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  The Break Up Is Coming

  by endversed

    Summary

    Dean's got a crush on this freshman, Cas. He's working his way steadily along to asking him out, and then he finds out Cas is going on a goddamn date. Safe to say, he's not letting Cas go that easy.


  
    Notes

      Cross posted from tumblr. Title is a lyric from a song, and if you know which song I'm talking about, you can figure out this fic's plot.








    






  So, there’s this guy.
God, if Sammy could hear Dean talking like this he wouldn’t stop laughing for the rest of eternity. It’s not like Dean wanted to get some dumb crush on one of the new freshman, alright? He’s meant to be a mature, worldly sophomore, old enough to not be struck dumb by a ridiculous pair of baby blues and a pouty, pink mouth.
The semester had started just fine – Dean getting back to college after getting to spend the whole summer being cooked pies by his mom and teasing Sam about his new girlfriend, Jess – with Dean spending most days just sitting in the courtyard with his best friend, Victor. The sun was always out and the girls always wore about as little clothing as people can get away with in public (and in California, that’s a pretty tiny limit) and Dean was happy to sit and objectify to his heart’s content.
Except then fucking blue eyes had to turn up and fuck things over. He had to turn up and smile in Dean’s general vicinity and that was it, Dean was gone, never to be able to look at another person again and having Victor laughing at him pretty much 24 hours a day for fawning.
But he’s not fawning. He’s not.
It’s just that maybe, sometimes, just a little, Dean will watch the guy. Occasionally, he’ll watch the guy sitting with his friends, laughing and smiling, ducking his head and blushing and looking ridiculously fucking adorable.
It’s not creepy, not at all, but Dean also kinda asked around to find out what the guy’s name was. It turns out that it’s Cas. Dean thinks that’d be a really good name to say when he comes, and he’s been practising with his fist until the real thing becomes available to him.
And he’s going to make sure that day comes soon.
——-
“You’re a fucking wuss, Winchester.”
Dean scowls, not even bothering to turn his attention to Victor in order to do so. He’s too busy focusing on Cas sat in the corner of the library, flicking through a battered old book that Dean hasn’t caught the name of yet. He, himself, is huddled up with Victor on one of the tables in the middle, hiding his face behind his math textbook and being a lot less surreptitious than he thinks he is.
“He looks busy,” Dean explains, glancing at Victor fleetingly before returning his gaze to Cas. “I can’t go talk to him now. We’re in a library, anyway. You can’t ask someone out in a library. It sends out the wrong message.”
“I’m pretty sure stalking the guy sends out a worse message,” Vic replies, eyebrow raised and watching Dean’s scowl harden with amusement. “Just go fucking ask him out, Winchester. I don’t think I can take another second of your whiny ass pining without punching you in the dick.”
Dean opens his mouth, protestations on the tip of his tongue that he doesn’t fucking whine, and that Vic would never punch Dean in the dick, because he knows how important it is to Dean. But he closes his mouth once again when he realises that, well – he’s nineteen and good looking and there’s a cute guy in Dean’s line of sight, so he should go ask him out. He will go ask him out.
He stands up. “I’ll be back in a sec,” Dean murmurs, dropping his book to the table and stepping away from his chair. He spares a look at Vic, barely reigns in the urge to stick his tongue out, and adds, “And next time you’re giving me dating advice, how about I remind you of that first week in freshman year when you puked all over that girl’s dress, huh?”
He walks away before Victor can properly reply, leaving him a spluttering, indignant mess at their table. He feels proud of himself, smirking and walking cockily, hearing Vic hiss his protest – they are in a library, after all – and going in the direction of where Cas sits, alone.
Except halfway there, the smirk slips and a low level panic starts to set in.
He’s doing this. Like, actually fucking doing this. He’s walking over to Cas and he’s going to ask him out. After weeks and weeks of observing (not stalking), it’s about to pay off.
Or, well, hopefully pay off.
He comes to a stop just in front of where Cas is curled up on an armchair, fists clenching by his side and mouth a twisted shape of worry. Cas has his iPod in so he hasn’t noticed Dean yet – couldn’t hear his footsteps and is too absorbed in his book to have looked up yet.
