
Dance with me!verse 

 

On Jared's prom night, a famous dancer visits their school. From that moment on, Jared's life 

is changed forever. Will Jared's determination to put his sister and ill mother before 

everything else prevent him and Jensen from having something more? When Jared opened 

his eyes to find Jensen smiling softly at him, he blushed, realizing just how close they actually 

were. Jensen‟s lips were barely a breath away from his own and he could feel every soft puff 

of air against his skin. 
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♥ 

DANCE WITH ME? 

“Okay, I know all of you are very excited about the senior„s dance tonight, so we have a 

special guest coming as a treat. I‟m sure you‟ve all heard of the world-renowned dancer, 

Jensen Ackles.” 



There was an outburst of screams from the class. Jared rolled his eyes, keeping his gaze 

lowered as he finished up the last of his physics homework. It was quite hard to concentrate, 

especially with Sandy, who was sitting next to him, practically bouncing up and down with 

excitement. 

“Now, Mr Ackles will be choosing a dance partner, so make sure that you all look your best 

if you would like a dance with him.” 

The class was already whispering furiously, Sandy was muttering her entire closet‟s contents 

under her breath. Mike was yelling at the top of his lungs, “He‟s bi! I read in a magazine, he‟s 

bi! That means we have a chance!” 

Sophia came bounding over squealing, “What are you going to wear? Oh god, what am I 

going to wear?” 

Jared sighed and shut his book, “Is there no one sane in this world?” 

Chris sauntered over, closely followed by Steve, “Dude, Ackles won‟t know what hit him.” 

Banging his head on the desk, Jared let out a frustrated groan. Had the entire class gone 

crazy? 

Chris and Steve began comparing their outfits with Mike, furiously debating the advantages 

of red over blue, and every face in the classroom around Jared was flushed with excitement. 

Suddenly Danneel stood up, from where she had been conversing with her cronies, she rose 

to her full height, and said with a haughty toss of her long golden locks, “Obviously he is 

going to choose me, he would be absolutely crazy not to.” 

Her two best friends, nodded their heads furiously, “She is the most beautiful girl in the 

school anyway.” 

And with that, Danneel turned her nose in the opposite direction, obviously under the 

mistaken impression that she looked graceful, and stormed off. 

It was only a short while later that Tom stood up from where he had been talking animatedly 

with his football buddies. “And if he is bi, then it‟s clear who he‟ll choose.” He stretched with 

a yawn, shirt riding up to expose bulky muscles. 

In the silence left in his wake, everyone slowly deflated and sank to their seats. Beside Jared, 

Sandy murmured sadly, “They‟re probably right, who else would Mr Ackles choose? Top 

cheerleader or football captain... we don‟t stand a chance.” 

Sick and tired of everyone‟s attitude, Jared stood up and addressed them, “Guys, tonight‟s 

our dance, the dance most of you have been talking about since your freshman years, are you 

going to let that be ruined for you? Seriously, who cares if we get chosen as a dance partner 

or not? Just have fun and enjoy it.” 



The class stared silently at him for a moment; then someone near the back shouted; “I‟m 

going to wear a tux!” And then the class was back to its animated discussion of what to wear. 

Jared rolled his eyes again and began packing his backpack. 

His friends caught up to him on his way out. Mike slapped him on the back, “Dude, what are 

you going to wear tonight?” 

Jared shrugged the hand off his shoulder, “I‟m not going.” 

His five friends stared at him, “What?” 

Shrugging again, Jared stared down at his shoes, “You guys know I don‟t have any dressy 

clothes.” 

Their eyes dropped to gaze at Jared‟s worn shirt, the jeans that were torn at the knees and 

frayed at the bottom. Jared flushed, “Look, it‟s no big deal. I didn‟t really want to go 

anyway.” 

Exchanging glances amongst themselves, they nodded in unison.  

And then, despite Jared‟s protests, he found himself being bundled into the back of Chris‟s 

truck.  

  

♥ 

An hour later, Jared was wearily trying on another set of clothes that Sophia had tossed him. 

He had soon realized that privacy was not something his friends were aware of and was on 

guard for their constant barging in.  

Nor did his friends have any discretion. Having two guy-friends who were gay, one guy-

friend who was questionably straight, and two girl-friends who were straight, Jared found 

himself surrounded by wolf-whistling and blatant checking out.    

After his cheeks had blushed so many times he felt they were stained red, Mike tossed him 

something that made the others fall into a silent hush. “What? What is it?”  

But Sandy‟s mouth was open, Chris was gripping Steve‟s shoulder as if he would fall down 

otherwise and Mike‟s eyes were dark. Jared took a step back from the pack of hungry wolves. 

“Uhm…” 

That shook them out of it, and Sandy wiped her mouth with a cough, “I think we found the 

outfit.” 

Jared shrugged his shoulders, secretly relieved about the casual outfit. Suits had never been 

appealing to him. Besides, this outfit cost so much less. It was just a sleek brown shirt and 

tight black jeans. 



His friends put together money for the clothes, making him shift awkwardly until Mike 

eventually leered, “Wear that for me tonight with your hair neatly styled and that‟ll be more 

than enough compensation.” 

The others nodded, and Jared just grinned at how awesome his friends were. 

♥ 

It was about five when Jared finally got home, giving him a few hours before he had to set 

out. His mother beamed when she heard the news and pulled him down into a hug. “You 

deserve to go, baby. You‟ve worked so hard this year.” 

Jared smiled and peered into the cupboard, deciding what to make for supper. The past few 

years had been hard: after getting into that accident, his mom had lost all function of her right 

side due to the brain damage inflicted upon the left side of her brain. It had fallen upon Jared 

to care for her and his sister. It was hard sometimes, but Jared loved them so it was a burden 

he'd be willing to carry a million times over.  

“Jay!” There was a bounding from the stairs and he turned time to catch his little sister as she 

threw herself at him. Her beautiful face was flushed with excitement as he swung her round 

in a circle. Then he planted a kiss on her forehead and balanced her on one hip.  

“Hey Megs, how was school?” 

She giggled, “It was so cool, and Ms. Lily said my drawing was the best!” 

“Did she?”He grinned proudly, “Wow, that‟s awesome! Did you tell her it was about the 

story we read last night?” 

“Yup, and she said it was one of her favourites when she was little and she lent me the movie 

so long as I bring it back tomorrow.” 

Jared grinned and jiggled his sister up and down, before letting a serious look take over, “Did 

you do all your homework?” 

“Mmm, most of it, I need your help with the math though. The numbers don‟t make sense.” 

“Okay, I‟ll help you with that after supper and then I‟ll get you sorted with the movie. Why 

don‟t you try and get started at the table over there?” 

“Won‟t you watch with me?” she asked, her happiness drooping.  

“I‟ve got to go out tonight. Going to a dance,” he made a face at her and she grinned again.  

“Ooh, can I do your hair?”  

“‟course you can, it‟s your job, isn‟t it?” 

“Yup,” she nodded seriously.  



“But, first let me get supper going. Get your math books, I‟ll help you now.” 

He carefully put her on the ground and with a last squeeze of her brother‟s leg, she bounced 

off happily.  

Turning back to the kitchen, he caught his mom smiling at him, and grinned back, trying not 

to grimace at the exhaustion he saw reflected in her eyes. The past few years had been 

especially hard for her, being so tired and ill. Money was short, even with the pension his dad 

had left them after his death, but Jared tried to make it last. He had a shift at the car repairs 

store just up the road and he worked there four days a week. It was enough to pay for his 

mom‟s medication and his sister‟s schooling, but it was hard to make ends meet sometimes. 

He didn‟t know what he would have done if he hadn‟t been given a scholarship – probably 

just drop out. The thought made him ill. 

After fetching a drink for her, he turned back to the stove and added a few more ingredients 

before heading towards his sister and beginning to explain multiplication. 

♥ 

Once he was dressed and Meg had attacked his hair, she disappeared upstairs, only to 

reappear with the cologne that their father had worn. She hesitated slightly, her eyes locked 

with his, then she began applying a tiny amount to his cheeks.  

It was a mild scent, comfortingly fresh. Of strength and clean sweat and hard work, leather 

and horses, and grass, mixed with sun-kissed dusk and the coolness of a lake hidden in the 

centre of a forest. Or at least it smelled like their father and Jared associated his father with 

all of those things. Either way, it comforted Jared and calmed his nerves somewhat. 

By the time she was done, there was a hoot from outside, announcing the arrival of his 

friends, so after pecking his family on their cheeks, he raced outside. 

   

♥ 

The hall was brightly lit, huge banners billowing overhead and flowers lining the walls, 

people wearing ridiculously fancy outfits and a huge sound system booming at the back. 

