and John is sure he’s never seen anything prettier in his life.

It’s intoxicating, how much Dean trusts him, how much Dean wants to please. It’s nothing new, it’s the way it’s always been, but now, being this close, touching him like this, it’s everything.

‘Fuck, Dean,’ John rasps, voice still coming out too rough, as he takes a moment to look at the boy- man, standing in front of him. The sharp angle of his jaw, the clusters of freckles, the small dimple that shows when Dean smiles that fits his thumb just right. ‘What do you want from me?’

Dean closes his hand around John’s wrist and though it would be easy to wrench free, John lets go and drops his hand to rest lightly against the side of Dean’s neck instead as Dean steps even closer into his space. ‘You really need me to say it?’

John feels hot all over, the thrum in his blood pulsing steadily in his entire body, and he swallows against the dryness in his throat. ‘Yeah.’

Dean only growls in response, a low, frustrated sound deep in his throat, and he drops his hand to dig his fingers into John’s thigh. Hard.

‘Dean,’ he chokes out and somewhere in his mind, he knows he should put a stop to this right the fuck now. But when Dean inches even closer, close enough to share breath, green eyes defiantly glinting up at him, lips parting in a mocking John, nails biting into the abused skin of his thigh, something snaps.

John wishes he could blame it on alcohol or a post-hunt adrenaline rush, like he did the one time he had indulged himself, jerking off in the shower to flashes of Dean undressing, the play of lean muscle shifting beneath pale skin, the thought of marking that flawless skin up any which way he wanted to. It was nothing but a fucked-up fantasy then, fueled by cheap whiskey and taking out a nasty ghoul, but hell, if it hadn’t made him come harder than he had in years. He had chalked it up as a moment of weakness, never to be repeated again, and he had stuck with that, stomped down on the current of - hell, who was he kidding – want, arousal that seemed to spike at the most inopportune of moments. And it had worked, for the most part. Until right the fuck now, with Dean standing so close that he can count every damn freckle, can feel his son’s breath ghosting hotly over his skin.

It’s easy, too easy, to pull Dean in the rest of the way with the slightest flex of his fingers against Dean’s neck. And really, what’s one more bad decision after 18 years of ruining the boy’s life?

Dean’s lips are soft beneath his, pliant, letting him kiss away the triumphant grin, parting beautifully in a quiet groan. It’s the softest of sounds, but it’s enough to send the blood rushing south. Dean chases after him when he pulls back for air, hands pushing impatiently under his button down, as he mouths along John’s neck, up his jaw. John huffs a laugh, runs his hand up into Dean’s hair, tugging lightly until Dean pulls away with a discontent noise. ‘Easy, boy.’

In response, Dean grinds against him, already hard against John’s thigh, as he drops his forehead to John’s shoulder with a pained no.

‘Yes, Dean. Gonna make it so good for you if you let me.’

‘Fuck yeah,’ Dean says, breathless, but his hands still don’t stop moving, restlessly running down until he can sneak under the hem of John’s shirt, hands finally splaying over warm skin. John draws in a harsh breath at the touch, indulges them both for a moment, lets Dean’s hands roam wherever they want, exploring, pushing further up his shirt.  Dean’s touch is unexpectedly sure, if hurried, like he’s trying to touch as much as possible as long as he’s still allowed and John can’t bring himself to stop it until Dean inches his fingers into the top of John’s jeans, his other hand going for the belt buckle.

‘Stop,’ he grinds out, not quite an order, but enough of an edge to his voice that it makes Dean stop moving, hands slowly dropping away from John’s belt. John can vividly imagine Dean straightening before him, shoulders squaring, so beautifully obedient, a quiet yes, sir on his lips, just as he would do with any other order. And fuck, if that doesn’t make his dick strain in his jeans just thinking about it.

As it is, Dean just stares up at him, pupils blown, tongue darting out to wet his lips as he keeps his eyes trained on John and it’s equally as beautiful. Dean shudders – actually shudders – against him when John reaches out to push the flannel down his son’s shoulders, his lips parting in a soft oh at the feel of John’s hand so close to where he seems to want them as John slides his palm down his chest, fingers edging under the hem of his shirt.

‘Tell me you want this,’ John says, as he brings his other hand up, thumb lightly tracing the outline of Dean’s lips. It feels important somehow, to hear his son say it, to know he’s not taking advantage, although he can clearly tell Dean is into whatever this is shaping up to be.

‘Yes. Fuck, please, Dad. I want this.’

Dean already sounds wrecked although John’s barely touched him and John can’t help a soft groan, hips stuttering forward of their own accord. Dean grins, pressing his hips closer to meet the movement, and John dips his head, capturing Dean’s mouth in a quick and dirty kiss, anything to regain some semblance of control. It backfires spectacularly when Dean opens easily under him, his son’s body all but melting against him. John’s mind is still reeling as he breaks away, tugging at the hem of Dean’s shirt.