Dean looks at the tile and sees that the book is a Vonnegut. He smiles, thinks maybe they might actually get along ok, and works up the courage to open his mouth.
“Hey,” he uses as an opener.
Cas blinks, looks up and takes the iPod headphones out of his ears. His eyes are wide and his brow slightly furrowed, keeping a fingertip on his page in the book as he closes it, not wanting to get lost. Dean’s stomach swirls at the sight of Cas’ pink lips parted around surprise, and he breathes deep, waits.
“Um, hello?” Cas offers, and shit, that’s his voice. Dean feels like he’s hit the fucking jackpot, because that gravelly tone screaming out his name? That would be fucking awesome. He shakes himself out of the thought before he pops a chubby in the middle of the campus library, and Cas continues. “Are you looking for something? I’m afraid I don’t work here, but I’d be happy to help you if I can.”
Dean grins. Cas is sweet. Dean can’t say he didn’t see that coming – he looks fucking adorable, has a whole bunch of friends hanging off his every word: it just makes sense that it’s because the fucker issweet.
“Uh, no,” Dean mumbles out, liking the way it makes Cas’ brows furrow a little further. He wants to kiss the little creases and run his thumbs over them until they alleviate, wants to kiss from Cas’ forehead to his mouth and capture Cas’ lips in a smile. “I actually, uh. I came over to talk to you.”
Cas looks confused, but not horrified. Dean takes that as a good sign.
“You came over to talk to me?” Cas asks. Dean nods, shuffling on his feet, and Cas still looks confused. “Why?”
Dean bites back a laugh. Ain’t that the 64 dollar question?
“Just wanted to talk to you,” Dean admits, mumbling and scuffing his shoe, ducking his head and hoping Vic isn’t watching Dean acting like a teenage girl with a crush. “I mean, I’ll go if I’m bothering you. Shit, you were reading, weren’t you? Kinda rude of me to just amble up and interrupt. Yeah. Sorry, sorry – I’ll go.”
Cas’ hand comes out, quick as a shot, and wraps around Dean’s wrist. “No,” he breathes, soft, little sound from his pretty, pink mouth. “You don’t have to go. You could – could pull up a chair, if you wanted to?”
Dean grins. “Yeah, ok.”
Cas releases his hand, takes it back and closes his book, placing it in his lap. Dean sees a chair close to them and drags it over, placing it beside Cas and taking a seat. There’s a small silence after that, somewhat awkward as Cas places a fingertip on a page of his book, twiddles it between, the sound of the paper scratching against skin loud in the library’s mandatory silence. Dean’s not too sure what to do now, how to proceed, so he starts with something he knows.
“So, Vonnegut. Gotta admit I prefer Slaughterhouse Five, myself, but Cat’s Cradle is good, too.”
Cas’ face lights up like a Christmas tree. Dean decides he very much likes it that way, especially when it’s there because of him.
“You’re a Vonnegut fan?” Cas asks, barely concealed excitement in the tone of his voice. Dean smiles, shifts his chair a little closer so that he can see the blue of Cas’ eyes shine brighter and the pink of his mouth when it curves up in a smile, and nods. “Wow, cool. I’m Cas, by the way.”
Dean doesn’t say I know, because that’s creepy. “I’m Dean.”
Cas grins, and continues.”So, if you like Vonnegut, how about Bukowski? I’ve always thought their themes were somewhat similar, and their writing styles display linking of their thought patterns, I feel.”
Cas talks about books like they’re the best things about life. Now, don’t get Dean wrong – he loves reading, loves Vonnegut and Bukowski and Palahniuk and all the rest – but he doesn’t get like that when he talks about them.
He finds it fucking adorable that Cas does, though, and he’s willing to talk about it as much as Cas wants, as long as he keeps that cute little smile on his face and that happy sparkle in his eyes.
They spend hours talking – books and TV and music, anything and everything menial until the big stuff comes. Dean tells Cas that he’s got a brother Sam, who lives back home in South Dakota with their uncle Bobby, and in return, Cas tells Dean that he was raised by his two eldest brothers, Michael and Luke, and that they still live at home in Michigan while Cas and his two other siblings are at college elsewhere.
