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    When Sam was fifteen he went on this whole kick of weird trivia. More obscure than the stuff that'd be inside the lid of a Snapple bottle. Did you know ducks have corkscrew penises? was one that had nearly made Dean drive off the road, just from the surprise of how Sam just busted out with it at mile-marker 200, apropos of absolutely nothing. Once when Dean had had a date bail on him and he was stuck at the house they were squatting in, he got a whole five minute speech about the age of the universe, complete with an explanation about how the doppler effect had somehow proven the big bang and the knowledge that, really, all of them were made of exploded stars. Makes you sound like a hippie chick on acid, Sammy, Dean had said at the time, and Sam rolled his eyes at him and turned back to his astronomy book, ignoring how Dean was kind of—entertained, by the idea. His dumb body, full of stars. Huh.

The one Dean remembers very clearly, in every particular—day and time and place and even the scent of the muddy ground—was when they'd woken up alone in a motel Dad was supposed to be in, and they'd gone out to have breakfast at the diner across the street, and there was Dad after all: passed out, drunk, slumped across the back seat of the Impala without even salt scattered over the asphalt to keep him safe. It had rained, last night. Hence the mud. Dean had had his hands folded over his head, trying to decide—leave him and risk—? or wake him and risk—when Sam had sighed, and said, in this weird voice that sounded totally blank of emotion at all, like he was reading it off a cue card: abstemiously is one of the few words in English with all of the vowels in the correct order. Dean had said, what?, but of course it was a Sam-fact. Then he'd said, still staring at Dad's slack face, what does that mean? Abstemious. Sam didn't actually know. Dean looked it up, later.

Restraint isn't something that comes natural. His whole life, he figured it might be ending sooner rather than later, so he didn't see the point in saving up virtue for some future rainy day. What money he had, he spent, and what booze he had, he drank. He imagined dying, taken down on some hunt by some pissant ghost or finally ganked by demons or, shit, hit by a city bus when he was crossing the street, and getting up past the pearly gates and trying to explain to Keith Moon and Janis that he'd turned down that second beer or opted for a salad instead of fries because—what? Like his body, stars or no, was some kind of temple? And then he'd been decapitated by a friggin kitsune and his last meal had been, for the love of god, broccoli and tofu? Heart health felt immaterial when the heart could be ripped out of his chest on any random Wednesday afternoon.

Trouble is: he keeps not dying. Well, clarify that. He dies and then is not dead and so his dumb body is still something he has to live in. Trouble is: Sam still believes in the whole body-as-temple thing and, well, Dean's worshiped a little at the temple of Sam and maybe Sam's got a good thing going, it turns out. Trouble is: lack of restraint, right now, isn't something Dean can afford. Trouble is, Dean's holding onto control of his body by the skin of his goddamn teeth, and his teeth don't have an atom of it to spare.

He didn't kill Metatron but only because Sam bodily dragged him off. He doesn't kill Claire's weird drifter friends, but it's damn close. He drives home, that day, and he parks the car up at the entrance to the bunker, and then he sits there, alone, while the sun sinks down past the horizon, and through the night. His phone buzzes. Sam, probably, wondering how it went. Wondering when he's getting home. Wondering what's wrong with him—except, of course, they both know what's wrong with him. For some damn reason Sam thinks that Dean can be part of how they handle it, despite all of the mountains of evidence Dean's provided to the contrary.

The mark on his arm doesn't hurt. It seems like it should hurt. But then—it isn't really part of him, is it. It's just a brand, marking his body as something that can be used. A vessel of—all that's bad, as far as Dean can tell. He sits in the car in the dark and looks down at his arm. His hand. His gun's on the passenger side where Sam should be. He has blades, inside his jacket pocket and in his boot and a machete, on the floor in the backseat. The blade he wants is—well, he's not allowed to have that blade, even if his body feels like it's curved around the space of it, all the time. Like his palm's shaped for the handle and it's waiting to be filled. Cinderella and her perfect damn shoe.

Well, his body doesn't get to say. Sam's right. He can't just be flailing around out of control, all the time. He's the one who took on the damn mark. He's got to be the one controlling what it does to him. Whatever he's been doing ain't working. Time to make a change. Fuck off, Cat Stevens.

*

A list. He actually sits down with a pen and paper, that morning, while Sam's out for his run and won't see. What does he do wrong? Everything. So, okay, a shorter list. What has he indulged in, let his body do without his brain really having a say? What's the straight-and-narrow he can walk, here?

No booze. Obvious. No red meat—no meat at all, maybe? He almost puts the pen down right then. Come back to that one. More sleep, so no staying up until two in the morning watching house reno shows, or porn. No porn. More exercise, at least of the kind that's not just running for his life from monsters. No…

He stalls. What else can he cut out?

A rattle from the map room, the main door opening. Dean pulls a book over the top of his list. Sam jogs down the stairs and then seems surprised to see him. "Morning," he says, and he's still breathing kind of hard, and his shirt's soaked with sweat and his hair's damp behind his ears and he's—jesus. Hot as fuck doesn't seem to cover it, some days.

"Coffee's made," Dean says, while Sam's stretching his hamstrings. "Although I think you better hose yourself down before you get that sweat stink in the kitchen, Mr. Marathon."

Sam raises his eyebrows. "Is that even a thing?" he says. He finishes stretching and comes up the stairs into the library. "What are you reading?"

It was the closest open book. Dean glances at the page, which seems to be something about—what?—herbs. "Just looking for answers," he says, which is sort of true, and enough true that Sam's mouth tips, and he touches Dean's shoulder, briefly warm. Last time Sam touched him was when he was ripping Dean away from killing Metatron.

"I'll be quick in the shower," Sam says, and takes himself away—his smell and heat and the weight of his hand—and he'll be back, of course, but Dean just wants to follow him, to walk right under the shower spray and sink against Sam's skin and let Sam just—make it better, for fifteen minutes, in that way Sam makes everything better.

It'd be an indulgence.

His grip around the pen hurts, he realizes. He puts it down. His breathing feels weird in the same way it did when Sam had to tear him away from Metatron and he had this sense both of a violation and of something violent missed, something that had sheared so close to his face he could almost feel the pain, like it was happening right now to a him who'd taken one step to the left instead of to the right. He can't—do that. He can't give up Sam. He'll give up good food and booze and fun and friggin'—coffee, water, light, all the things that make it worth getting up in the goddamn morning, but he can't lose Sam again. Not so soon after getting him back, after all the shitty things that happened over the last year—the last two—the last… however long it's been, since things were good between them, and Sam came to Dean's bed willing and put his hand over Dean's chest and saw him, saw what Dean was, and didn't regret it. He thinks that's so, right now, at least. That Sam doesn't regret it.

He folds the piece of paper in half and takes it with him to the kitchen. It goes into the trash, and the coffee grounds from the machine go in on top of it, hiding and staining it to illegibility. He'll remember. If anything else needs to be taken away—he'll just deal with those, as they come.

*

It's not hard the first day. So he doesn't have a beer. So what. He makes grilled chicken for dinner, with corn on the side, and Sam doesn't comment beyond a first groan of, "Wow," and really Sam says that about nearly every damn thing Dean cooks so Dean doesn't really know if he's good or if Sam's just easy. It'd be about the only way he is.

Sam's still in the library, reading, when Dean gets up and says, "Night, Sammy," and gets a look of total confusion. Sam checks his watch, frowning obvious, and Dean says, "Sue me, I'm beat, I'll get back to it in the morning," and Sam says, "Yeah—yeah, okay, goodnight," and Dean knows he's still frowning at Dean's back as Dean goes down the stairs into the hall but—well, he's just gonna have to handle that.