Jared knew he was underdressed, but he couldn‟t bring himself to care, not even when they 

bumped into Danneel and she turned her nose up at them. She was wearing a stunning, baby 

blue dress which hugged her figure tightly and only came up to her thigh. Jared secretly 

thought she looked like a slut, but he was a polite boy, so he just smiled and tried not to 

giggle at Sandy‟s violent whisper of everything she wanted to do to „that bitch‟. 

 “Couldn‟t even afford a decent outfit… how pathetic,” a voice behind them sneered.  

A flush rose on Jared‟s cheeks as he turned to find an Armani-clad Tom laughing with his 

mates, but he ignored them and nudged his angry friends along.  

♥ 



When they finally made it inside, Jared was exhausted. He grabbed a glass of punch from the 

table, and made his way to the side of the room as he waited for the teachers to finish their 

speeches. 

When the music started again, Jared danced for a bit with his friends, laughing and spinning 

Sandy around, but then the music became slower and he headed back to the side as everyone 

found partners and began slow dancing. It was romantic, and he grinned at the sight of his 

friends with various partners. 

   

A few people asked him to dance, but he politely turned them down, preferring to sit down 

against the wall with a relaxed sigh.  

Unfortunately, his peace didn‟t last long, as someone shouted, “He‟s here!” and everybody 

started frantically primping themselves up. Jared watched in amusement as everyone in his 

grade (teacher body included) was converted into a five year old fangirl before his very eyes.  

The big oak doors suddenly swung open and a hush fell over the room as a man stepped in. 

Sure, Jared was man enough to admit that this guy was pretty damn gorgeous, with a 

muscular physique enhanced by dark jeans, a black jacket and a white shirt beneath it, but the 

way everyone was batting their eyelashes at him was a bit much.  

Jared‟s friends were culprits as well. Sandy was fanning her face and Mike was swaying his 

hips a bit too much. Jared smirked to himself, wishing he had brought a camera; he would 

have had enough blackmail material to last a lifetime. Even Mrs. Winter, the prim and proper 

English teacher was falling over herself trying to welcome Mr Ackles, and that was rather 

sickening.  

Mr Ackles stood motionless in the doorway, his eyes roaming over the group of desperate 

teenagers, until a flushed Mr Tarrison motioned for him to head for the stage and 

microphone. 

“Okay everyone, the moment you‟ve all been waiting for has arrived, Mr Ackles has come all 

this way just for you, and it is time for him to choose his dance partner.” 

Mr Ackles accepted the microphone and cleared his throat, “Good evening, everyone. Thank 

you for inviting me here, I hope you are all enjoying your big night.” He paused, his eyes 

darting over the crowd. 

Jared watched as everyone straightened up, trying to make themselves stand out. Tom was 

stretching his back, displaying his six-pack and bulging muscles. Danneel, who was right in 

front of Jared, thrust her hip out and bent slightly forwards so that Mr Ackles had a full view 

of her ample bosom. 

Jared saw Mr Ackles‟ gaze fall on her and he let his eyes slip shut. There was a long silence 

and Jared just sat there, then suddenly Mr Ackles husky voice came on, “That… that young 

man over there.” 

Okay, so he had chosen Tom, maybe the rumours were true and he was bisexual. 



The hall was whispering furiously, but Jared didn‟t even bother to open his eyes. It was only 

when a warm hand covered his knee that he jerked, looking up into the greenest eyes he had 

ever seen.  

“Dance with me?” Mr Ackles asked simply, hand outstretched towards Jared. 

Jared stared at him, his mouth slightly open. He looked around, at his grinning friends and at 

the steaming Danneel. Then he looked back at Mr Ackles, who was smiling slightly, eyes 

crinkling at the corners. 

“Uh…” 

“Hold out your right hand.” 

Jared did and Mr Ackles grabbed it, warm fingers sliding around it, pulling him up to stand, 

inches away from each other. Mr Ackles nodded towards the DJ, and the music began. 

“What‟s your name?” Mr Ackles whispered softly in his ear as he tugged him closer. 

“Jared, my friends call me Jay.” Jared murmured numbly, still unsure as to what had just 

happened. 

Mr Ackles entwined their fingers in one hand and placed his other at Jared‟s waist. “Can I 

call you Jay?” 

Jared nodded, “If you want to. Uhm, Mr Ackles.” 

Mr Ackles started to move with the music, leading Jared easily. “Call me Jensen,” he 

breathed against Jared‟s neck. 

He shivered, unable to believe he was slow dancing with Mr Ackles, the world famous 

dancer, and not only that, but Jensen had also asked to call him by his first name!  

Jensen pulled him even closer, pressing their chests flush against one another and whispered 

softly, “Are you cold?” 

Jared shook his head, his cheek brushing against Jensen‟s, “No… It‟s just... this is my first 

time dancing like this with someone.” 

Pulling away slightly, looking straight at him, Jensen shook his head is surprise, “Really? But 

you move so well.” 

Jared flushed and ducked his head, which ended up being him hiding his face against 

Jensen‟s neck as he mumbled, “You just lead really well.” 

With a smile that Jared could feel against his neck, Jensen whispered, green eyes twinkling, 

“And if you can follow my lead, it means we‟re compatible.” 

Jared‟s brain hit a roadblock at that thought and he mumbled intelligently, “Uhm...” 



Jensen twirled them around, guiding them through the crowd to the centre of the floor; while 

Jared just relaxed, trusting himself to Jensen‟s capable hands and trying to ignore the people 

around them.  

The song was one Jared had never heard before, but he loved it. His eyes fluttered closed and 

he  

sank further into Jensen‟s arms, losing himself to the moment. 

 „The smell of your skin  

The taste of your kiss  

The way you whisper in the dark  

Your hair all around me  

Baby you surround me  

You touch every place in my heart  

Oh, it feels like the first time, every time  

I want to spend the whole night in your eyes 

Every time our eyes meet  

This feeling inside me  

Is almost more than I can take  

Baby when you touch me  

I can feel how much you love me  

And it just blows me away  

I've never been this close to anyone or anything  

I can hear your thoughts  

I can see your dreams‟ 

When Jared opened his eyes to find Jensen smiling softly at him, he blushed, realizing just 

how close they actually were. Jensen‟s lips were barely a breath away from his own and he 

could feel every soft puff of air against his skin. 

The song ended with: 

„I want to spend the rest of my life  

With you by my side  

Forever and ever‟ 

and Jared reluctantly took a step away from Jensen‟s warmth and out of the strong arms. 

There was applause around them and Jared blushed further, realizing they had been dancing 

alone in the middle of the circle.  

Mr Tarrison cleared his throat from the stage, “That was wonderful, everyone. The next song 

will start shortly and you are welcome to remain with your partners or find another one.” 

“Thank you,” Jared murmured softly to Jensen, starting to turn away, knowing that Mr 

Ackles would probably want to dance with someone better. But he‟d barely gone a few steps 

when a hand gently caught his arm. He turned to see Jensen smiling slightly, “Come on, I 

didn‟t think I was that bad. You want to get rid of me already?” 

Jared stared, “You mean… you want to dance with me again?” 



From somewhere nearby, Jared heard Danneel huff loudly, but Jensen just grinned, “Well, if 

you‟ll have me?” 

Frowning in confusion, Jensen took Jensen‟s hand again, wondering if he was dreaming. 

There was no other explanation as to why a famous dancer would want to dance with him. 

But he was pulled back into the man‟s arms, Jensen‟s arm around his waist and his other hand 

gently cupping the back of Jared‟s head. As the slightly more upbeat song came on, they 

began to move. It was easy, Jared just let his body follow Jensen‟s movements and go with 

the flow  

It was surprising just how much fun it was, spinning around and being dragged back against 

Jensen‟s solid chest. When the song came to an end, Jensen grinned mischievously and 

dipped Jared backwards, so low that his hair was almost brushing the ground. 

Laughing, the younger man grabbed hold of Jensen shirt to ensure that he didn‟t fall and, 

when Jensen pulled him back up, his hand stayed there, clenched in the material over 

Jensen‟s chest. 

♥ 

Throughout the night, Jensen didn‟t release him once; he just kept him for dance after dance, 

until eventually Jared forgot that they were in the middle of a crowded school hall and that 

everyone was around them. They talked about anything and everything, from favourite 

pranks they played in school to their favourite books, and Jared could not believe just how 

much he was enjoying Jensen‟s company. The man was funny, amazingly modest, and 

impossibly genuine about everything.  

The night could have gone on forever and Jared wouldn‟t have noticed. 

And, when the air was beginning to get stuffy, Jared was barely aware of being tugged 

outside to the deserted stone quad. Students weren‟t usually allowed out there but with 

Jensen, no one even thought of reprimanding him. The music was still loud from where they 

were and Jensen pulled him flush against him, Jared‟s nose buried against the soft skin of 

Jensen‟s neck and Jensen‟s arms firmly around him as they slowly swayed to the music. 

When the song ended, they pulled back, arms still encircling each other and Jared smiled at 

Jensen, wanting to thank him for the dances, but Jensen was just gazing down at him.  