Dean’s having fun, talking to Cas about nothing in particular and still wanting to know more. Dean’s whole crush thing has now gotten about a hundred times worse (or better, depends how you look at it) now that he knows that Cas is funny and nice and sweet.
When Cas gets up to go back to his dormroom, they exchange numbers and agree that they should hang out again.
And as Cas walks away, backpack slung over his shoulder, Dean remembers that he forgot to ask Cas out.
Shit.
——-
Dean and Cas do hang out some more. They go to the library together, study in the courtyard, go to diner’s so that Dean can eat pie and Cas can inhale a pile of cheeseburgers. They become friends – Cas and Dean, two things that come as one, always together, according to the others – and Dean’s happy.
He’d be happier if he was allowed to kiss Cas, but he’ll take what he can get. For now.
A month or so passes and one Saturday, Dean wanders out of his room around midday to find Vic lounging on the couch in their shared apartment. Dean was pretty lucky with who he got paired with for a dorm in first year, because Victor may have been a fucking dick (still is, really), but he’d also quickly become Dean’s best friend and now they’re living together in almost perfect harmony.
“Morning, princess,” Victor greets, already showered and dressed, the bastard. “You look like shit.”
Dean grunts, flops down on the couch beside Victor and nuzzles into him, making Victor flail his arms and yell for Dean to get off him. Dean laughs and keeps it up a little longer, intent on making Vic as uncomfortable as possible, and eventually gives up and sits at the other end of the couch.
“Went to a bar with Cas last night,” Dean explains while Victor continues to glare. “Dude can fuckingdrink, I’m telling you. Had to match him shot for shot and I ended up falling on my ass every time I tried to go to the bar.”
“Smooth, Winchester.” Victor snorts and Dean grumbles, grabbing the remote out of Vic’s hands and flicking through the channels on their crappy TV. “Hey! I was watching that.”
“Not anymore,” Dean replies, landing on the SyFy channel where a marathon of Stewart era Star Trek is starting. Dean grins and shoves the remote down his sweats, knowing Vic isn’t that invested in watching the football, and settles back. “Now shut up, my Captain is speaking.”
Victor rolls his eyes, but does stay silent. Even an asshole like him won’t interrupt Dean during Trek time, if he knows what’s good for him.
It’s gonna be a good day, Dean thinks. He’ll spend it watching Trek with Victor, and then he’ll arrange something with Cas again for tonight. Perfect.
——-
Except not quite, because Dean’s phone call with Cas goes a little like this:
“Hey, Cas, you busy tonight?”
“Yes, Dean, I am, in fact.”
“Great, I was thinking – wait, what?”
“I’m busy tonight. As in already have plans.”
“Doing what?”
“I’m going out for dinner.”
“Oh. Dinner. With someone else. Right.”
“Yes.” A pause, long and awkward. “Tomorrow, instead?”
“Yeah, sure. I’ve gotta go now, Cas. Have fun at dinner.”
“I will. Bye.”
And Dean ends the call.
Well, shit. Dean’s missed his chance. He’s missed his fucking chance by being too much of a goddamn coward to just ask Cas out. Hell, Dean wouldn’t have even minded rejection – sure, it would have stung, but at least then he’d have known for sure that he didn’t have a chance in hell.
As it is now, Cas is going on a date with someone and Dean couldn’t even pluck up the courage in the past month to see if it could have been him, instead.
He feels kinda shitty, in all honesty. Victor clearly doesn’t want to help this fact.
“You’re an idiot,” he declares, still sitting on their couch, TV on mute, clearly having listened to Dean and Cas’ entire conversation, even though Dean went into the kitchen for some semblance of privacy. “An actual goddamn idiot, Winchester. Like, really, really fucking dumb, man.”
Dean scowls and sits down beside him once again. “Thanks, man. You’re really being there for me in my time of need.” Victor just chuckles – fucking asshole – and Dean crosses his arms over his chest childishly, glares at the TV now that the Star Trek marathon is over. “You think I don’t know that already? I missed my chance, Cas is way too good for me anyway, yeah, yeah – I know the story. Look, let’s just – let’s just go out tonight and get me laid, ok? I need a fucking distraction.”