‘Off.’  With a little space between them, it’s easier to breathe, but the sight of Dean all flushed, teeth worrying his lip, is enough to make his heart beat faster, his pulse echoing loudly in his ears. ‘The shirt, Dean. Take it off.’

John allows himself to just watch as every inch of skin is revealed until it suddenly stops. The shoulder, he realizes belatedly, but Dean has already struggled through the movement, chucking his shirt away carelessly as he rolls his shoulder once, twice.

John lets his eyes wander over the expanse of naked skin already on display. It’s nothing he hasn’t seen before, but he never really let himself look, not like he is now. Dean grins, flexes just the slightest bit, before he drops his hands to his belt. He stops before he fully opens the buckle, though, his eyes flickering up to John’s. Asking for permission.

‘Go ahead.’ His voice comes out rough, unconsciously dropped to its lowest, what Mary used to call his bedroom voice. It seems to work for Dean as well if the full-body shiver is anything to go by, and John knows this should make him feel anything other than the rampant arousal that makes his dick painfully hard.

He doesn’t watch Dean undo his belt and step out of his jeans, but John hears the rustle of clothes as he crosses the room to dig through his duffle for the tube of lube he knows is stuffed into one of the side pockets. He tucks it into the back pocket of his jeans, takes a second to press the heel of his hand against his aching dick through the rough denim, before stripping out of his button down and shirt.

When he turns back, Dean is just stepping out of his briefs, the shift of muscle in his back beautiful in the half-dark of the room. Dean straightens and turns just when he’s taking a step closer and damn, that boy is going to be the death of him, he’s sure of it. He closes the remaining distance, lets his hand run from Dean’s collarbone right down to his belly button. He can feel the muscles jump under his touch, tensing in anticipation. ‘You gonna be good for me, Dean?’

‘Yes, sir,’ he breathes out, eyes fluttering close, and John swears he can feel a wet spot forming in his pants.

John takes a moment to appreciate the sight, taking in the lean muscle, smooth skin marred with the occasional scar, the blissed-out look on his face, lips parted in a soft sigh.

 ‘Yes, you are,’ he mutters under his breath as he steps behind Dean, pulling him back against his body. Dean squirms against him, breathing growing heavy as John wraps an arm around him, fingertips ghosting just over Dean’s nipple.

‘You like that?’ John husks into his ears and Dean drops his head back onto John’s shoulder with a soft yeah.

‘Yeah, I bet you do,’ John says as he lightly pinches, and he can see Dean almost bite through his lip. He makes soothing noises, rubs the nipple, lets his head drop to mouth at Dean’s neck. It doesn’t take long for the skin to turn pink, irritated by his stubble, and Dean makes a noise deep in this throat when John just lightly grazes his teeth over it. ‘Don’t hold back, baby. Let me hear you.’

He pinches the nipple again and this time, Dean doesn’t hold back, the low groan rumbling up from deep in his chest. John can feel the vibration under his lips where he still mouths at Dean’s neck, tasting the skin, sucking at the skin just hard enough to maybe leave a mark in the morning. ‘That’s it, baby. So good for me.’

Dean’s hips stutter forward into nothing, chasing friction that isn’t there, and John chuckles low into his ear. ‘You need me to touch you? God, you’re so hard, aren’t you?’

John smooths his hand down Dean’s body, from his chest down to his stomach, and Dean mewls when he once again stops short just of where Dean wants him.  

‘Yes, please, just-,’ Dean tries, hips hitching, lips parting in a silent gasp when John finally takes pity on him and wraps a hand around his straining dick.

John strokes him slowly, gathering the precum from the tip to ease his way. He knows it’s not enough, that the callouses on his hand will go from pleasurable to too much way too soon but for now, he lets Dean thrust into the tight circle of his hand, lets himself enjoy the sound Dean makes.

With every thrust forward, he also rubs deliciously against John on his way back, and John holds out for another minute before he presses into it, grinding into Dean’s ass.

‘Fuck,’ Deans gasps and John is not sure if it is from feeling him hard against his ass or from his hand being too dry. John fishes the lube out of his back pocket and Dean whines softly when John’s hand leave him entirely for a moment. ‘I know, just a sec, baby.’

The moment John’s hand returns, slick with lube, and strokes him long and slow, root to tip, Dean tenses.

‘Too much,’ he grits out and John loosens his grip, lets Dean set his own pace. There’s no rhythm to it, Dean chasing a high he can’t quite reach until he growls in frustration.

‘You need more, baby?’