Beginning to ask whether everything was okay, Jared opened his mouth, but cut off when 

Jensen pulled him closer and leaned forward to brush his lips over Jared‟s, making the 

younger man gasp in surprise. Jensen‟s arm slid further around him, looping around the small 

of his back while the other came up to tangle in Jared‟s hair, cupping and angling his head 

while he deepened the kiss.  

Still frozen in shock, Jared gazed wide-eyed at the man, and Jensen pulled back slightly, his 

warm breath ghosting over Jared‟s cheek. “Is this okay?” he murmured softly, ducking down 

to nuzzle at Jared‟s jaw. 

It was a dream. It had to be, Jared told himself.  



And that was the end of his resistance. 

Fisting the material of Jensen‟s shirt, he yanked the other man back against him and pressed 

their lips together, extracting a growl from the dancer. Jensen‟s arms tightened around him 

and he took hold of the kiss, his tongue gently prying Jared‟s mouth open and plunging 

inside, tasting him in a way no one had ever done before.  

Jared whimpered when Jensen nipped at his bottom lip, but Jensen‟s tongue soothed the sting 

and left Jared‟ desperate for more. The hand that wasn‟t fisted in Jensen‟s shirt came up to 

cup the other man‟s cheek, softly caressing the strong jaw-line and powerful cheekbones, 

slipping further back through his hair, making Jensen release a soft, happy sound. 

“Wow,” Jared gasped, dropping his flushed face against Jensen‟s shoulder as he tried to catch 

his breath. “That was...” 

Jensen‟s fingers stroked through the younger man‟s hair, and he murmured, “Yeah…” 

Lifting up to see the expression of Jensen‟s face, Jared let out a soft whisper, “Jensen... 

I...”                                          

Jensen‟s fingers ran lightly over Jared‟s kissed-out lips, silencing him as he asked, “Be 

mine?” 

Jared had no idea what Jensen was asking, but he answered, “Always,” as he pressed a kiss to 

the pad of Jensen‟s finger. 

There was a rap on the glass door behind them, which made Jared jump and spin around. He 

flushed at the sight of Mrs. Winter standing there. “It‟s time for the crowning of king and 

queen, would you mind coming inside?”  

Jared nodded, glancing over at Jensen. The older man just smiled tenderly at him, running his 

fingers over Jared‟s, before leading him inside, to the back of the hall, where he settled down, 

tugging Jared down to sit beside him and pulling him close. One of Jensen‟s arms slid around 

his shoulders, not tightly but definitely possessively.  

Winners were called up for random awards, and it went on for over half an hour. By then 

Jared was so sleepy, his head was lolling on Jensen‟s chest. But from the way Jensen‟s arm 

was wrapped tightly around him, he didn‟t seem to mind being used as a pillow. 

When it was finally nearing the end, prizes were awarded. Seeing as though Jensen couldn‟t 

get a prize, Jared was named as the best male dancer, and Jensen reluctantly let him slip out 

of his arms, his forehead lined with an annoyed scowl, which had Jared grinning back.  

He made his way onstage, feeling calmer than he could have thought possible, having 

reminded himself that this was all a dream, so there was no way he could screw up. He 

accepted the tiny badge gratefully and awaited the rest of the winners.  

To Jared‟s delight, Sandy won the 'most original dancer' award, and squealed as she came to 

stand beside him, pulling him in for a big hug and whispering, “I see someone‟s been busy.” 



Jared blushed as he glanced over at Jensen, who was frowning at Sandy. When Jared realized 

it was because he had his arm around her, he grinned brightly. This was an amazing dream if 

he had a famous dancer jealous of his best friend just for hugging him. 

When he made his way back to where the older man was sitting, Jensen glared at him. Jared 

just smiled innocently back at him, nudging the dancer‟s legs apart and planting himself 

between them, pulling Jensen‟s arms around him so his back was pressed against Jensen‟s 

chest. Jensen let out a satisfied sigh and breathed out against his neck.   

When the final teacher gave his speech, Jared stood up, pulling Jensen up after him. Jared‟s 

insides began knotting nervously, knowing the dream was sure to end soon. 

Jensen led him outside and pulled him close for a deep kiss, hands roaming down Jared‟s 

sides and back to his ass, drawing them flush together and making Jared moan softly at the 

contact. Beginning to kiss down Jared‟s jaw, Jensen scraped his teeth lightly over the smooth 

skin, before sealing his teeth over a spot where Jared‟s neck met his shoulder and sucking on 

the delicate skin, biting it softly.  

When he pulled away, Jensen stared at Jared for a long while before reaching out to tuck 

some unruly bangs behind his ear, fingers lingering at Jared‟s neck. 

Before Jared could even begin to think of what to say, Jensen leaned forwards to whisper, 

“How long until your graduation?”  

“It‟s Monday next week” 

Jensen smiled at him, eyes crinkling at the edges, “I‟ll be there.” He tugged Jared in for a 

quick kiss, and then pulled away. 

A few moments later Jared was standing alone in the moonlight.  

♥ 

Jared woke to find himself staring up at his white ceiling, dressed in his pyjamas and 

wondering whether it was possible to record dreams and play them on repeat forever.  

He desperately wanted to slip back into the dream, but his little sister was bouncing around 

getting ready for school, waiting for him to make breakfast. 

Sitting up with a groan, he tried to wipe the sleep from his eyes and swallowed thickly. His 

mouth was dry and had that disgusting morning taste, so he staggered over to the bathroom to 

freshen up. After brushing his teeth, he glanced up at the mirror to try and sort out his unruly 

hair.  

It was then that he saw it. A small round bruise staining the skin of his neck, in plain view of 

everyone.  

Jared stared at it, mouth slightly open. The words, “I‟ll be there,” echoed in his head, and he 

grinned broadly at his reflection. 



♥ 

GRADUATION 

“Jared…. Jared!” 

 

Sandy‟s tiny hand waved frantically before his face, and he jerked, “Whuh?” 

 

Plopping herself on his lap, she scrutinized him with serious eyes. “What‟s wrong? You‟ve 

been moping all day.” 

 

He opened his mouth to deny that, but Sandy knew him too well. With a sigh, he replied, 

“Sorry, I just…” he trailed off, staring aimlessly at the distance. 

 

“It‟s the dancer, isn‟t it?” her quiet voice asked. 

 

“How do you-” 

 

“- We‟re not stupid, Jay. You were hyper-happy for days after the dance. I know it wasn‟t 

just because of the kiss.” 

 

“It was a pretty good kiss.” 

 

She smirked, “I‟ll bet. I saw that hickey, it looked… fiery…. But I know it wasn‟t just the 

kiss. He said something, didn‟t he?” 

 

All the resistance seeped out of him and he nodded, “Yeah…” 

 

Sandy remained silent, giving him time. 

 

“He said… he‟d be there tomorrow.” 

 

A squeal erupted from her lips, “Jay, wow! That‟s so fucking awesome. For one kiss? You 

must be one hell of a kisser. He wants to see you again. Oh, my GOD. My best friend‟s 

dating Jensen Ackles!” 

 

“Sandy, keep it down! Just relax. Jeez! Sandy, calm down!” 

 

She paused mid-squeal and frowned at him, “What‟s up with you, why aren‟t you...?” she 

waved her hand at her excited self. 

 

Nudging her off his lap, Jared got to his feet with a sigh, “Firstly, „cause I‟m not a girl. 

Secondly, „cause he won‟t even show. And thirdly, „cause even if he does show, he‟ll realize 

just how lame I am or how screwed up my life is and then he‟ll be running for the hills, back 

to his perfect, dancing world with hot guys just like him who aren‟t anywhere near as 

screwed up as me.” 

 

She swayed back, her eyes widening, “Wow, you‟ve really thought about this, haven‟t you?” 

 

Running his hand roughly through his hair, Jared turned away, “Sorry, I‟m not the best 



company right now.” 

 

Her hand slipped into his as she fell into step beside him. “Whatever happens, it‟ll be okay, I 

know it.” 

 

Turning his head to peer down at her, Jared shot her a small but sincere smile, grateful for her 

positive attitude. “Thanks, Sands.” 

♥ 

The field‟s barely visible beneath the masses of pupils, teachers, parents, siblings, and long-

lost relatives who no one even knew existed, all gathered before the stage or already seated in 

their chairs.  

Jared‟s throat was impossibly dry, despite the water he sipped not long ago, his feelings a 

weird combination of fear, elation, happiness, sadness. How that was even possible, he had 

no clue. 

 

His mom and Meg were already seated, and he was feeling pretty ridiculous in the cap and 

gown. Around him, the class was a buzz of excitement, everyone dressed identically (despite 

Danneel‟s long argument of the gowns being „unflattering‟), and the stage had a line of 

trophies laid out on the table before the principal and staff. 