Victor frowns. “I don’t think that’s a very good idea.”
“Why the fuck not?” Dean counters, angry and upset without having a right to be, but also not wanting to show any of it to anyone, not even Victor. “C’mon, man. We’re gonna go out and have a good time and I’m gonna forget about Cas. What was I thinking, anyway? I don’t do dating. Especially not goddamnfreshman. Yeah, this is a good thing. We’re going out.”
Victor opens his mouth, no sound coming out, and closes it again. His brows furrow and his hand twitching on his leg, and Dean has no idea what he’s protesting for – Dean had a crush, and didn’t make anything of it, so said crush moved on. It’s not like it’s Victor’s problem, or anything, so why is he pissed?
“Fine,” Victor eventually agrees, reluctance in his tone. “But you’re not getting hammered, you hear me?”
Dean mumbles a sound of vague assent, thinking he can slip in extra drinks when Vic’s not looking and get as drunk as he wants to be. He’s bummed about Cas going out to dinner – a dinner date, how nice, all Dean probably would have offered him was a trip to the local bar and a good time in Dean’s bedroom – but he’s gonna get drunk and get laid and stop caring.
Hopefully.
——-
It’s around 8 in the evening and Dean is nicely buzzed. He and Victor had drank a few beers back at their place, wanting to save as much money as possible by not needing to drink too much while they were out in order to get smashed.  They’re poor college students, ok? They’re not to be blamed.
They’re walking side by side, chatting amiably, Dean drunk enough that he’s in a better mood by now. The bar’s only a short while away, maybe twenty minutes or so, and when they’re almost there, they pass a little Italian restaurant and Victor stops, eyes wide.
Dean pauses, open his mouth around a half formed what are you doing, and then stops when he follows Vic’s line of sight.
Cas. And some red headed chick. Cas and his freaking date. Dean’s good mood evaporates almost instantly.
“Dean,” Victor starts hesitantly, like he’s handling a wild animal. “Dean, c’mon, leave them to it. Let’s just go get drunk, yeah?”
Victor’s hand goes to Dean’s elbow, tries to drag him along, but Dean stands his ground and refuses to be moved. Victor keeps trying, pleading just a little with Dean to comply, but Dean doesn’t want to, and so he won’t.
He wants to stand on the pavement and look at what he could have had, maybe. He wants to watch Cas laugh with this girl and watch her touch his shoulder. It’s the sweetest form of torture – watching Cas laugh. He shows his teeth and bares his neck, looks so goddamn gorgeous and it makes Dean’s heart ache, because this time, it’s not for him.
He wants it to be. More than he’s ever wanted anything before. He wants Cas to laugh with him or at him or however the hell he wants to, Dean doesn’t care. He just wants those eyes to look at him all adoring, like they do sometimes, and he’ll be fucking damned if he’s going to give up this easily.
“No,” he grits out, seeing Victor tense in his peripheral vision. “No. I don’t wanna go to the bar yet. How about  we go say hi to Cas first, huh?”
He’s just the side of drunk and infatuated that it seems like a good idea.
“Dean, I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Victor rationalises, but Dean’s already crossing the street and not bothering to listen to logic, anyway.
He walks through the glass double doors and into the opening of the restaurant, smiles charmingly at the waitress when she approaches him. He explains to her that he’s waiting on someone and then going in to people waiting for them, and his tone is flirty enough that she believes him, blushing as he hurries off.
I’ve still got it, Dean thinks to himself, smirking as Vic bursts through the doors and by his side.
“Don’t do this,” he asks, imploring tone as Dean searches the place for any signs of Cas and his hussy girlfriend. “Please, Dean, it’ll only make you look dumb.”
Dean hums an agreement, barely listening. He spots Cas at a table in the back, a two seater affair that looks disgustingly intimate. There’s a candle pushed to the side and Cas has got a glass of water in front of him, and Dean smiles despite himself, thinking about how Cas only ever uses his fake ID when Dean makes him.