He lays in bed, awake, for a long time. Who goes to bed before midnight, honestly. He keeps his eyes closed and watches the back of his eyelids. Sam's told him about this, though, on a long drive when Sam's been reading his health articles and Dean's not willing to swerve into oncoming traffic to avoid hearing about them. How you have to just… lay there, if you can't pass out. How rest is still rest, even if it's not real sleep. How you can trick yourself into some kind of respite, and Dean's having to trick himself into a lot of shit these days so why not this, too.

He does sleep, at some point, because he has a nightmare. Blood, darkness. Not worth examining. He breathes deep and his hand flexes, wanting a weapon in it. He closes it into a fist and lays it over his sternum, covers it with his other hand, checks the clock. Three in the morning. He owes himself—jesus, another four hours, trapped here, with the soft blankets and the soft pillow and the damn memory foam, and nothing to distract him from the inside of his head. How the hell do regular people do this.

He drifts. He lies awake. He drifts, again, and his dozy tired brain turns to how easy, easy, easy it was to carve up those miserable pathetic shitstains who'd wanted to hurt Claire. How it felt to sink the knife into them. To turn the blade, to tug, to watch the blood spill out and to feel the life leave them, their eyes startled and then dimming and then vacant and then dead—

He jolts. He turns his head on the pillow, checking. Two more hours.

He has to take a piss. He could get up, take care of it. If he does he knows he won't lay back down, he'll—make coffee, clean the kitchen, go to the garage and fiddle with the engine on the Aston. If Sam had come to bed Dean could turn against him, rub slow, wake Sam up already horny and just let the tide of that carry him away—but Sam didn't come to bed, Sam's in his own room probably or, shit, still up in the library trying to find a way to fix Dean's mistakes. Sam's busy.

Dean stays in bed. He folds an arm over his eyes, makes the room darker. His bladder's starting to get insistent. Used to be he could go four hundred miles without a piss break, but they've been in the bunker long enough that his old skill at avoiding sketchy rest stops has eroded. There's nothing to distract him from it, either, and so his head becomes—full of that. The pressure low in his gut, filling. Warm. He regrets the water before bed, how he guzzled it to make his body at least think it was getting to swallow something, even if it wasn't beer.

Jesus. If he fell asleep now he'd just piss the bed, he's pretty sure. Hasn't done that since right after he got back from hell. Easy to hide that from Sam, since they weren't sharing beds then like they did in the year before Dean went down. It was only a few times but Dean wasn't sleeping much then and started sleeping even lighter and many's the time he'd wake up at four a.m. with the shadow-sense of a remembered demon crawling up his back and a bladder full of reasons to get up, to roll out of an empty bed and go take care of it, and hide in the bathroom for a few minutes too, to ignore how Sam's back was turned, to ignore how he couldn't figure out how to say—whatever it was, that he needed to say, to make what was going wrong better. Times don't really change, he guesses.

His gut pulses, low. He drags a heel up, tipping his hips a little, and that doesn't really help but it at least refocuses things. Two hours. He made a promise and he's for damn sure going to keep it. He takes deep breaths, long pulls in and slow easing out, and it's—strange. Isolated in the dark. His brain's full of nothing but the low deep urgent need to… piss. Makes a change from wanting to beat something bloody. He clenches, odd muscles flexing, and it sends a shock of almost-pain up past his balls but it feels weirdly okay, too. His awful body directed one way, for once, completely because of his own decisions. He slides his hand down his chest, his stomach. Cups the embarrassing soft curve under his navel, holding there. Pressure's painful; he puts on pressure, enough to feel it. Not a jolt but a mind-blanking constant urgency. His breathing has gone shallow. He holds on.

When his alarm goes off he rears half-off the bed, shocked. It cramps his gut and he clamps down every internal muscle he can, his bladder leaping at the movement, desperate to let go. How long was he—but it's seven, now, finally, and he kicks out of the blanket and fumbles at his pajama pants and he's not going to make it down the hall, there's no fuckin' chance, he's not going to make it past getting his boxers down—he gets to the sink and angles himself in and letting go feels like goddamn heaven. He's half-hard and has to push to get it out. It goes on for a long time.

When he's done he feels empty. Empty downstairs, empty-headed. He runs the sink as hot as it'll go and fumbles his waistband back up, and looks up into the mirror and nearly doesn't recognize himself. He couldn't have gotten much sleep but he looks less like a trainwreck than he usually is, in the morning. His heart's beating weird and slow. He licks his lips, looks down. The sink's clear, steaming. Water rushing. He should work out, should shower, should get breakfast going. Check in on Sam. See how the quest to make him not a monster is going. He turns off the hot tap and turns on the cold, and lets it trail over his fingers for a while, slick, while he waits for it to get to normal, and then he fills the glass he keeps there, and drains the whole thing in long, gut-filling swallows.

*

Go figure: not pissing is way easier than the rest of his list, when it's the only thing on there that's a normal bodily function. Sam doesn't drink that much of the good stuff but he'll still have a beer in the afternoon, or with dinner, and Dean has to physically turn away, watch whatever they're watching or focus on his lore book, not to reach over and yank the bottle right out of Sam's hand. Sam glances at the glass of water next to Dean's plate and doesn't say anything, but he gets a water too instead of a beer refill when the bottle's drained, so. That makes it easier. The food—it's simple if he makes Sam go to the store in town, since Sam buys this kind of yuppie hippie shit anyway, but if Dean stops into Ladow's after a post office trip it's hard to walk past the Twinkies and hamburger and salt-fat-acid that makes food worth eating and go for green, fibrous, boring. He makes lentils. Fucking lentils. Sam says they're fantastic and Dean almost dumps the bowl into Sam's lap.

He eats the shitty food. He lifts weights. He runs, a few times, but that sucks so much that he switches to the old-school rowing machine in the gym, the kind with a swirling funnel of water resistance that makes it hard, makes it a full-body exhausting awful experience. The water rushes, glugging, as he hauls his own weight back, and back, and back again. He sweats. He showers. He's allowing himself one cup of coffee, every morning, since he had such a godawful blistering headache the morning he avoided it that he figured he couldn't go cold turkey on everything, after all. Otherwise he drinks water. Every room in this place has a sink. He fills tall glasses and sips from them all day until he feels like his teeth are floating and he holds it, until it hurts, and then holds it more.

He's been sleeping better. Some kind of self-defense. He goes to bed before Sam and it's fifty/fifty whether he'll wake up next to him, but he's been waking up first for once in their damn lives and he feels—okay, sort of. Rested, sort of. His alarm goes off and he surfaces out of a dream of deep water, ocean waves distant above his head and his body so deep he can hardly see the surface, and he slaps the phone without his brain being involved, and Sam twitches, beside him, mumbling something. Dean shushes him and Sam turns over, hugging his pillow, mashing his face into it. When did he come to bed? Dean doesn't know. He lies there for a few minutes, looking at Sam's shoulders in the dim, feeling. The warmth of the bed, and how drowsy his limbs are. The sweat sticking his shirt to his side, from where Sam was clearly pressed up against him. His dick half-hard with the morning and his bladder, jesus, full and swollen, aching to let go. Dean cups his stomach, holding it like he had that first morning, pressing down. He can get through it better now, after a week of this. He lets the pain roll through him and after the pain it's just the whole-body awareness of it, the mindwipe of its urgency. It simplifies the world. Stops him thinking about anything too dangerous. He lies next to Sam and looks at the curl of his hair against the back of his neck, the shape of his hip. He presses his fingers low, right above his dick. The ache. He rolls out of bed, quiet, and gravity yanks down on him and makes it hurt about as badly as it ever has, and he slips out of the room quieter in his socked feet, and goes down the hall to the door marked WC, and he stands outside it with his hand curled around the knob for seconds that he counts off into minutes, his forehead against the cool wood and his body throbbing, wanting to let go. He's in charge. He has to remind his body that that's so.