Dean nods urgently, swallowing dryly. John closes his hand on Dean’s dick again, alternating short and long strokes, the noise his lubed-up hand makes in the silent room bordering on obscene.

‘Do you think you can come like this? My hand on you and my dick against your ass?’ He grinds his hips forward for emphasis and Dean chokes out a yes, sir.

John groans softly into Dean’s ear and if he had a little less self-control, he’s sure he could sink himself into this body and never leave. As is, he just keeps stroking Dean, his son’s body trembling beautifully under his touch. ‘Doing so good, Dean. So beautiful.’

‘Fuck, need to-,’ Dean whines softly when John’s next stroke ends with more pressure to the base, pulling him just the slightest bit back from the edge.

‘C’mon, just a little longer, baby,’ John rasps against the shell of Dean’s ear and Dean goes taut against him with the effort of holding back. John slows his strokes, drops his mouth to bite lightly at Dean’s shoulder. It’s meant as a distraction, but it only makes Dean’s hips twitch forward into his grip even harder.

‘Tell me you want this, too,’ Dean demands, voice wrecked and desperate, as he digs his fingers mercilessly back into John’s thigh. ‘Please, dad.’

John curses under his breath, pulling Dean back against him a bit tighter for a little extra friction against his aching dick. He wants to lie, wants to put an end to this before he loses all control, but the truth burns like fire in his throat.

‘Yeah. Yes, I do,’ he finally admits and Dean keens at the words, his body tensing as he comes on the next upstroke, painting John’s hand and his own stomach white. His head lolls back onto John’s shoulder, and John manages to rut against him a few more time before the breathy little sighs Dean lets out against his neck are too much.

He comes, pressed tightly against Dean’s ass, his low groan echoing loudly in the silent room. It’s overwhelming; a high he’s been chasing for years finally cresting, the kind of bliss he’s never been able to find at the bottom of a whiskey bottle. It’s worth the mess of coming in his pants like a teenager, the way the tension in him finally uncurls in a rush of soft warmth through his entire body.

He barely registers that Dean’s moving, turning, until a hand comes to rest on his chest, bringing him back to the present. He blinks until Dean’s face swims into focus, as he absent-mindedly wipes his hand on his jeans.

‘Did you just-?‘ Dean looks completely fucked-out, flushed all the way down his chest, limbs loose, but his eyes glint up at John with amusement and a tiny bit of disappointment.  

John doesn’t answer, just pulls Dean in for a kiss, slower this time, tongue teasing at the bitten-red skin of Dean’s lip. The sound it elicits is somewhere between a whine and a groan and if here were twenty years younger, John’s sure it would have been enough to make him hard again. As it is, his dick only manages a twitch of interest that just reminds him of the sticky mess in his pants.

It makes him pull away from Dean who’s already pressing closer to him; he’s not looking to get his son all riled up and mouthy again. He traces Dean’s cheekbone with his thumb, lets his hand run up into the damp hair at the back of his neck. ‘Go get cleaned up, son.’

For a moment, it looks like Dean is about to protest but he bites back whatever was on the tip of his tongue and just nods instead. He watches as Dean turns and fucking saunters away, hips swaying, and he barely resists the urge to smack his ass just for that. Dean doesn’t bother closing the bathroom door, the little shit, and John sinks down on the foot of his bed, suddenly exhausted.

He takes off his boots, then starts on the jeans, grimacing at the mess he finds. He stands, takes off his jeans, then the briefs, sticky and wet. He picks up the shirt he’d discarded earlier, uses it to wipe the worst of the mess off his body, before dropping all his clothes in the laundry bag.

He smells like sex and come and Dean and he should probably take a shower as well, but he’s not sure he can muster up the energy. He’s just put on a clean pair of boxer briefs when Dean comes out of the bathroom, all soft and glowy and wet, towel wrapped low on his hips. ‘Your bandage need changing?’

Dean cranes his neck as if he could actually check and see, then just shrugs. ‘Feels okay.’

John sits back down on the bed and sighs when Dean steps right into his personal space again, his hands coming to rest just above John’s knees.

‘You know,’ Dean starts, as he trails one hand up John’s thigh until he reaches the bright red crescent marks of their finger nails still clearly visible there, beside the more faded ones ‘you could have just asked.’

John makes a noise low in his throat as he closes his fingers around Dean’s wrist, pulling Dean’s hand away. He doesn’t know what’s worse, that Dean means it or that he likes the idea. ‘Get some rest, Dean. We can talk in the morning.’

Dean just hums in response but steps away, settling on his own bed. John finds a shirt in his duffle and pulls it on before stretching out in his bed.

He sleeps soundly for the first time in years.

  
Author's Note:come yell at me about things or johndean on tumblr @amill22!!

ask box is open for prompts!!
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