 

He hadn‟t been able to muster up the courage to scan the crowd. He wasn‟t sure if he even 

wanted to know. Instead he threw himself into a conversation with his friends, arguing the 

pros and cons of flashing the audience. 

 

Finally the microphone shrieked and the principal announced the start of the ceremony. It 

was pretty boring actually. But it signified the end of their school-life, so each round of 

applause was a loud as the first. 

 

Jared joined the whooping when his friends were called up, and then finally: “Jared 

Padalecki.” 

 

His legs were slightly wobbly as he made his way up, nearly tripping on the stairs. He was 

pretty sure his hands were sweaty as he shook the teacher's and received his certificate and, to 

his absolute shock, the school trophy, but he was more concerned about the next part. 

 

Stepping onto the podium to wait for his photo to be taken, he was in full view of everyone, 

which also meant that he could scan the crowd. He grinned as his eyes met his bouncing 

sister‟s and he spotted his mom wiping her eyes with a wide smile on her face. But there was 

no other face in the crowd. 

 

The light flashed and he stepped back, heading down the stairs, ignoring the cold, „I told you 

so‟, clenching in his stomach. Just as his foot touched ground, an arm grabbed him and pulled 

him behind and beneath the stage, “Wha-” 

 

Soft lips covered his and his question died as he sunk into the kiss, his awards tumbling 

unnoticed to the floor. The warm body pressed him back, further into the darkness and he 

went willingly. Cupping the strong jaw, Jared gave as good as he got, sucking softly at the 



warm tongue and pressing closer to the man. 

 

“You came,” he whispered against the plush lips and they pulled into a smile, then he 

squeaked as his bottom lip was nipped.  

The man gently lowered them to the ground, crawling up Jared‟s body to straddle his thighs 

and suck at his neck. 

 

“Couldn‟t stay away. You‟re amazing, you know that? And don‟t think I didn‟t hear all that 

about the school trophy: „dignified, intelligent, polite, a remarkable sportsman, with amazing 

integrity and honesty despite any and all hardships thrown his way, Jared fully deserves this 

award, and we at Westgrove with miss his constant care and kindness towards everyone 

around him.‟” 

“Shut up,” Jared muttered softly, turning his head away to hide his blush.  

“And you‟re absolutely gorgeous.” The man muffled Jared‟s scoff with another kiss. “And 

you‟re mine.” 

 

Shutting his eyes at the fond memory, Jared smiled, “Yours.” 

 

Soft fingers ran up his neck and jaw, brushing over his lips, “God, I want to see you smile so 

badly.” 

 

“Then why are we lying in the dark, probably directly beneath the teachers, while everyone 

else is out there?” 

 

There was a low chuckle, “Because I wanted to see – okay, I guess I can‟t see you, but I 

wanted to be with you and I couldn‟t wait that long.” 

 

“Impatient bastard.” 

 

He got his lower lip chewed for that, but he didn‟t complain because a soothing tongue soon 

chased the burn away. 

 

“We should really get you back out there, your friends will be wondering where you are.” 

 

Jared let out a groan and thumped his head back on the floor, “Yeah, you‟re right.” 

 

“Meet me in the parking lot afterwards? I‟ll be waiting in a black Chevy Impala.” 

 

He bit his lip before asking, “You don‟t want to stay?” 

 

Soft hands ran gently through his hair, “I do, trust me, I do. But I don‟t want to get 

recognized. It could be bad for you.” 

 

The fact that he said it would be bad for Jared instead of bad for himself was not lost on the 

younger man, and he fisted Jensen‟s shirt, yanking the dancer‟s lips down against his. 

 

“I‟ll see you in the parking lot.” 



 

Just as he stood to go, Jensen called softly, “Hey, Jay?” 

 

He turned as the hand pulled him back against a solid body, “Yeah?” 

 

A tender kiss brushed over his lips, “Happy graduation.” 

♥ 

After receiving many congratulations from the teachers, nearly being squeezed to death by 

his sister and mom, tossing his cap in the air and whooping, Jared told his family he was 

going to a friend‟s house. Giving clear instructions to Meg about where the pre-cooked 

dinner was and to not stay up late, making her recite his number, the police‟s and then the 

ambulance‟s, he pecked her and his mom on the cheek, told his mom to call if she needed 

anything at all, and then he headed towards the parking lot, his stomach a bundle of nerves. 

 

He hadn‟t even seen Jensen properly earlier, so he had no idea whether his memories of the 

green-eyed man were just part of his imagination. There was no way a man could look that 

beautiful, right? 

 

The car was easy to spot, outshining all the more modern cars easily. When he got near 

enough to see the occupant, he nearly turned tail and ran. The man was even more gorgeous 

than Jared gave him due: strong jaw line, high cheekbones, perfect lips, and eyes like emerald 

that met Jared‟s warmly. 

 

With the insecurity rushing back, Jared was about ready to bolt. What could a man like that 

ever want with someone like him? What could he possibly have that caught this perfect 

man‟s eye?” 

 

Just as he was making up his mind to run, Jensen stuck his head out of the window and 

called, “You coming or what?” 

 

“Oh… I‟m….” 

 

Then with absolutely no instructions from his brain, Jared‟s feet somehow managed to carry 

him towards the car. Sliding in, he gave Jensen a nervous smile. “Hey.” 

 

Jensen‟s smile was incredibly gentle, as if he knew exactly what Jared had been about to do, 

“You ready to get out of here?” 

 

He wasn‟t lying when he nodded, “Yeah.”  

♥ 

The first ten minutes or so were really, really awkward as Jared wracked his brain trying to 

think of something a dancer would find interesting.  

 

“So, uh, any big dances coming up?” God, that‟s so lame, Padalecki, he berated himself in 

his head. 

 



Jensen grinned knowingly as Jared mentally kicked himself, “Nah, not for a few months.” 

 

“Oh, okay,” Jared went back to staring out the window. Then something occurred to him, 

“Hey, where are we going?” 

 

“To my evil lair where I‟m going to suck out all your blood,” Jensen deadpanned. 

 

“Uh…” 

 

Jensen burst out laughing, “Relax, man, the Maynardville Carnival, you heard of it?” 

 

Nodding enthusiastically, Jared gushed, “Yeah, I went to it when I was a kid.” 

 

“Well, I decided we were going a bit fast, so I thought we should try this out properly, you 

know? Do the whole dating thing.” 

 

Jared let out a snort of laughter, “Wait a minute, you want to date me?” His tone was as 

incredulous as it could get. 

 

Shifting in his seat, Jensen looked uncertain for the first time since Jared met him, and he 

shrugged, “Well, I mean, I know we never really spoke about it and I am a bit older, so you 

might not want to be with me, but I thought... thought we could give it a shot.” 

 

Staring at the dancer in disbelief, Jared had no clue what to say as Jensen continued his 

babbling. 

 

Finally regaining the use of his tongue, Jared murmured slowly, “Jensen. I meant you as in: 

Jensen Ackles, world famous, heartthrob dancer, want to date me: dorky schoolkid who‟s just 

graduated?” 

 

Jensen‟s frown lifted and he grinned, “Dude, you just called yourself dorky…and wait… did 

you just call me a heartthrob?” 

 

“Shuddup,” Jared mumbled, his cheeks flaming.  

♥ 

Damn, that candyfloss looks good, Jared mused silently. Then he remembered what a mess he 

always made with the sticky pink and decided he could do without scaring Jensen away 

before their „date‟ had even properly begun. Still, it did look really good. 

 

“You can get some if you want?” came a voice from his left. 

 

Ducking his head to hide his blush, Jared quickly shook his head. “Oh, no, no it‟s fine, 

really.” 

 

A soft touch on his arm had his eyes darting up towards Jensen‟s face, where he was met with 

a small smirk and sparkling eyes, “Yeah, I‟d believe that if you hadn‟t been eying it like a 

starved man. Come on, let‟s get some.” 

 



Face steaming red, Jared couldn‟t only allow Jensen to drag him towards the sugary fluff. 

 

While the dancer ordered them one each, Jared fished out his weathered wallet, calculating in 

his head how much he could afford. Deciding he‟d have to skip lunch the following day, he 

handed over a rumpled note. But it was intercepted by warm hand covering his and squeezing 

slightly, “Today‟s on me.” 

 

Opening his mouth to refuse, Jared‟s made the mistake of turning towards the older man, 

placing his lips inches away from Jensen‟s. By the time he managed to drag his eyes away, 

Jensen was grinning triumphantly and holding up two cones of candyfloss. With a sigh and a 

little smile, Jared gave in and reached out for a pack, “Thank you.” 

 

Placing the pink candy in Jared‟s hand with a flourish, Jensen grinned happily, “What kind of 

a date would I be if I made you pay for yourself?” 

 

Despite the next cursed blush rising, Jared attempted a glare, “Dude, I‟m not a girl.” 