Sam finds a hunt. It's so unexpected that Dean doesn't even register it, for a minute, focused on putting together the ingredients for the hateful green smoothies that, of course, Sam loves. "Wait," he says, looking up from the kale, "a goat did what?" and Sam raises his eyebrows from behind his laptop and says, "Finally, I thought I was going to have to throw something at you." He's watchful the way Sam can be watchful. Dean shrugs, coring the green apple that makes the smoothie at all bearable, says, "Say it again, Sam," and Sam's eyes tighten at the corners but he doesn't comment further, and then, well, they've got a job to do.

Exploding goats. Ridiculous. Maybe not their thing. They stink, that's for sure, but when they're in costume with their animal control hats and inspecting the barnyard Dean can't help but feel bad for the few that are left. Poor little dudes. Iowa, January, cold as hell, and the blood crusted into the ice is—something. Dean doesn't have a single weapon on him besides the knife in his boot and he catches his hand flexing against his thigh three times before he takes himself away, crunching across the snow to the fence-line on the farm. He looks out over the dead fields and breathes slow, like he does in the middle of the night. Ice crystals in his lungs. There was coffee this morning on the drive and then egg whites on wheat toast at the diner and water, cold and tasteless, and he wants a pull from a flask, whiskey to heat his blood from the inside, but he's not allowed to have that. He concentrates on his breath, on the way his lips feel cold. His bladder, full and heavy, pulling his attention down. It's been five hours. He can go longer.

"Farmer says it all started after the big dairy opened, a few towns over," Sam says, behind him. Dean blinks, grips the fence. He was so focused he didn't hear Sam's boots in the snow. He doesn't turn, and after a few seconds there's a muffled touch, through his coat, at the small of his back. "Hey," Sam says, quieter, while Dean's gut clenches. "You good?"

"Million dollar question," Dean says, and turns around then, and Sam's hand falls away. Sam doesn't smile, not that Dean much expected him to. Watching, in that way he does. Worrying, in that way he does. Dean pushes his fists into his coat pockets and digs them in against the base of his belly, a threat of pressure that blurs his vision for an urgent instant—and then shrugs, looks away from Sam back at the farmhouse, pretends it's fine. "So, what are we thinking? Magic cheese production rivalry? Not going to go down in our coolest hits."

Sam's quiet. Looking at him. Dean chews the inside of his cheek. "Could be worse," Sam says, finally. "Could be chickens. You'd be making egg puns the whole time."

Dean cracks a grin, surprised, enough to check Sam's face and find his mouth soft. "I don't know," he says, "I think that could have been extremely eggciting," and Sam rolls his eyes on cue. He starts trudging back through the snow, and Dean follows and calls after him, "Don't pretend like that was too fowl for you, Samuel," distracted, entertained, vaguely—somehow—glad. Been a while.

The hunt's easy. Hardly a hunt. A hedge-witch, eliminating the small-town competition, appropriately terrified when the Winchesters come to call. She wasn't even planning to murder the farmers. Dean finds himself almost condescending, when he's dismantling her altar and burning her reagents, and has to step back and remember that easy jobs without a body count are supposed to be a good thing. They're done by six that night and Sam says, "Want to drive back? That motel room sucks," and Dean checks his watch, calculates the drive time, says, "Sure," because he always wants to drive and he does actually want to get home, wants his bed and his routines he's been trying to develop.

They stop for gas before they go. The deli in the c-store has a miserable iceberg salad in a little plastic box that Dean eats standing outside at the gas island, cramming it in as fast as he can to avoid tasting it. Sam says, "I'm going to take a leak—you want anything else?" and Dean says, "No," fast, to avoid temptation, and he stands there waiting for the tank to fill in the cold and watches Sam's back disappear through the big lit-up windows around the little corner to the bathrooms and tries to count it out. He had to piss, just had to, before they left the motel to deal with the witch. That was two hours ago. Five hours back to Lebanon if they don't hit ice and traffic's okay. Seven hours. He finishes the bottle of water he bought with his salad, three freezing gulps that sink down like a rock to his stomach. He gets back into the car and turns it on to warm the engine, and while he's waiting for Sam he sets a hand on his belly and presses down, hard, enough that even if he doesn't have to go yet his bladder lurches, confused. That tremor in his hand hasn't bothered him all week.

*

There's an accident on I-80. Traffic slows to a crawl. "Semi crashed, it says," according to Sam's check of his phone, but that means they're just barely past Lincoln and they've been on the road for four hours already and Dean's—shit. He's already starting to feel it.

There aren't turn-offs anywhere close. Snow outside and the cars around them creeping forward by inches, jockeying for position like there's somewhere to go. Dean sets his jaw, grips the steering wheel with both hands. There's a frontage road about ten miles ahead that curves in from one of the farm towns and if they can make it there then they can work their way around to get south, to drop down into Kansas, to get home, to get to—a damn toilet—

"Guess we're not going anywhere," Sam says.

"Helpful, Sam," Dean says.

"Yeah," Sam says, half under his breath, and then he turns, dragging his knee up onto the bench seat, facing Dean directly. The car's full of the white-and-red glow of headlights and brakes so it's easy to see the so-concerned look on Sam's face, when Dean glances over. "Oh, here we go," Dean says, less under his breath, and Sam sighs and says, "Seriously. Talk to me."

"About what?" Dean says it a little sing-song. Asshole move maybe but—seriously, 'seriously'?

Sam presses his lips together, apparently waiting, and Dean gives an exaggerated shrug. "Okay," Sam says. Not rising to it. Where this well of patience came from, Dean doesn't know, but it's—annoying. A relief. Both. Sam leans his elbow on the back of the seat, does Dean the favor of looking away—out at the snow-fields, at the truck in front of them that keeps swerving a little in the lane, like driving like a dickhead will somehow make the line move faster. "The last two weeks. You've been, what. Practicing virtue?"

Virtue. Dean snorts. "Something like that." Not exactly a secret. In fact, "You're welcome, by the way. When I get this thing off my arm you're never getting another egg white omelet out of me."

"I'll count my blessings," Sam says, dry. Dean shifts in his seat. Behind them someone honks—why? jesus, some people—and he can tell again that Sam's watching the side of his face. "So. Healthy food. Exercise. No booze. No coffee. Wait—one coffee. And thanks, by the way, I thought you were going to bite my head off that morning." Dean huffs, leaning back, stretching his left leg. It uncramps his bladder and there's a surge of relief but then it just resettles and hurts again. "No us."

Dean's right foot stamps the brake and the inch-forward of the car's motion jolts, jerking the chassis on the wheels. "What," he says, breathless on the flinch of pain coming from two directions. Sam's wearing an expression he doesn't know how to read. Assessing, thoughtful. Like he's reviewing a card catalogue entry in the damn library. "That's—no."