He turns to Victor with a grin. “Show time,” he proclaims, and walks away before Victor can drag him back.
He weaves through tables, dodges the waiters and waitresses who give him funny looks – it’s a small place, they know their patrons – and comes to a stop just in front of Cas’ table. He pointedly doesn’t look at Cas’ date when he talks.
“Hey, buddy!” He puts as much surprise into his tone as possible, overdoing it maybe just a little – four bottles of beer and two shots of whiskey will do that to your acting skills. “Didn’t know you were gonna be here!”
Cas blinks up, surprised, shooting little nervous glances over at his date.
Yeah, Dean thinks. He should be nervous. He’s Dean’s, and just because Dean may have never made that implicitly clear, doesn’t mean that Cas can just go around and date other people.
“Hello, Dean,” Cas greets back, and Dean’s making up for the controlled expression on Cas’ face by grinning inanely himself. “I didn’t expect to see you here, either. Who are you here with?”
“Victor,” Dean answers, wishing he could lie and say he’s here with two hot blondes – wishing he could make Cas as jealous as Dean is right now. However, a lie like that in this situation would be found out pretty fast, as proven when Victor appears by Dean’s side. Dean slings his arm over Vic’s shoulder, more affectionate with his best friend than he thinks he’s ever been before. “Here he is. We’re here for dinner, aren’t we, Vic? Total coincidence that Cas is here too, right?”
He’s not being subtle, and Cas’ date’s eyebrows shoot up to her hairline. Dean hates her even more than he did five seconds. Her and how fucking pretty she is.
“Hi, Cas,” Victor greets, more calm than Dean’s. Cas smiles, says hello back, and Victor turns to Cas’ date, eyes narrowing slightly. Except it’s not in the way Dean’s would – in a glare – but more speculative, curious. “And this is?”
The girl smiles and it’s just as pretty as the rest of her. Bitch.
“I’m Anna,” she replies, standing up and reaching out a hand to shake Vic’s, moving to Dean after. If she notices the way Dean wipes his hand on his pants when she lets him go, her smile doesn’t slip to show it. “I’m Cas’ –“
“It’s nice to meet you, Anna,” Victor says, cutting her off.
Dean thinks it’s because Vic didn’t want Dean to have to go through the pain of hearing her call herself Cas’ girlfriend, and for that, Dean decides he’s an awesome best friend. He can’t figure out why he’s smiling so smugly, though.
There’s a small silence, Cas and Anna at their tables, Dean and Vic lingering beside it. Dean’s not willing to go yet, though – doesn’t feel as though he’s done enough to show Cas that he’s with the wrong person.
“So you’re eating here?” Cas asks, looking straight at Dean.
Dean nods. “Yup,” he agrees, hoping that there are empty tables and he and Vic can snag one, make their (correction: Dean’s) lie look plausible. He wants to stick around and keep an eye on this Anna girl, make sure she’s not going to take advantage of his Cas. “Love me some Italian food.”
That’s a lie, and Dean has actually told Cas that before. Dean hopes he won’t notice.
“You’re Dean?” Anna asks. Dean whips his head round to her, surprised by the recognition in her voice, a tone that doesn’t come from only just meeting him. He nods, mute, and she smiles, big and wide. “Why don’t you two join us then? Table’s plenty big if we squeeze together.”
“Anna, we can’t make that sort of intrusion on the waiting staff.” Cas is blushing, looking at Anna beseechingly, and Dean almost feels bad for interrupting their date, seeing as Cas looks so desperate to keep it that way. Only almost, though. “Plus, I’m sure Dean and Victor want to spend their evening as the two of them, right?”
He turns to Dean then, eyes wide and blue. His lips are parted so prettily, just like the first time Dean ever saw him, just like every time after that, and Dean knows he should so yes, knows he should be the bigger person and let Cas do whatever (or whoever) the hell he wants to.
But he’s just not the bigger person, ok? He was never going to be.
“No, it’s fine,” he says, smile wide, gripping Victor’s elbow tightly and pleading with him to play along. “It’d be great to sit with you guys. Vic, go get us a couple of chairs and tell the waiter that we’re eating with these guys, yeah?”