 

A knowing smirk spread across Jensen‟s lips as his eyes slipped down the length of Jared‟s 

body. “Oh, believe me, I know.” Leaning in slightly, his lips brushing over Jared‟s ear, 

Jensen murmured seductively, “And for the record, you‟re adorable when you pout.” 

 

His entire face was on fire when Jensen pulled away smugly, and he grumbled, “I‟m not 

pouting!” 

 

“Oh, yes you are. You‟re blushing too.” 

 

“Am not!” 

 

Pressing soft lips against his, Jensen silenced him easily. “Are too,” he murmured against 

Jared‟s lips. 

 

Too shell-shocked to think up a good retort, Jared blinked blankly at the infuriatingly smug 

man, “Uh…” 

 

The sight of Jensen beginning to dig in had Jared snapping back to his own. God, candyfloss. 

When he looked up next, it was to find that Jensen was steering him away from the crowd, 

towards a secluded bench near the side. 

 

Sitting beside the man, Jared wasn‟t exactly sure what to do. He‟d been on dates, sure. Well, 

okay fine, one date, and that had been a total disaster, seeing as how the call had come 

through from the hospital about his mom‟s accident. Since then, dating had been a non-

existent part of his life. Until now. 

 

The worst part of it was how at ease Jensen seemed to be, lounging back comfortably like he 

was posing for a photoshoot, a small, secret smile tugging at his lips, his closed eyes fanning 

his eyelashes against his cheeks, and his head tilted back slightly, soaking up the sunlight.  

 

He‟s perfect. Jared peered down at his sticky, pink-coated fingers and felt his spirit sink even 

further, knowing his face was probably smeared as well. He didn‟t belong here, beside 

someone so far out of his league. There should have been someone else, someone effortlessly 



perfect just like Jensen, in his place. Someone who didn‟t have his baggage, who knew what 

famous people liked to talk about, who wasn‟t a freakishly-tall dork, and was someone who 

belonged in Jensen‟s world. Basically, someone who wasn‟t Jared. 

 

Staring at his clenching fist, Jared watched the scars over his knuckles shift and stretch. 

Suddenly a strong hand wrapped around his wrist and dragged it towards the other man. 

“What happened here?” concerned eyes asked. 

 

Pulling his hand back hastily, Jared shrugged nonchalantly, “Nothing, I was just stupid.” 

 

When Jensen continued to stare at his scars, Jared quickly shoved them into his pockets. 

There was no way he could tell Jensen the truth about what made him punch the wall over 

and over again until red was coating the wall.  

Piercing green eyes latched onto his and he was unable to hold the gaze, turning to watch the 

laughing groups pass by and silently begging Jensen to drop it. 

 

He jumped when Jensen‟s fingers brushed lightly over his cheeks and a voice murmured 

softly, sadly, “Okay.” 

 

Wondering why Jensen sounded so upset, Jared quickly turn toward him, an apology on his 

lips, “Sorry, I just…” 

 

“Jared, you don‟t have to tell me anything. How was your candyfloss?” 

 

Confused by the sudden change in conversation, Jared pulled out his sugary hands again, 

cringing with humiliation and only managing a weak reply of, “Sticky?” 

 

Jensen‟s laughter warmed the little ice-patch that had been growing in his chest, and he 

grinned at the older man, causing the green eyes to soften and dart towards his lips. 

Squirming under the roaming eyes, Jared tried to wipe away the sticky mess around his 

mouth, freezing when Jensen‟s hand reached out to thumb at his bottom lip. Sucking the 

finger into his own mouth, Jensen grinned devilishly, “You missed a bit.” 

 

“Uhm…” Not quite sure how to respond, Jared ducked his head to hide the pink tinge that 

bloomed at the obscene sight of those plush lips sucking Jensen‟s finger. When he peered up 

through his bangs, it was to see Jensen gazing intently at him, like he was trying to figure 

something out. 

 

At Jared‟s raised eyebrow, Jensen merely smiled, got to his feet and tugged Jared towards 

one of the rides. Jared laughed aloud when he saw which one it was. “Chuckaboo Train? 

Seriously?” 

 

Brilliant teeth flashed at him as he was pulled into a seat, pressed tightly up against Jensen‟s 

side, which, upon further thought, could have been the whole point. 

 

Jared couldn‟t stop laughing, everything from the kids screaming further ahead to the adults 

rolling their eyes from the sidelines, even the music, was absolutely hilarious, and by the end 

Jensen had to drag him out of his seat, a small smile tugging at the dancer‟s lips throughout. 

 



His dour mood all but gone, Jared allowed himself to be led toward the Ferris Wheel, where 

he clamoured into one of the booths and shifted over to make room for Jensen. It wasn‟t 

cramped but Jared could feel every shift, every breath of the other man. It made his clothes 

feel itchy and too tight, his hands tingle and a flush rise to his cheeks as he met the smoky 

gaze of the enticing green eyes. 

 

He knew what was coming and, to be honest, he‟d probably be disappointed if it didn‟t. Sure 

enough, the moment the booth had lifted off ground, Jensen was sliding closer, his fingers 

running delicately over Jared‟s cheek and his other hand sliding behind Jared‟s back, curling 

in the soft hair at the nape of his neck. Jared shifted closer willingly, turning his body towards 

the dancer and fisted Jensen‟s shirt, pulling him closer.  

 

Leaning in, Jared was pliable under the deft fingers, letting them angle his head up to meet 

Jensen‟s lips, and he breathed out a soft sigh. 

 

Eagerly responding to Jared‟s parted lips, the dancer‟s gently questing tongue slipped inside, 

drawing a gasp and causing Jared‟s eyes to widen comically. Nipping along his jaw and 

sucking at his bottom lip, Jensen had the younger man clutching desperately at his back, 

searching for purchase of some kind, overwhelmed by the overload of his senses. 

 

“Oh, God…” he gasped breathlessly, sliding his hands down Jensen„s back.  

The dancer smiled toothily, “You can call me Jensen.” 

 

That drew a surprised huff of laughter, and Jared relaxed slightly, thumping his hand against 

Jensen‟s chest with a fake scowl. “Jerk. Oh, Go- Jen…” 

 

Jensen‟s lips peeled into a grin from where he‟d just given Jared another hickey. “Gonna 

mark you as mine,” he breathed, brushing his lips over Jared‟s skin, “Gonna let everyone 

know who you belong to.” 

 

“What happened to taking it slow?” Jared gasped breathlessly, a small smirk edging onto his 

lips. 

 

It was soon wiped away when Jensen‟s fingers slipped up beneath his shirt, roaming teasingly 

over his fluttering abdomen and up to flick over his nipples. Jensen ducked his head under the 

shirt, his tongue licking a trail down Jared‟s chest. When his warm mouth slid over a nipple, 

Jared let out a soft whimper, pressing Jensen‟s head down, pleadingly urging him on. 

 

Jensen‟s hand splayed lightly over his navel, possessive waves being emitted with every 

move the dancer made. The plush lips found their way back to Jared‟s and he opened easily, 

sucking and gnawing at Jensen‟s bottom lip. 

 

The gentle swaying of their seating had their whereabouts slamming back to Jared, and he 

pulled back slightly, grinning at the low growl of the other man. Reaching out to thumb over 

raw-kissed lips, Jared flushed at the hunger in the lust-blown eyes and was once again hit 

with confusion as to how it could possibly be him that had Jensen like this. 

 

Something must have shown in his face because Jensen immediately pulled back, concern 

clouding his features, “You okay? Jared?” 



 

“Yes. No. Yes, I‟m fine,” Jared shook his head, hating his grim mood with a passion. Trust 

him to have insecurities that spoiled the hottest moment he was ever likely to have in his 

meagre lifetime. 

 

Obviously Jensen didn‟t believe him, but after a moment his green eyes softened and he 

reached out. Gripping Jared‟s shoulder, he twisted them around until he had Jared pressed 

back against his chest, his one hand splayed over Jared‟s heart while his other gently kneaded 

at Jared‟s shoulder. 

 

As the talented fingers slowed their massage, the tension seeped out of Jared and he slumped 

back against the firm chest. It was so nice just to be held, just to have someone other than him 

providing the comfort for a change. Up till then, he hadn‟t even known how much he needed 

this.  

 

He was used to being the one people leaned on, the one who had to put up a tough front and 

take on everything.  

“This is nice,” he murmured softly. 

Jensen hummed against his neck, his warm breath tickling Jared‟s nape as he breathed out a 

sigh. On the ground far below them, the people rushed around like little ants, scurrying this 

way and that, the sounds of their laughter drifting all the way up. Pointing to one of the 

distant buildings dotting the horizon, Jared found himself confessing, “When I was a kid, all I 

ever wanted to do was to get into there…” 

 

He felt the press of Jensen‟s chin on his shoulder as the older man followed his finger. “The 

Tower of the Americas?” 