"It's all right," Sam says, which had damn sure better be a lie because, christ, it's not all right at all. Dean counts back in his head, trying to figure out where this is coming from. When was the last time they—but Sam's still talking, distracting: "I just… I thought, if you need me to sleep in my room from now on, I can. I don't want to make it harder on you than it already is."

"It's not—hard on me, Sam, jesus," he says, and maybe that's not totally true but he's operating at some kind of panic stations, now, not realizing that the thing he couldn't face doing it turned out he was doing to himself, the whole time. Sam's still watching him, annoyingly patient and steady and waiting, and Dean opens his mouth, closes it, hits the steering wheel hard enough with his palm that it stings. "God, move already," he mutters, stupid, pointless, to the traffic, to—everything.

A brakelight flickers, ahead. A foot of pavement covered and they're stopped, again. "All I want to do is help," Sam says, after a minute.

Dean grits his teeth, closes his eyes, puts the car in park. "You help," he says. His hand shudders, the bones and muscle surging under his skin, and he folds it into a fist, pushes it against his stomach. The jolt clears his head but he can't focus on that, not now. "Shit, Sammy, you're—all I've got. If I—" He cuts himself off, shakes his head. He hopes Sam can hear what he can't say because it feels like there's no possible way to condense it down. Everything that Sam is, for him. Everything it means, that Sam's here in the car and hasn't left him for dead, or to become a monster, when it's what Dean deserves. When Dean deserves worse.

A touch to his shoulder. Sliding, over his chest, inside the split of his jacket to settle warm at the curve of his neck. "Shit, Sam," Dean says, again, miserable, and Sam pulls and Dean turns his head and Sam's lips don't touch his but land on his cheekbone, an unaccountably tender surprise. Dean squeezes his eyes tighter and Sam's hand slides up, cups his jaw. "Didn't mean to…" he starts, and trails off, and Sam's thumb drags over his cheek. Forgiving, he hopes. Patient as Sam is, Dean's relying on him to forgive a lot, these days.

He turns, wants to grip Sam closer. Bending presses his belt into his stomach and he flinches, back straightening in self-defense. "What?" Sam says, fingers trailed down to Dean's throat.

"Nothing," he says, and immediately knows that was a mistake.

Sam frowns, eyes going all over Dean's face. "You're—are you hurt?" He shakes his head as soon as he says it. "Nothing happened. Unless you…" He blinks, looking down at Dean's chest. Looks up to meet Dean's eyes, deadly serious. "Did you—Dean, you haven't been…"

It takes Dean a second, with Sam's hand light over his forearm, and then—god. "I'm not hurting myself, Sam," he says, with he hopes enough implication in his voice that that was a dumbass thing to even wonder, but Sam's eyes narrow, and he slaps his hand back against Dean's chest and then drags down, firm and swift and pressing in like he's looking for a broken bone or a bruise, and Dean grabs his wrist but not fast enough to stop Sam pressing right down low against his bladder where it's swollen and full and Dean winces, thigh twisting up against the steering wheel to tip away, and Sam says, "What is it?" in a tone that brooks no argument and Dean says, "Christ, I gotta piss, stop with the interrogator routine!"

Another honk, behind them. When Dean looks up he sees that the trunk in front is a few car-lengths away—not worth the honk, really, but he pushes Sam's hand off, puts the car back in drive, creeps forward. His belly feels hot and full and he's not looking over at Sam but he knows he's being looked at, and by the time he coasts back to a stop he's biting his lower lip, wishing he'd just—gone at the damn gas station.

"Why are you holding it?" is what Sam finally says. Neutral, no judgment. Dean glances over and it's borne out in his face, too. Sam raises his eyebrows. "Come on. You wouldn't have—if you just had to go to the bathroom you wouldn't be hiding that, you'd be bitching."

"Brainiac's got it all figured out, huh?" Dean says. Not a lot of effort in it. He always gives too much away. Sam smiles, a little, and whatever indignation Dean might've mustered up just floats away. Christ, don't think about floating. He shifts, in his seat, grimacing as he tries to find a more comfortable position. Traffic creeps forward, another car length. "I, uh. It's just something I'm trying."

"Trying," Sam says. Neutral again.

Dean rolls his eyes. "Your tiny princess bladder could probably give it a shot, too," he says. Sam doesn't rise to it. Of course. He tips his knee out, pressing it against the door, flexes his hands on the wheel. "I'm just… You know. With my whole—thing I'm trying to do. What'd you call it, virtue? It's… practicing restraint, or whatever. Not like I got a good track record on that. But, you know, I haven't had a drink in like two weeks, I'm eating right, all that crap. This is just another—thing."

Silence, from Sam. Dean's face is starting to get hot. Shit, why is this embarrassing, when they already know all the worst crap about each other, when they've had to suffer all each other's grossness and gas and that time Sam puked directly into Dean's lap, when they were trying to fool around and it turned out that Sam's egg rolls weren't that great. This shouldn't even rank on the weirdness chart, but—it does.

"How long?" is what Sam says, eventually, and Dean flexes his jaw and says, "Thursday before last," and Sam huffs and says, "I actually figured that out, already," – how? – but then he says, "I meant, how long today?"

Dean checks his watch. Since the motel, before, so, uh—"Six hours? Something like that." Satisfaction of making Sam blink surprise, at least, and Dean tries a grin. "See? Tiny princess bladder."

Sam shakes his head. "Just wondering if that's even… safe," he says. Dean shrugs one shoulder. Safe kind of went out the window years ago.

Another trickling move, of the traffic, and this time it's more than a car-length—finally, finally, things starting to unblock, Dean coasting along at ten mph behind the asshole truck but at least they're going.

"Is it bad?" Sam says. "I mean—like, now."

"Can we not talk about my piss capacity?" Dean says, gesturing at the road. A merge of everyone into the left lane and he lets the little blue hatchback in between him and the truck. "Kind of busy."

"You've gone a hundred and ten with a bullet hole in you, you can manage," Sam says, and Dean huffs. True. "Come on. Does it hurt?"

Dean edges out a beige sedan, wonders what to say. "Yeah," he says, because that's true, too. "But in a good way. Kinda. Like—it's not like when you've got a cut or a bullet or anything, it doesn't hurt like that. But it makes me—" He licks his lips, presses them together. Sam's quiet, waiting. "Makes it so I can't think about anything else."

He folds his marked arm over his stomach, steering with three fingers on the bottom of the wheel. Sam's quiet, again, as the car revs up, speedometer kicking finally up into something reasonable as they pass the explosion of glass shards and blown tire on the side of the road and no semi at all, that way that a disaster always turns into an echo of itself, unseen but for the consequences.

Sam checks his watch, too, as they pass the next mile marker. "Two hours until we get to the bunker."

Just making conversation, huh. Dean checks the speedometer. "Less," he says. "So?"

A little huff, and Sam folds his arms, leaning back into the seat. "We can stop anytime," he says. "Or I can drive. Whatever you need."

"I can handle it," Dean says. He turns up the radio from its almost inaudible hum and there's Axl, whining out—jesus. November Rain. Sam laughs, quietly, and Dean rolls his eyes and presses the accelerator down and leaps forward through the cold, arrowing their way toward home. He can handle it. That's the whole point.