Vic glares at Dean but complies, and in the back of his head Dean knows he’s going to pay for ordering him around like that. But when Cas smiles at Dean, all small and shy, Dean doesn’t even care one little bit.
The chairs are brought around and Victor says that the staff know, and Dean takes the seat on Cas’ side, Vic the one on Anna’s. Cas and Anna say they’ve only ordered drinks, so when the waitress comes around again – the same on Dean had flirted with, and she won’t quit giving him the eyes now – they all order together.
“So,” Anna starts, looking between Dean and Vic, focusing mostly on Dean. Maybe she can tell he’s a threat. Dean hopes it’s that. “How’d you guys know Cas?”
Dean answers before Vic can say through the means of stalking. “Met him at the campus library about a month ago. He was reading Vonnegut and I’m a sucker for it and we just got talking.”
Dean smiles at the memory, and a glance at Cas shows that he is, too.
“So you’re good friends?” Anna ploughs on, pressing Dean for information. Dean’s not entirely sure why, but he’s always happy to talk about him and Cas.
“Yeah, I’d say so,” he replies, keeping it inside that he wishes it were more. “How did you meet Cas?”
He asks out of politeness, not really wanting to know, and Anna’s brow furrows, confused. Cas’ does, too, and it looks eerily similar, but Dean puts that down to them maybe spending a lot of time together, picking up each other’s mannerisms, and hates a lot how that could be true.
Anna opens her mouth to answer, but before she can, Vic knocks over Cas’ water.
It spills onto Dean’s jeans and Cas’ shirt, and Anna lets out a small gasp. “Shit, sorry!” Victor says, not sounding sorry at all. “I’m so clumsy. Here – use some napkins.”
Dean grabs the napkins from Vic’s hands angrily, wondering why this is the first time he’s seen anything of Victor’s self proclaimed ‘clumsiness’. He uses one on his own jeans, rubbing over the inside of his thigh (not as fun as it sounds when there’s wet denim clinging to your leg) and then moves onto Cas.
He dabs at the bottom of Cas’ sweater, ignoring Cas saying he can do it himself – it’s Dean’s idiot friend who’s done this, so Dean should sort it for him. There’s a little water at the top of Cas’ jeans, a dampness that can’t be comfortable, so Dean starts wiping at that, too.
To do so he has to lift up Cas’ sweater a little, has to bend down closer to Cas’ lap and get a damn good view of the sliver of pale skin above the waistband of Cas’ pants. There’s a faint happy trail by his navel, leading down into the elastic of his briefs, black and showing above his jeans. Dean’s mouth waters, his hand stilling, and he only comes back to the room and away from his imagination when Victor coughs.
“You ok there, man?” Victor asks, and fuck him, he sounds amused. One look around and Dean can see him biting back a smile, can see Anna doing it, too, which is weird, because Dean is basically molesting her boyfriend in front of her. “Need some help?”
Dean sits back up, not looking at the blush on Cas’ face because he knows it’d get him from half hard to fully if he did. “I’m fine,” he grunts, throwing the napkins back on the table, beckoning a waiter to help clear it up. “It’s your stupid ass that needs help. Stop spilling drinks, jerk.”
Victor holds his hands up, placating, and Dean lets it go. He’s got more important things to focus on, like making sure Anna keeps her dirty hands away from Cas. He settles back in his chair, ignores Vic’s smirk, and sets about to do just that.
——-
An hour and two courses later, and Dean’s not doing his job very well. They’re on desserts and the conversation is flowing well, and Dean pretty much hates to say that he likes Anna. She’s sweet and funny and teases Cas to make him blush, and Dean laughs along with her even though he knows she’s the enemy.
It’d started off fine – everyone’s hands kept to themselves, no one touching Cas in a way that makes Dean’s blood boil. But then, around the main course, things changed.
It was after Anna went to the bathroom and Vic did too – something that both Cas and Dean looked at one another suspiciously for. Vic came back first, smug like he had been from the start, and Anna came back a few minutes later. But this time, for some reason, she was reaching out to touch Cas like it was her freaking job.