 

Nodding slightly, Jared leaned further back into the solid warmth at his back and allowed his 

eyes to slide closed, “Yeah, my dad-” he cut off, tensing as he chastised himself for being so 

stupid. 

 

“Your dad?” Jensen nudged gently. 

 

Jared shrugged in an attempt to cover up how shaky he was suddenly feeling, “Nothing, 

never mind.” 

 

When he had been nearing his twelfth birthday, Jared had begged his dad to take them there 

for his birthday dinner. It had always been an attraction to him, something about being an 

observer of humanity had him gazing up every time he passed beneath the building. Even at 

that age, the architecture had fascinated him and he‟d researched everything about how it‟d 

been built, even going so far as to recreate a miniature out of Lego. 

 

The dinner had never happened. 

 

Realising that he had been unconsciously pulling Jensen‟s arms tighter around him, he 

flushed and relaxed his hold, “Sorry.” 

 

The embrace only tightened further and Jensen‟s lips pressed softly at the delicate skin just 



beneath Jared‟s earlobe, “It‟s okay.” 

 

A shrill whistle sounded out nearby, causing Jared to jump slightly and snap back into reality, 

realising that their Ferris cabin was heading down. 

♥ 

“So, what are you planning on doing now that you‟ve graduated?” Jensen asked over his 

smoothie. 

 

Dropping his gaze to the tablecloth, Jared flushed for what must have been the billionth time 

that day. “I… well, I‟ve got a place at uhm…UTSA. I, uh… scholarship…” he mumbled, 

hoping to God that Jensen hadn‟t caught that. “But I don‟t think I‟m going to be able to take 

it. For… for now  

I‟ve got a job at a body shop. Working as a mechanic.” 

 

He slowly raised his eyes to meet the green, and prayed the ground would open up beneath 

his feet and allow him to sink out of sight. Unfortunately, no such thing happened, so he was 

left to shift uncomfortably under the all-seeing gaze of the dancer 

 

Clearing his throat, he tried desperately to move the focus away from himself, “How about 

you, what dancing style do you specialise in?” 

 

He immediately felt like bashing his head down against the table, because, honestly, why 

would a famous dancer want to talk about his passion to a mere school kid? The fact that he‟d 

just graduated didn‟t make much difference in Jared‟s mind. 

 

Jensen smiled around his straw, “Latin dancing.” 

 

“Oh, wow… is that…?” Jared had absolutely no clue what that was but he wasn‟t about to 

admit it. 

 

A full-on grin met him and he flushed yet again, cursing Sandy for being right about his 

complete lack of ability to hide his emotions.  

 

“Have you watched Dancing with fire? They have some Latin dancing in there.” 

 

Trying to picture Jensen in sleek black pants and a tight shirt open at the chest, Jared found 

he could see it all too well, his face going bright red.  “Oh, cool. You enjoy it?”  

 

Jensen blinked at him, obviously surprised at the question. A few seconds later, he nodded 

with a warm smile, “Yeah, I really do.” 

 

Smiling back at the older man‟s happiness, Jared murmured softly, “Tell me about it.” 

 

It took a few moments, but then Jensen began talking about how he had started, how he‟d 

begged his parents to get him lessons, how eventually they‟d realised he was serious and got 

him proper training and how much he loved being free of everything, focusing simply on 

moving to the music. Jared just nodded, taking in the way the dancer‟s face lit up and his eyes 

sparkled as he went on about something he clearly loved. Despite knowing absolutely nothing 



about dancing, Jared found himself hanging onto Jensen‟s every word, desperately trying to 

learn as much as he could about the perfection before him. 

 

“Sorry, sir. We‟re closing now,” came a voice from their right. 

 

“Hmmm?” Jensen‟s attempt to explain the differences between a Mambo and a Rumba broke 

off. 

 

“Sir, the restaurant shut fifteen minutes ago, I‟m afraid we have to ask you to leave.” 

 

Jensen glanced at his watch, his eyes widening. “Shit, is that the time?” He looked up guiltily 

at Jared, “Sorry, man, I must‟ve bored the hell out of you.” 

 

Shaking his head, Jared got to his feet grinning, “No sweat. Wait till my sister hears that I 

know how a salsa begins, she‟ll go crazy.” 

 

Returning the grin, Jensen tossed some notes down on the table and turned to follow Jared to 

the exit, both nodding to the waitress on their way out. “Is she into dancing?” 

 

“She‟s absolutely in love with it, in fact, she probably knows everything there is to know 

about you.” 

 

Jensen‟s grin widened, “As opposed to her brother who knows absolutely nothing, not even 

what style of dancing I do?” 

 

Dropping his gaze to the floor, feeling like the idiot he was, Jared mumbled a soft apology. 

 

Anyone else in his class, if Jensen had picked them, would probably have been able to recite 

his biography backwards, would have known what dance competitions he‟d attended and 

won, what medals, what shows, everything right down to what his favourite food was. Jared 

had never been one to track celebrities, not only because he never had time and wasn‟t at all 

interested in what Paris Hilton did to her hair, but also because he never had the money to 

buy magazines or attend the events. Yet again he found himself wondering why the hell 

Jensen had chosen him. 

 

Firm hands took hold of his face and he was pulled in for a fierce, brutal kiss that stole his air 

and left him gasping, staring after Jensen.  

 

The older man turned back with a smile tugging at his lips, “You gonna stand there all day or 

what?” 

♥ 

“What do you wanna watch?” 

 

Jared stared up at the posters, wondering whether that was a trick question and trying to 

figure out what movie a dancer would want to see. He hadn‟t been to the cinema in years so 

he had absolutely no idea what was good. 

 

One poster had a group of weird people dressed in equally weird outfits. “Superhero 



Movie…” he read quietly. 

 

“You want to watch that?” Jensen asked from behind his shoulder. 

 

With a shrug, Jared nodded, “Sure, it looks… entertaining.” 

 

Jensen chuckled, his hand lightly landing on Jared‟s shoulder as they turned towards the 

ticket line, it stayed there and moving away didn‟t even cross Jared‟s mind.  

“Did you watch any of the Scary Movie series?” 

 

Ignoring the flush on his cheeks, Jared replied softly, “No, I don‟t watch movies much.” 

 

Jensen nodded, his eyes fixed elsewhere. Jared followed his gaze to a handsome man, 

slouched against the wall with his legs stretched comfortably in front of him. Jared‟s insides 

sank, all and any warmth being completely doused with icy water. Obviously Jensen would 

be looking for someone else, it wasn‟t like Jared had proved he was anything worth keeping, 

not when Jensen could get anyone he wanted with a single glance. The man‟s legs fell open 

and he licked his lips, his eyes still fixed on Jensen.  

Lowering his gaze to the ground, Jared pulled away from Jensen‟s hand and moved forward 

in the line, wondering whether he should tell the dancer he wasn‟t feeling well, just to give 

the man an easy way to ditch him. 

 

Just as his lips were parting to tell him exactly that, Jensen stepped into him, pressing their 

bodies tightly together, his hands sliding down to cup Jared‟s ass as his lips moved to 

smother his gasp. Before his brain could catch up, his body was already sinking into Jensen‟s 

arms, pressing them impossibly closer.  

His fingers slid up the hard panes of Jensen‟s back to card through the soft hair at the older 

man‟s nape, his breath hitching as Jensen‟s hands squeezed his ass tightly in response. When 

a man behind them cleared his throat, Jensen pulled back slightly, pressing consoling kisses 

along Jared‟s jaw line. 

 

“What was that for?” Jared murmured into the dancer‟s shoulder, his mind unable to recall 

what he‟d been about to do before the kiss. 

 

“Just making sure everybody knows your mine,” Jensen smiled, giving his ass another gentle 

pinch before pulling back and turning to the ticket saleswoman. “Two tickets for Superhero 

Movie, please. A large popcorn and,” turning to Jared, he asked, “What do you want to 

drink?” 

 

Still reeling from the kiss, Jared barely manages to gather himself enough to reply, his eyes 

darting towards the menu, “Oh, uhm, a cherry slush puppy, please.” 

 

“And a coke for me,” Jensen continued. 

 

As they headed towards the entrance of the cinema, Jensen made a show of tugging Jared 

firmly to his side as they passed the man slouching against the wall. The man glowered at 

Jensen, who grinned, glanced at Jared‟s confused expression and pressed a gentle kiss to his 



nose. 

 

When they reached their seats, Jared turned to the dancer, “What was that about?” 

 

Smiling around a mouthful of popcorn, Jensen glanced at him, warm eyes sliding over his 

face like he was the last morsel left. 

 

Without saying anything, Jensen turned back to the screen where the commercials had begun 

and took a sip of his coke. 

 

Jared had only just managed to regain his senses when the movie started. 

♥ 

Barely ten minutes later, the pair of them were laughing like loons: there was something 

ridiculously hilarious about the horny snail muttering, “Take it, bitch,” to the human doused 

in pheromones. 