*

He has to do undo his belt, a hundred miles from Lebanon. When they come over the state border from Nebraska he undoes his button, the zip, sitting high and weird in his seat, trying to put not a single ounce of pressure on himself. Not that it works. Sam doesn't say anything, which is good because Dean might sock him one if he did. It's pitch-black outside so the world narrows to the pool of headlights on the asphalt in front of them and the dark warm interior of the car and the way it feels like something's going to tear, inside. Fuck, fuck, it's really starting to hurt. He shuts off the radio, distracted, and Sam says, "Dean?" but Dean can't answer. Alarm-bells clanging, his thighs tense, his ass clenched as though that'll do something.

When he pulls up in front of the bunker it's not an elegant stop. He slams into park, fumbling for the door. "Go on, I'll get the bags," Sam's saying, but Dean's about to goddamn burst and he can't—shit, he's not going to make it. He takes one step down into the well of the bunker's doorway and that single jolt makes him double over, a shock of actual real pain spiking up behind his nuts. No way he's getting down the hall, much less down the stairs, much less through fumbling for the bunker key—fuck, he stumbles back and goes for his dick right there, swelled and sore and straining, hanging on as long as he can to get at least a few steps further from the door, and when he lets go—oh, god—it's a relief that feels like it's unspooling from the base of his skull all the way down his spine.

He groans, more at the shock of the pain receding than anything else. Piss spatters the dirt, the dead leaves. He braces a hand against the cold railing and closes his eyes, breathing deep. Acrid. His dick flexes in his hand, sensitive, and his shoulders hunch, his whole body curving around the stupid simple necessity of this. A weird—almost-pleasure to it. To be wound up so tight and then be allowed finally to let go.

Last few spurts. He's breathing through an open mouth, his lips dry. He flexes, deep, and ekes out a final dribble, and then stands there, feeling empty. He holds his dick and squeezes the tip, getting that last drop.

"Feel better?" Sam says.

His eyes slam open. Christ. He takes a deep breath, tucks himself away. Embarrassed, again, and he doesn't know why. They've pissed into fresh snowbanks together, shouldered each other out of the way at urinals. Hell, Sam's sucked his dick dry, and most people can't say that kind of crap about their little brothers, he hopes. Not like it's anything Sam hasn't seen. He zips up, redoes his belt. Knocks the back of his wrist over his mouth. When he finally turns around Sam's just—leaning there against the hood of the car, hands in his jacket pockets, watching him. The bags piled up at his feet. Not a lot of light out here, other than the moon, rising up over the back of the abandoned plant. He can't tell what expression Sam's wearing.

Sam drags one bootheel up, his knee cocked. "How long did you make it?"

Sam knows how long they were driving and he's good at math. "Seven hours, thirty-five minutes," Dean says, anyway, and it's maybe not precise down to the exact minute but it's damn close. There's enough moonlight to see Sam's eyebrows go up, and see how he nods, slow. What the hell. "Can we stop talking about it, now?" Dean says, and he means to sound annoyed but it comes out a little more—but whatever, jesus, he doesn't follow Sam into the toilet, he could get a little privacy here. "Thought you were going to carry in the bags."

"You've got the key," Sam says, shrugging. Dean rolls his eyes. Yeah, that's why.

Almost midnight. Dean's wired even if his body still feels sore, strained. Like stretching one muscle somehow used the whole thing. They didn't eat besides the shitty gas station food and so Dean eats cold lentils out of the fridge, just for the calories, and drinks a glass of water, and when he comes back up into the library Sam's drinking down a glass from the decanter at the sideboard, taking it like medicine. Dean hesitates, on the step, and watches Sam tip his head down, blow out a long slow breath. He puts the glass down, and turns around, and doesn't seem surprised to see Dean there. "You want to shower, or anything?" Sam says, and Dean shakes his head. Sam nods, then tips his head to the other hallway. "Then let's go to bed."

A while, since they've… but Sam doesn't actually do any of the things Dean would expect him to do, when he gets a direct invite to bed. In his room he brushes his teeth clean of the lentils, and when he's rinsing his mouth Sam comes in already in pajama pants, that dark grey shirt that's softer than anything. He turns off the lamps while Dean's changing and by the time Dean sits on the left side of the bed Sam's already there, the blankets turned back, and when Dean lays down Sam slides a hand over his side but just—comforting, sort of. Just familiar. Makes Dean's heart turn over, a little, in his chest. He didn't know how much he was missing this.

Dean puts a hand on Sam's stomach, tucking his head down against the pillow. "I really didn't mean to," he says. Comes out a little scratched-up.

Sam's hand slips down to his lower back, drags Dean in closer. His arm slides over Dean's waist, heavy. So comfortable Dean can feel muscles unclenching he didn't realize were clenched. "I know you didn't," Sam says, after a minute. Dean presses his forehead against Sam's cotton-soft shoulder, his arms tucked up between them. His hand isn't shaking. His mind's—not quiet, not totally, but he's focused on Sam's smell and the weight of him in the bed and his heart, thudding. They'll wake up rolled away from each other, they always do, but for now it's—

"Dean," Sam whispers, exasperated, "sleep already," and Dean sighs, and does.

*

He wakes up before his alarm, very slow. Swimming up out of somewhere warm and dark, as comfortable as he can remember being. "Shh," he hears, but he turns his head against the pillow, and the pillow—shifts, slides away. Becomes softer but less warm and he grumbles, reaching out.

A soft snort. "I've got to get up." Sammy. Dean stretches out in the bed and only then squints an eye open, and Sam's—oh, easing away. Sitting up, feet on the floor, and Dean watches his back move through his shirt, his shoulders squaring and shifting as he stretches, tipping his head back and forth. He drags a hand through his hair, shrugs and sighs, and then glances back, and finds Dean watching him, and smiles. "Drooled on me," he says, quiet. "Dude, you were out."

Dean's too sleepy to care. "Come back," he mumbles, "lay down," and Sam looks surprised, for some damn reason. Dean snags a finger into the pocket of Sam's pajamas and tugs, and Sam grips his hand, holds it for a warm second. Mm.

"I'll make coffee," Sam promises. Oh. That's almost as good. Sam smiles, picking Dean's hand up and replacing it up against his chest, and Dean rolls onto his belly, dragging the pillow in if he can't have Sam. "It's six o'clock. I'll see you in two hours, right?"

Dean nods, sinking down again. Sam grips his hip and that's all he knows, for a while, slipping away into a dream—a riverside, and a boat anchored to the shore, and Dean trying to untie the rope but he just can't get it, for some reason, and the water's rising.

He wakes up with a jolt. For real, this time. The bed's empty and his phone says—quarter after seven. He drags a hand over his face—sticky, jeez, he really did drool. He has to pee but not urgently. His dick's half-hard and the bed smells incredibly like Sam, and he turns his nose into the pillow, breathing it in. A hand down low, on his stomach, and he cups the swell of his bladder, pressing lightly. Same half-urgent jolt, realigning his thoughts. The dream, the call from his arm, pushed away—but it's tied to the smell, the warmth that's still lingering in the blankets. His dick swells and he pushes his fingers down—under his waistband, dragging over his pubes, not—not quite touching. He hasn't. In two weeks, he hasn't.

He stays in bed, laid out like that. Eight hours, he owes himself, and the minutes are still ticking down. He keeps light pressure on his gut and it feels like his head swims, somehow. A weird slosh, urges mixing. He wants to take a piss. He wants to get up, drive balls-out fast on a flat stretch, feel the engine roar, anything but controlled. He wants apple pie with bourbon syrup and a fat side of bacon, breakfast of champions. He wants Sam.

When his alarm goes off he silences it within two beeps. He gets up carefully, not jostling anything, and slides into his slippers, ties his robe around his waist. Loose tie.