She’ll touch his shoulder and cup his jaw, run a hand through his hair and make him blush. Now, Dean’s all for making Cas blush, if not only because of how hot it makes him look, but he doesn’t like the means that Anna is using to do so.
Every time Anna touches Cas and Cas doesn’t push her away, Dean gets angry and upset in equal measure. It’s not a good combination.
She also keeps looking over at Dean whenever she does this, like she’s gauging Dean’s reaction. Dean’s not sure what kind of game she’s playing, and he’s trying really hard to hate her for it, but he just can’t.
By the time it’s reached desert, Anna has touched Cas approximately thirty-two times. Dean’s been counting.
They’re all looking through the menu to see what they want, but Dean’s focusing on glancing under the table as often as he can, seeing if Anna and Cas are playing footsie under the table. He’s not entirely sure what he’d do if he saw that they were, but it’s nice to see that they’re not.
Cas nudges Dean with his elbow and Dean looks up. “They’ve got pie,” Cas whispers, leaning in close. “I know how much you like pie.”
Dean smiles and refrains from gloating that Cas knows what he likes. “Yeah, thanks, Cas.”
They order the last of their food and wait for it to come, and when it does Dean tucks in heartily, eating the pie that Cas had suggested for him. It’s always nice that Italian restaurants understand an American’s needs and stock pie.
About halfway through, Cas pipes up. “Oh, Anna – I saw Gabriel the other day. He said he misses you and that you have to go to New York and see him sometime soon.”
Dean’s brow furrows. “Wait, Gabriel?” he says, surprised. Cas turns to him, confused, and nods. “As in your older brother, Gabriel?” Cas nods again, still clearly perplexed. In all honesty, Dean is, too. “She’s already met your brother, Cas? Jesus, how long have you even known her? That’s moving a little fast.”
Anna and Victor’s cutlery clatters to their plates in unison. “Uh,” they both stumble at the same time, stuttering through words that don’t make sense.
“Of course Anna’s met Gabriel,” Cas says to Dean, ignoring the mumbling idiots on the other side of the table. “He’s her brother, too.”
Wait – “What?”
“Gabriel is Anna’s brother, too,” Cas reiterates, like maybe Dean didn’t hear.
To be honest, that’s what Dean thought at first, but no, that’s what Cas said – Anna is Gabriel’s sister. Which would mean that –
“Is Anna your sister?” Dean’s surprise totally justifies the fact that his voice’s pitch jumps up a few octaves.
“Yes,” Cas answers, eyes narrowed. Dean notices that both Anna and Victor are biting their lips, trying not to laugh. Dean’s not totally sure why, but he’s got an idea. “Why? Who did you think she was?”
“I, uh. I, um, I.” Dean’s not getting his sentence out very easily, glancing between Cas’ confused, blue eyes and the crumbs on the table cloth. This is going to be embarrassing to admit, he can tell that already, but there’s also a surge of relief rolling through him. Sister is much, much better than date. “I –“
Anna cuts him off before he can say it himself. “He thought I was your girlfriend!” She sounds far to gleeful considering she just said that Dean thought she was dating her own brother. “He thought you were here on a date with me and that’s why he’s been acting so brooding and obnoxious!”
“Hey!” Dean protests, offended. Everyone ignores him.
Cas blinks. “Really?” he asks of Dean, but doesn’t give him a chance to answer before he turns to his sister. Sister. Dean’s never going to get tired of saying that. “How the hell did you know this and I didn’t, Anna?”
Anna ducks her head. “I, uh. Victor told me. When I went to the bathroom. He told me that Dean thought I was your date but he’d figured out I was your sister from the family resemblance and remembering you mention my name before.”
Dean turns to Victor, lightning fast. “You knew?”
Victor doesn’t even have the good grace to look ashamed. “Figured this would be a fun way to get you to make an ass out of yourself,” he responds amiably, shrugging his shoulder and smiling in amusement. “Worked, too.”
“Asshole,” Dean mutters under his breath, wishing that weren’t true. Silence lapses, somewhat awkward, and then Dean thinks of something. He looks up at Anna. “Is that why you kept touching him?”