 

Jared snorted slush puppy up and spent the next five minutes clutching his nose. Jensen‟s 

laughter only cut off when Jared sent him a death-glare, followed by puppy eyes which got 

him a handkerchief in return. 

 

The movie was the kind of rip-off that was funny but really, really politically incorrect, the 

„I-know-it‟s-not-funny-but-dammit-I-can‟t-stop-laughing‟ sort. 

 

Halfway through the movie, Jared realised Jensen was no longer watching and had actually 

been staring at him for the past who knows-how-many minutes. Self-consciously rubbing at 

his mouth to make sure he didn‟t have popcorn or anything else equally embarrassing stuck 

to his skin, Jared asked, “Do I have something on my face?” 

 

Jensen leaned forward, making a show of examining Jared closely. “Yes…” he whispered 

softly, making Jared blush furiously and scrub at his face. “…my eyes.” 

 

Stopping his furious face-clean, Jared stared at the older man for a few seconds before it sunk 

in, then he burst out laughing, “Oh… God… that is… so… so…” 

 

Grinning smugly, Jensen finished off, “Lame?” 

 

“Well, I was thinking corny, but lame does the trick. If you wanted a kiss you could have just 

asked.” The moment the words left his lips, Jared was back in the blushing zone, stunned that 

he‟d said that. 

 

The dancer just grinned, closing the distance between them. “And where would be the fun in 

that?” he murmured against Jared‟s cheek. 

 

The movie, the people, everything, seemed to fade out of Jared‟s mind as his eyes zeroed in 

on the green, lust-blown ones. The saltiness on Jensen‟s lips mingled with the sweetness on 

Jared‟s, making the older man growl as he sucked Jared„s bottom lip between his. With a 

hand on Jared's shoulder and another sliding along his cheek, the dancer pulled him until he 

was no longer in his own seat but instead straddling Jensen, a knee on either side of the man, 



all that was keeping him from falling backwards was the firm arm Jensen had wrapped 

around his waist, fingers splayed possessively over the small of his back. 

 

Running the pads of his fingers gently over the dancer‟s delicate features, Jared found 

himself mesmerized by the perfect cut of strong cheekbones, the fan of shadowed eyelashes, 

the softness of lips, the warmth in emerald eyes, the lightly spattered freckles that caressed 

cheeks and gave Jensen an air of innocence. He wanted to burn this moment into his memory 

forever, just in case he never got this again, just in case, he wanted to make sure he 

remembered every single thing. 

 

Jensen‟s hand slipped up beneath his shirt, sending shivers racing down his spine and he 

shifted closer until their chests were pressed snugly together, his arms looped around Jensen‟s 

neck. Their lips slid easily, parting to allow tongues to explore and taste. Jared could feel how 

aroused the other man was, but he was too scared to do anything about it, he had never done 

this before, never imagined his first real date would be with someone like this: someone 

perfect.  

Suddenly he felt like the inexperienced virgin he was, and his cheeks heated up furiously as 

he buried his face in the dip of Jensen‟s shoulder, hating that he was out of his depths, hating 

that he didn‟t have any idea what he was doing.   

Why was he pretending to be someone he‟s not? Why was he pretending he belonged here 

with Jensen when it was so clear he didn‟t? 

 

Jensen‟s arms were firm, solid, as they slid and caressed over his back, soothing him and 

bringing him back from the panicked space of mind he‟d sunken into. “I‟m sorry,” he 

whispered into the smooth skin of Jensen‟s neck, terrified of letting go, afraid of the 

disappointment he‟d see when he pulled back. He felt stupid, pathetic for always ruining the 

mood, for being so scared all the time. 

 

“Hey, shhh, it‟s okay, I‟m the one who‟s sorry. We‟re supposed to be taking this slowly. This 

is our first date, we shouldn‟t even be kissing yet.” 

 

Jared only managed a weak smile but Jensen‟s fingers traced the curve of his lips like it was 

something precious. Sliding back into his own seat, Jared shivered slightly at the loss of 

warmth but didn‟t dare meet the other man‟s eyes, staring blankly at the screen instead. 

 

A loud yawn came from beside him and he froze when he felt an arm being draped around his 

shoulders. Snapping his eyes up to where Jensen was attempting to appear innocent, Jared 

shook his head in disbelief, “I‟m not a chick, dude!“ But he was unable to hide his grin as he 

used their positions to his advantage and began tickling Jensen furiously. Jensen squirmed 

and an honest-to-God giggle escaped him, making them both freeze. 

 

“Jen, did you just giggle?” Jared asked gleefully. 

 

Pouting adorably, Jensen shook his head vehemently, “Nope, nuh uh, definitely not, must be 

the dude behind me.” 

 

Grinning helplessly, Jared leaned across to whisper, “Too bad. I really liked that giggle.” 

 



Jensen paused, his eyes narrowing, “Seriously?” 

 

Leaning back in his chair, fitting the nape of his neck in the crook of Jensen‟s arm, Jared 

settled down comfortably to watch the rest of the movie, “Yup, seriously.” 

 

He grinned when Jensen‟s arm looped further around him, draping down on his chest, 

sneaking a feel. 

 

“Perve.” 

 

“Only for you, babe,” was Jensen‟s sleazy reply. 

 

Jared got the feeling that he‟d blushed more times that day than in the rest of his life put 

together. 

♥ 

He was silent as he followed the other man to the parking lot. He didn‟t want to ask, just in 

case it was all over. He didn‟t want it to be over: he wanted it to be like this for the rest of 

forever. Just him and Jensen. 

 

Jensen leaned against his door and called over the roof of the Impala, “You up for some 

dinner?” 

 

He was pretty sure his grin was bright enough to set fire alight but he didn‟t care, not when he 

saw a responding grin on Jensen„s lips. 

 

Sliding onto the leather seat, Jared relaxed back with his eyes closed, the soft scent soothing 

him. “Where to?” 

 

“I was thinking I‟d try give you a home-made meal, what do you think? I make a mean 

chilli.” 

 

Grinning sleepily, Jared didn‟t open his eyes, “Sounds good.” 

 

It was nice being able to relax, being able to drift off without having to strain his ears in case 

his mom needed something. He‟d forgotten it could be this good.  

♥ 

“Jay… Jared?” 

 

Something soft brushed over his cheek and he scrunched up his nose, tried to roll over, found 

himself falling a few centimetres before a solid warmth caught him, cradled him to its chest. 

“Dad?” he asked sleepily, blinking up at the person. 

 

“No, Jay. It‟s just me…” murmured a soft voice. 

 

“Oh,” Jared stopped his attempts to see and slumped down for a few seconds. 

 



“Wait… who‟s „me‟?” 

 

The chest huffed, “Your Prince Charming, who else?” 

 

He smiled into the neck, “Jensen...” 

 

Gentle hands eased him back from the chest, “Yup, now help me out here, you weigh a ton.” 

 

Opening his eyes again, Jared blushed when he realised he‟d tumbled out of the passenger 

seat and into the other man‟s arms. Getting to his feet he stared up at the house. It was 

nothing like any of the celebrity homes he‟d glimpsed when people in his class were waving 

them about, all those houses had been flashy, with lots of glass and steel, making them as 

sleek, polished and expensive as possible. This house had elements from the Pacific Lodge 

architectural style as well as Adirondack style. The end result was absolutely perfect.  

The combination of wood and burnt brick ensured that the walls blended seamlessly into the 

surrounding landscape, giving the building a rustic appearance. The roof continued the flow 

of earthy colours, the dark tiling hidden amongst the leafy foliage from which emerged a 

balcony that must be absolutely heaven to sit upon. It was simple, homey, and Jared‟s fingers 

were already itching for his sketchpad, desperately needing to form the beauty on paper. 

 

“Are you okay?” A voice drew him out of his daze seconds before hands slipped around his 

waist, pressing him back against the warmth of Jensen‟s chest. 

 

“Your house…” Jared cleared his throat, “Your house is every architect‟s dream.” 

 

There was silence for a few seconds as Jared continued to feast his eyes upon the design. 

“Thank you,” was all that Jensen‟s husky voice said before he began leading Jared inside. 

 

Jared should have been expecting it, but when Jensen flipped the lights on and he stepped 

over the threshold, the sight of the homey, comfortable interior had his chest warming and 

clenching at the same time. 

 

The layout, the style of furniture, the paintings, the lighting, everything, was so aesthetically 

pleasing that Jared wasn‟t entirely sure what to do with himself. It all had the air of being 

effortlessly perfect, just like its owner, and Jared had no idea how to react. 

 

“Dude, my house ain‟t gonna grow teeth and bite you. Get in here.” 

♥ 

“So, when did you become a master chef?” Jared asked, leaning casually back against a 

counter and grinning as he watched Jensen stir the bubbling mixture. He‟d offered to help but 

after being told to „sit his ass down and relax‟ for the fourth time, he‟d given up. 