Sam's in the kitchen, working on his laptop. Coffee waiting, as promised. Dean eases down on the other side of the table and holds the mug under his nose, breathing it in. He only gets one; he has to savor it. Sam's clearly trying to bite back a smile and Dean slowly extends one middle finger from his warm clutch, and Sam really grins, then, ducking his head to pretend to read whatever's on the screen.

"So, what's your day look like?" Sam says, when Dean's had half the mug and his brain's—closer to awake. "Workout, right?" Dean frowns and Sam shrugs, arms folded in front of him on the table. "You've got a routine going. I noticed."

"Uh-huh," Dean says. He slurps the coffee, noisy, just to make Sam's nose wrinkle. "Notice that?"

"I did," Sam says. "Thank you." His hair's damp at the roots—he must have gone for his run, showered. Dean's got a good routine to copy, here. Sam tips the laptop screen down, giving Dean his full attention. "So. Eight hours of sleep. Cup of coffee. Workout—the rowing machine, right? Shower. Healthy breakfast." Dean shrugs. So, Sam's observant. Sam nods, and then his eyes dip to Dean's stomach. "Have you peed yet?"

Dean sputters the sip. "Wow," he says, mopping his chin. "Seriously?"

Sam lifts a shoulder. His face isn't making fun. "Practicing restraint, you said. Control. I get it." He lays one hand on the laptop. "I looked it up—ten hours is pretty much the max, before you'll really hurt yourself. Longer if you're not drinking anything."

"You looked it up," Dean says. He shakes his head. "Of course you did."

"All I want to do is help," Sam says. Same thing he said last night. Dean looks him in the eye and Sam's—steady. A friggin' rock in the current, his brother. Sam checks his watch, nods at Dean's belly again. "So it's been, what. Nine hours, counting sleep time. Can you go longer?"

Like they're planning a hunt? "Not much," Dean says. Feels sort of outside himself. Just talking about a pit stop. Just making conversation.

Sam nods. He gets up, and comes around the table, and grips Dean's arm—right over the mark, even through the robe, unerring somehow—and bends down and kisses Dean right on his nasty coffee-breath mouth, solid and warm. Dean fumbles his cup down to the table and grabs Sam's elbow, leaning up into it. Jeez. Sam.

Sam pulls away, just an inch. Their noses brush. He slips his other hand down Dean's chest, settles it lightly on his stomach. Dean hisses in a breath but Sam doesn't push down. "Why don't you go now," Sam says. "And then we'll see how the day goes."

Dean's dick pulses. Eager to piss or just reacting to Sam's closeness, it's really impossible to say. "You gonna hold it for me, too?" he says, just to be contrary, but Sam only draws back another inch and looks him in the eyes, close, and Dean's balls lurch at the idea, and—well, what the fuck. Okay. "Okay," he says, out loud, "this is the weirdest crap we've ever done."

Sam shakes his head. "Acting out our own lives in a badly written alternate universe still takes it," he says, sitting back on his side of the table, and Dean blinks at him and then laughs, helpless, and drains the last of his coffee, and goes to take a piss. What the hell. At least he won't be asked to act.

So, he pisses. In the WC, with the door mostly closed behind himself. He stands in front of the toilet for a minute, breathing, feeling the pulse of need. So close to release his body's surging, trying to make it happen, and he has to remind it of who's in control. It's only when he sits, finally relaxed, letting go, that he wonders—is it him, or is it Sam. Maybe it doesn't matter. They're both on team not-murderous. He washes his hands, splashes cool water on his face. Hangs there, for a second, with the sink running, and then cups his palms under the stream and washes away the taste of coffee in in cool stomach-filling swallows. When he stands up he sloshes, a little. He presses a hand to his stomach. Wonders how long it'll be.

Workout. The rowing machine is a punishing son-of-a-bitch. Half an hour and he's drenched in sweat, his shoulders and arms and legs and core all aching, and he sits at rest for a few minutes, breathing hard and his muscles shaky, before he grabs up the water bottle and drains it and starts up again. Another ten minutes. He can push it harder.

Sam comes in to the gym as he's finishing up. "What do you think," Dean says, panting, leaning on the fake oars. "Should I try out for crew?"

"Didn't you say guys who rowed crew should all get swirlied?" Sam says. Dean snorts. He did, but it was after Sam made him watch that Facebook movie. Everyone in it needed to get swirlied.

He stands up, groaning. The ache is real but maybe it's worth it, for the up-and-down look Sam gives him. Not subtle. He stretches his chest, hands locked behind himself and straining, and Sam raises his eyebrows, that kind of I know what you're doing look Sam tends to give him.

Not just here to eye the goods, though. Sam holds out another bottle of water. "For the workout," he says, and Dean takes it. Cool steel. Sam must have put it in the fridge. Randomly thoughtful, like Sam can be when his head's not in a book, and Dean uncaps it and takes a few long gulps. Ice-cold, sinking down. His belly clenches. "Did you know the person who commands the crew is called the cox?" Sam says. Dean snorts water up his nose and coughs, spluttering. Sam blinks at him, innocent. "Short for coxswain. Really important position."

"The cox is important, huh," Dean manages. Sam shrugs, not smiling, but there's a dimple creased into his cheek all the same. Dean wipes his chin off for the second time that day and flicks his fingers so water spatters Sam's flannel. "This is why I put Nair in your shampoo."

"I think it was because I dyed your boxers pink," Sam says, mild, brushing at the little damp dots. "How are you doing?"

It takes Dean a second to change gears. "I—fine," he says, blinking. He flexes his hand but there's no tremor. His bladder's comfortable, quiet. It's hardly been an hour.

"Good," is all Sam says. "Shower first, or breakfast?"

"Shower," Dean responds, because he's soaked and probably reeking, and Sam nods, and so—Dean goes to the shower room, alone again, and rinses off in the luxury of perfect water pressure, and when he turns off the spray his robe's waiting, on the shelf by the door. He didn't even hear Sam come in or out. He dries off, wraps up again, and when he comes out into the library Sam's working, but he tips his head at the kitchen and says, "Can we have those egg white omelets again?" and so Dean—makes the omelets, no matter how bland and tasteless, because Sam likes them and because they're good for both of them and because—because Sam's helping. Sam helps.

They eat quiet, together. Sam's reading on the laptop and Dean has yet another ancient book of curses to look through. When they're done Sam disappears the plates to the kitchen, and comes back after a few minutes with a cup of coffee for himself and another tall cold glass of water, for Dean, which he leaves next to Dean's book without comment. Dean drinks it, over the course of the chapter on Sumerian witchcraft, and Sam disappears again at some point and then reappears, and there's—another glass of water, waiting.

Dean looks up but Sam's just reading again, on the laptop. Little frown tucked between his brows. Dean leans back in the chair, puts one hand on his stomach through his robe. A swell, there. All this liquid, he's filling fast. He picks up the glass, letting it scrape along the wooden tabletop, and drinks it down. Sam's eyes lift, meeting his. Sam watches, while Dean gulps, coolness sinking down inside, and when Dean lifts the glass away with a little gasp Sam's own mouth parts, so slightly Dean probably wouldn't have noticed if he weren't staring right back.

Sam checks his watch. "Three hours," he says. "Keep going?"

"I'm good," Dean says. His dick flexes, against his bare thigh. He sits up, higher, and goes back to the book. More curses, to read about. His hand's steady, flat on the page.