Anna’s cheeks colour, similarly to how Cas’ do. Dean wonders how he didn’t notice the family resemblance earlier.
“Yeah,” she admits, looking a little guilty – at least more so than Victor, the bastard. “Thought it might make you jealous.”
“Yeah, it worked,” Dean mumbles, not thinking. Cas’ head snaps towards him, jaw slack.
“You were,” he starts, trailing off a little to swallow heavily, regaining composure and ending with, “jealous?”
Dean blushes immediately and starts stammering. “I, um, we, uh, I just –“
“Yes,” Victor answers for him, and people have got to stop doing that. “Yes, he was. He’s got the biggest schoolgirl crush on you and has done since before you two even spoke. We were actually on our way to a bar so he could drown his sorrows over you dating in a few dozen bottles of beer when he spotted you in here and insisted we came and ruined your romantic evening.”
“Christ, Victor,” Dean grouses, dropping his head in his hands in embarrassment. “Ever heard of overshare, buddy?”
Victor shrugs, nonplussed. “It’s true.”
Dean spares him a glare from where his face is still in his hands, and only stops when he hears a small voice coming from his left.
“Is it?” Cas asks, timid and shy, looking at Dean pleadingly. There’s a small smile on his lips, hope in his tone, and that’s enough to have Dean bringing his head back up, looking at Cas properly. “Is it true, Dean? Do you have – have a crush on me?”
Dean decides to get in there before Anna or Victor answer for him once more. “Yeah,” he breathes, and Cas’ smile gets even wider. “Yeah, I kinda do, Cas.”
Cas is grinning like a loon and Dean thinks that he probably is, too. They’re just staring at each other, in their own little bubble of blessed mutual feelings, and the only thing that pops them out of it is Anna talking.
“The only reason I went along with the plan is because Cas always talks about you,” she explains, and Cas splutters, the tips of his ears turning crimson. “I think the first time he told me about you he described you as, what was it, Cas? Oh, yeah, that’s it – ridiculously attractive.”
Dean beams. “You think I’m ridiculously attractive?”
Cas beams, too. “Maybe just a little.”
“Well,” Dean drawls, leaning closer, watching Cas’ eyes drop from Dean’s and down to his mouth. “I can assure you that the feeling’s mutual, sweetheart.”
Cas lets out a little breath of laughter, looking gorgeous and happy, and Dean can’t hold back a second longer. He closes the gap between them, presses his lips to Cas’ pretty pink ones, just chaste. Except then Cas gasps, sighs, opens his mouth a little and draws Dean’s tongue into his mouth. Dean moans, hands coming up to frame Cas’ jaw, angle it just so, and Cas’ hands grip onto Dean’s t-shirt, pulling him forwards.
Dean’s lost in a world of Cas letting out these breathy little sounds, how he tastes like sugar and mint, not caring one little bit that Victor and Anna are possibly watching and they’re in the middle of a crowded restaurant. He stays that way until Victor coughs pointedly.
They pull away from one another reluctantly, only going so far as to rest their foreheads together and peer at their friends from the corner of their eyes.
“It’s not that we’re not happy for you two,” Anna starts to explain.
“It’s just that we’d prefer not to see you lick each other’s tonsils, if that’s alright,” Victor finishes explaining.
Dean grins. “Fuck off, then,” he answers, and has to go back to kissing Cas straight after, because Cas’ little laughs just taste oh so pretty against Dean’s mouth.
Distantly, Dean hears the scrape of Anna and Vic’s chairs. Distantly, he’s aware of them laying down some money to cover their meals and then saying something about Anna going back to her hotel and calling Cas in the morning, Victor going to a bar and him better not be coming home to the two of them having sex on the couch. Dean just gives Vic the finger, hopes that Anna likes him enough not to tell her brothers that Dean’s not good enough for their little brother, and keeps on kissing Cas.
This is the good life, Dean thinks – and all it took was a little bit of stalking, a whole lot of jealousy, and an asshole friend and a conniving sister to get them there. That’s barely even enough to make a clichéd plotline out of.
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