Hard to focus, on the book. Lucky that they've gotten good enough at scraping through the stacks of lore that he has to mostly skim, searching for relevant details, and it's not like there's going to be a pop quiz. His brain turns inward, like on that first weird morning. His hand's tucked under the tied belt of the robe, on the low curve. Every breath, every heartbeat, pressing inside. Swelling.

Sam gets up, after a while. He walks around behind Dean's chair. Strong grip, on his shoulders, and then Sam leans down, sliding his hand down over the top of Dean's. No pressure. Dean turns his face and Sam's lips find his jaw where he hasn't shaved, the spot just under his ear. "Keep going?" Sam says, quiet.

Dean drags in air. He nods. Sam's breath puffs against his cheek and then Sam disappears, and he returns with another glass of water, and he watches Dean drink it without any pretense, eyes all over Dean's face, on his bobbing throat. Down to his stomach. When Dean puts down the empty glass Sam's thumb wipes the damp from his lip and Dean's dick—god, he's at a semi already, just sitting here with this pressure, and now he—it's all tangled up, in his head. It's going to drive him nuts.

But—of course the point is that it doesn't. Sam sits back down. Dean breathes through the pulse—of want, of his straining gut—and then gives up on the book and just sits there, too, his hands folded over his belly. His head full. Things feel slow. His heart thudding in his ears. His dick swollen. His balls wanting. His lips are dry. His face feels hot and his fingertips are cold. His bladder starting now to feel sore, that familiar straining ache that wipes everything else clean and clear. He throbs, waiting.

"Dean," he hears, eventually. He opens his eyes slow, feeling almost drunk. Sam's right there, leaning over him, his hand on Dean's face. "Are you ready?"

Sam's thumb on his lip again, brushing warm and dry. Dean nods, hardly understanding, but then Sam nods back and finds Dean's hands, pulling them off his belly, and—oh, god. He lets Sam pull him to his feet but then he has to stop, clenching everything, gripping Sam's shirt. Not the longest he's gone but, holy shit, he's full. "Crap," he says, faintly, and Sam holds his shoulder, says, "Okay?" and that's a dumbass question, right now, and Dean gives him a look that he hopes says so. Oh—his thighs clench, his pelvic muscles. Nearest WC is in the hall outside the kitchen and Dean leans that way, but Sam stops him, and Dean groans, head ducking, his body curving in on itself.

"This way," Sam says, not explaining, and Dean just follows, careful and slow, stepping in these weird slow hip-rolling steps that probably look bizarre but they're all he can do not to jolt his body, to not make it ache more than it does. Two steps that Sam practically lifts him down, and the hall, the concrete cool under his feet, and he's not even looking now, he's just letting Sam lead him, all his attention turned inside.

Tile. He looks up, blinking. The showers. Sam grips his shoulders, grounding, and steps away, and Dean wobbles, gripping the sink that's nearest. "What," he says, but when he looks Sam's—stripping. Record time, by the looks of it. Dean's so tight he almost can't enjoy the view, but then there's—yes, Sam's bare chest, and his long bare legs, and then he skims off his boxers and socks and there's his long bare toes and his long bare dick, half-hard against his thigh, gorgeous. Dean's own dick flexes, aching.

"Can you hold on?" Sam says, coming in close again, and Dean shakes his head but it's just confused. Sam undoes the tie on his robe and pushes it off his shoulders, and the sudden cool air makes him shiver and then that makes everything clench, too, and he cups a hand over his dick like a little kid in sudden panic, desperate. Sam ducks in, kisses his jaw, rubs his arms in these long soothing strokes. "Hold on," he says, not asking this time, and pulls Dean forward, and they step in Dean's careful slow steps into the shower pan, and when Sam reaches behind himself and cranks on the shower tap Dean's expecting it but the rush of water still makes him screw his eyes closed, his teeth clenching.

Perfect showers so the water's already hot. Steam rises fast and Sam's hands are damp now, stroking over Dean's chest. "How does it feel?" Sam says.

Dean huffs, his toes curling against the tile. "Day at the beach," he manages. Sam's hands find his ribs, squeezing there, and Dean arches his back, gripping his dick, aching. "God, Sammy. I'm gonna piss myself, what do you think?"

"No, you're not," Sam says. Dean blinks, semi-incredulous, but Sam's just looking down at him with total focus, firm and encouraging. "It's been four hours. You can control it."

His hand slides down to Dean's belly and spreads, spanning it, fingers biting in just barely. Dean gulps air, clenching, but he doesn't let anything go. "See," Sam says, and wraps an arm around his waist and turns him, putting his shoulders under the water, the heat sluicing over his back and making everything go—completely strange, for a few seconds there. For a moment he really thinks he's let go—the wet sliding down the inside of his thighs—and he pushes at Sam's chest in weird panic—but Sam doesn't budge and instead just comes in close, hugging him almost under the spray, and Dean realizes that the swollen heat in him hasn't budged, and he's—still holding it, still okay.

Sam's lips drag over his shoulder, up his neck. His hands drag up Dean's back, sliding down slick. Dean leans his forehead into Sam's throat and just breathes there, in the steam, taking it. Sam shifts and their dicks brush, wet-soft, and it feels so good but Dean's so sensitive, his skin practically rippling just from that faint contact. He digs his nails into Sam's sides and Sam grunts but then pushes in again, gentle but inexorable, so Dean's plush up against the slick of his thigh. He shudders, full-body, and then of course that makes everything clench again, and Sam's hands slide over his ass, gripping, pulling him in again. "I'm gonna pop," Dean says, and Sam laughs a little. Kisses the side of his neck. He squeezes Dean's ass, pulling him wide, and then his fingers slide down, familiar. Asking. "Sam," Dean says, without having any idea what else to say, and Sam kisses him again, rubs. The sensitivity isn't just in his dick, turns out—Dean flinches, clenches, tips his ass back against it and regrets it immediately, his bladder lurching.

"Hold on," Sam says, again, and Dean takes him literally and grips Sam's shoulder, wraps an arm around his neck, breathing hot and staggered against his throat. Sam turns them a little—reaches—and then the spray's mostly coming down on their shoulders, Dean's back kept out of it, and he shivers, grips, squeezes Sam's neck, and then Sam's fingers slide between his ass-cheeks, goopy-slick and cold.

"Fuck," Dean says, breathy, and Sam slips inside him just like that. Two fingers, dragging and thick enough that Dean goes up on his toes. Sam wraps an arm around his waist and pushes deeper, and Sam's stupid fingers are long enough that he can find Dean's spot, even at this bad angle, and that's a shock raw enough that Dean lurches, his nuts surging with want, his dick jerking and his gut tightening and everything getting very precarious very fast, all of a sudden, and he curls a knee up and makes some stupid sound and Sam says, "Feel it, Dean—hold on, you can do it, hold on. Just feel it."

"You fucking feel it," Dean says—jesus, he sounds like he's gonna cry—but he squeezes his eyes shut and locks his hands around his wrists, knowing Sam's holding half his weight but not caring, and Sam's fingers turn, inside, pressing deep, and Dean surges with it, rolling his hips like he's fucking, everything in him this ringing bell of shock.

He's never been so inside his body. He can feel very inch. His fingers digging into his own skin, his arms clinging to Sam's shoulders. His feet barely holding purchase on the wet tile. His muscles sore from the workout and struggling to keep him upright; his breath, sawing in his chest. His dick, full and tingling, not hard because he doesn't even know if he can get hard, like this—his ass, split-wet and aching. His bladder, swollen, taking up so much room in his head he can barely think. Sam's fingers flex and it feels like he's fucking up into Dean's belly, like there's no space left inside. His dick jumps and he can feel something—oh—he cries out, squeezing, and Sam's shushing him, making nonsense sounds against the top of his ear, and he's so turned inside-out that he can't get his shit together to punch Sam like he deserves, right now, but he's—he's pissing, he's fucking it up—"You're not," Sam says, somehow, somewhere—"You're not, you're just leaking, I promise," he says, and Dean gasps in air and Sam's just—rubbing his prostate, now, working in these deep awful gut-clenching circles, and Dean chances letting go with one hand and slips down between them, finds his poor half-hard dick and it—jesus, Sam's right, he's just spooling out come in this thin sticky trickle, like it's being wrung out of him. His thighs shake. "Sammy," Dean says, lips smearing against Sam's skin, and Sam groans for some reason, squeezing his waist, fucking his fingers in and out before he goes back to that same awful pulsing demand. Sam's dick is hard, Dean realizes, finally—jesus, diamond-hard, pressing against Dean's belly. He tips his head, blinks wetly down between them, and it's—oh, christ. Huge, dark. Aching, too, by the looks of it. He cups his fingers under his spilling dick and gets them sticky, and then wraps his hand around Sam, squeezing, pulling up. Sam's fingers curl inside, his grip around Dean's waist falling away so he can grab Dean's thigh, instead, yanking him close. His dick and Dean's fist crush in against Dean's belly and he clamps down, panicked, holding on by a thread. "Sam," he breathes, and Sam backs off, pushing away, his fingers slipping out and his hands gripping Dean's hips, instead, spinning him, pushing him under the water.

The spray rushes over Dean's ears, pushing away the rest of the world. "Now," Sam says, through the pounding of it. Dean breathes open-mouthed, the water dripping over his face. Sam presses up behind him, his dick against the small of Dean's back and his body warm and shielding. His hands slide over Dean's belly and Dean covers them, arching, everything pulled tight. Sam's hand slips down to his dick, circles it at the base. "Now," Sam says again, soft, and after so long holding it Dean—can't. He shakes his head, turns his face. Sam's thumb rubs the root of his dick, makes him shiver, and he closes his eyes, turns up into the spray so everything's blotted out. He folds both hands over Sam's on his stomach and pushes, down and low, hurting—his mind going white—and—

Sam groans, like it's him who's getting release. Dean can hardly tell which sensation is which. He lets his head fall back against Sam's shoulder and lets it surge out of him, spilling with the shower swirling away to the drain, and Sam kisses his cheek, his jaw, squeezes light at his dick. Slips his other hand down to cup Dean's balls, to press up behind them, and Dean jerks, his pelvic muscles tightening, pushing more out of himself. It goes on forever, feels like, spilling and surging, and he's not yet done when Sam pushes him a step forward, a stumble up against the shower wall, and Sam lets go of his balls and grips his ass and his dick pushes inside, splitting, raw and slick on the stretching Dean already got when Sam was milking him. He flinches up against the tile, his hands clutching, and Sam's rolling into him smooth and deep, pushing up into that space where Dean's still swollen-sore, still achy, still—and Dean drops his forehead against the wall and looks down and he's, fuck, he's still pissing, the last spurts splashing down against the wall, disappearing into the shower spray around them. Sam's hand squeezes his dick, rolling up to the tip in an urging pull, and it's so sensitive that Dean arches away from it but that just pushes him back into Sam, and that feels so good that he lets out this low awful groan, braces his forearms against the wall, just lets it happen.

He's still not getting hard. His dick tingles, massively oversensitive, and Sam holds him by the base and Dean watches as if from a great distance while the clear wet spills out of him. Something he can't control after all the holding it in, before. Sam's mouth moves over his shoulders, the back of his neck, feels so good he can hardly stand it, and he braces his feet and tips back and squeezes and Sam surges into him, hips snapping, and like a chain reaction there's another clear spill out of Dean's dick, and he—he's starting to feel—this strange pull, in his gut, drawing in some space above his nuts. Like the tingling sore swollenness of his bladder but tighter, wilder. "Right there," he says, thoughtless demand, and Sam grips his hip and obeys, snapping in tight forceful thrusts that nail him exactly where he needs it, the sensation swelling and aching and growing into this unimaginable thing—and when he comes it ripples out right from there, his lips tingling, his toes curling and his hands fisting against the tile and his hole clenching tight enough around Sam that he lurches in, says fuck breathless against Dean's shoulder, squirms up close. Held breath and then a sigh, over Dean's wet skin, and Dean's so sensitive he can feel it. The twitch inside. He reaches down and holds Sam's hip, keeping him close, and Sam finally, finally lets go of his dick and presses his hand instead against Dean's belly, there under the navel, where he's soft again, empty.

How long it takes for his brain to re-engage, Dean doesn't know. It's the sound of the water coming down that penetrates, eventually, and he turns his head, drags in a long draft of steaming air. "Thank god we don't pay a water bill," he says, thin, and Sam snorts, still crushed up close against him. Dean slides his hand over Sam's, on his stomach, and rolls his shoulders. "Okay," he says.

Sam pulls out, carefully. Dean winces, when he's free—and there's a spill, against his thigh—but Sam just grips Dean's biceps and walks them backwards a step and the hot water's sluicing down between them, washing them both clean. Dean sways, letting the spray wash over his chest, and leaves it to Sam to lather up soap between his hands, do the work. Sam's hands slick over his ass, careful where he's tender. Over his thighs. Around the front, gentle on his dick. Turning him, easily, and Dean slits his eyes open to watch Sam lather up again and then crouch, washing his thighs, sliding down his calves to his feet. He glances up and catches Dean looking, and bites his lip. Lathers his hands, again, and takes Dean's right hand, and rubs soap over his palm and up his wrist and then over the mark, not shying from it, his thumb slipping over the raised red skin and smearing white, so that for a second it looks like it isn't there.

Dean wraps his hand around Sam's forearm, pulls. Sam stands and Dean pushes his hands through Sam's hair and lifts up and kisses him, best as he knows how, saying—god. Whatever there possibly is, that he can say.

It's Dean who finally reaches over and turns off the water. In the sudden silence it's easy to hear the deep breath Sam takes, how slow he lets it out. Dean lays his hand on Sam's ribs, below his heart, feeling the expansion of his chest. Sam's head tips down to his.

"You said," Dean starts. "Before. About—holding it off, keeping myself together. How I had to be a… powerful force. I've been trying." He shakes his head. Sam's quiet, waiting. "Hell if I know if it'll do the trick, but I'm trying. But, Sammy, there's no way in hell I could make it half as far as I have without you."

He chances looking up and—there's Sam. Wet hair shoved sloppy behind his ears, eyes steady. Rock of Gibraltar. Dean says, weirdly thick to his own ears, "So, uh. You're just gonna have to stick around and help."

Sam cups the side of his neck with a big hand, his thumb slotting up into the soft spot under Dean's ear. His mouth tilts, then firms, and he nods serious. "When you're cured," Sam says—that when, god, Dean's indefatigable little brother. Sam's mouth curves up at the corner while Dean's busy loving him. "Will you keep making that lentil thing? It's awesome."

A dimple, carved deep. Dean touches it, looks into Sam's eyes. "Maybe I can help you get better taste," he says, and takes Sam's smile like a stone, shoring up the dam inside.
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Would appreciate any thoughts you have.
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