 

“Oh, trust me, I„m not. This one my dad taught me, he‟s always been a better cook than my 

mom but we‟re too afraid to tell her.” 

 

Jared laughed softly, “That‟s pretty cool.” 

 



Adding one last bit of spice to the mix, Jensen turned to him, “It‟ll be ready in about fifteen 

minutes, think you can last that long?” 

 

His stomach chose that very moment to grumble noisily and he sighed through his flush, 

patting his belly fondly, “I guess I‟ll have to, won‟t I?” 

 

Jensen flopped down on the couch, arms tucked behind his head and it was just far too 

tempting for Jared to resist. Diving onto the cushion beside the older man, Jared tackled him, 

fingers mercilessly tickling until they were laughing, rolling around like kids on the floor. 

Finally he got it: the giggle. 

 

“Yes!” he pumped the air happily, not moving from where he was straddling the man, both 

panting and grinning at one another.  

The mood shifted suddenly and Jared found himself at the bottom, Jensen‟s lips mere 

millimetres away from his own and getting closer by the second. 

 

They both startled slightly at the sudden ringing noise and it took Jared a few moments before 

he realised it was coming from his pocket. Panic beginning to stir at the corners of his mind, 

he rolled Jensen off him and yanked the phone out, already heading for the door. “Meg?” 

 

“Jay,” his chest ached painfully as he realised she was crying, “Jay… she won‟t wake up. 

Momma won‟t wake up.” 

 

Shutting the door firmly behind him, cursing himself for being so selfish and leaving them 

alone for so long, Jared‟s quickly replied, “Is she breathing? Meg, check if she‟s breathing.” 

When the reply was in the affirmative, Jared‟s heart started again, “Okay, is there a small, 

blue bottle of pills on the table?” Another affirmative and Jared felt the panic starting to ebb, 

“Shh, it‟s okay, she‟s just sleeping. I‟ll be there real, real soon, okay? Okay, Meg?” 

 

He hung up and quickly called a taxi. He knew what had happened, it‟d happened before, but 

he still wanted to get home to check everything. He was immensely grateful that Jensen had 

insisted he didn‟t pay for anything today, as he still had enough to get home. He couldn‟t ask 

Jensen, couldn‟t expect that of him.  

Turning towards the house, Jared saw the man through the window, pottering about in the lit 

kitchen, his short hair spiked up from their romp on the floor. Feeling his chest close up even 

more as he mentally chastised himself, Jared wondered why he ever thought he could 

possibly have this. He felt even worse for having to ditch Jensen before they‟d even eaten. 

With a sigh, he headed indoors. 

 

“Jensen,” he began as he slipped into the kitchen, “I‟m sorry, really sorry, but I have to go. 

This was a mistake, I shouldn‟t have been here, I have to go. I‟m…” he bit his lip hard 

enough to draw blood, “I‟m sorry, but I‟m not the one you‟re looking for.” 

 

After a few moments, Jensen‟s confused features reformed into concern, “Why, Jay? Did 

something happen?” 

 

Jared shook his head, turning away from the man, “I‟m sorry, Jensen. The cab‟ll be here any 



minute.” 

 

“You called a cab?” Jensen sounded incredulous, “What the hell? You know I‟ll give you a 

lift.‟ 

 

Hating himself for wanting to keep that small part of his pride, Jared shook his head again. 

He didn‟t want Jensen to know. Not because he was ashamed, nothing like that at all, but 

because he didn‟t want to see the sympathy that was the automatic response to hearing the 

sob-story of Jared Padalecki. He didn‟t want that, because the moment he saw that in 

someone‟s eye, he could never be sure if anything they did for him was actually because they 

cared or because of their own twisted sense of guilty generosity, subconscious or not. 

 

He pulled the door open and slipped out, shutting it with a soft click. He was relieved to see 

that the cab was already there. The glow from the cab‟s yellow paint and the illumination 

from the nearby street lamp was nothing compared to the warmth of Jensen‟s home, the cosy 

interior and the warmth of the owner. Jared had never felt colder. 

 

This was probably the last time he‟d ever see it, Jared thought gloomily as the car sped off. 

♥ 

About ten minutes later, he arrived home, handed over the few notes he had, which left him 

with about a dollar left, and headed for the front door. It opened before he even got to the top 

step and then Meg was on him, burying her head in his shoulder and sobbing, her tiny body 

shaking and clutching at him. He wrapped his arms firmly around her and lowered himself 

onto the step, bracketing her between his legs, surrounding her entirely and burying his nose 

in her hair. 

 

“I‟m sorry, Meg. I shouldn‟t have left you alone. Shhh, it‟s okay, Momma‟s okay. She‟s just 

sleeping. You know those pills by her table? Well, they make her sleep deeply, right? Yeah, 

so she took two instead of one tonight. That‟s why you couldn‟t wake her up.” 

 

Gradually his sister calmed down enough to take in what he was saying and tilted her head 

towards him, “So she‟s not dead?” 

 

Stroking her soft hair gently, Jared pressed his lips firmly to her forehead, “No, Meg, she‟s 

not dead, she‟s not dead.” 

 

Jared gazed up at the stars and not for the first time silently asked why. 

 

It wasn‟t fair that they‟d lost their dad when they were so young; wasn‟t fair that their mom 

got into that accident; wasn‟t fair that she‟d lost the use of her entire side and got brain 

damaged; wasn‟t fair that there was no one else that they could turn to; wasn‟t fair that Jared 

had to grow up way too quickly, wasn‟t fair that he had to look after his family; wasn‟t fair 

that he couldn‟t go to university because he has to work so there was enough money to pay 

for his mom‟s medicine and his sister‟s schooling, not to mention the fact that he had to be 

around to look after the two of them; wasn‟t fair that he couldn‟t go out, couldn‟t have fun 

without the constant weight hanging over him; not fair, none of it was fair.  



But that didn‟t give him the right to dump responsibilities on Meg, not when he‟d promised 

himself that he‟d do everything he could to make sure she had the childhood he missed out 

on. 

 

He‟d been stupid and selfish for leaving her alone with Mom. “I‟m sorry, Meg,” he 

murmured again. 

 

She burrowed in deeper, “Love you, Jay.” 

 

“Love you too.” 

 

Scooping her up in his arms, he carried her inside, pausing to lock the door before heading 

towards his room. She‟d had such a shock today; he knew she‟d want to stay near him that 

night. 

 

Setting her sleepy form down, he smiled as she waited for him to help her into her pyjamas. 

“Okay, princess.” 

 

It was a game they‟d played when she was littler and he‟d struggled to convince her to get 

ready for bed. She‟d pretend to be royalty and he‟d be her dresser. It was silly but it made her 

smile and that was worth it. 

 

After carrying the princess to the bathroom to brush her teeth, Jared gently carried her back to 

his bed, helping her slip beneath the covers. “I‟ll just be a sec, okay, Meg?” 

 

“Mmhmm, I free you of your services,” she murmured, twirling her hand in the air to 

announce the end of the Princess Game. 

 

He headed for his mom‟s room, checking her breathing and heart rate before making sure 

nothing else was wrong, then he carefully pulled the blanket up to tuck it beneath her chin. “I 

had a good time tonight... Jensen… he… he‟s amazing, Momma. I think Dad would have 

liked him.” He broke off, tears prickling his eyes as he stared down at his beautiful, pale, too-

thin Momma. “Yeah... Dad would‟ve really liked him.” 

 

After pressing a kiss to her forehead, Jared checked everything over once more before 

heading back to his room, where he stripped down to boxers and t-shirt, and slipped into the 

bed beside Meg. She immediately shuffled closer, tucking herself firmly in the protective 

circle of his arm, and let out a happy sigh. He loved that he could give Meg this security, 

loved that he could always make her smile, loved that she turned to him for help, but most of 

all, he loved that she trusted him to always be there for her, and he did his damned best to 

make sure he always was. 

 

As her breaths evened out, he allowed his thoughts to drift to Jensen and felt his chest clench 

with sadness, with weariness, and, finally, with resignation. 

 

That wasn‟t his life to have. He‟d be better off if he just accepted that. 

♥ 

WOULD YOU CATCH ME? 



His chest hadn‟t stopped aching. Not since that night.  

When Jared had left so suddenly, he knew that something had happened, that the phone call 

had brought bad news. What he hadn‟t understood was why Jared had called a cab. Why 

Jared had run away, claiming that everything that had happened between them had been a 

mistake. Jensen knew it wasn‟t. He had felt the way Jared sank into his arms, pressing 

himself closer. He had felt the fluttering of Jared‟s abdomen beneath his fingers. He had felt 

the sigh of air against his lips. No, what they had was definitely not a mistake. 

 

“Be mine?” Jensen had asked, right at the start, hoping what he felt was mutual. 

 

“Always,” Jared had replied, easily as if it required no further thought at all. 

 

So Jensen hadn‟t felt hurt by Jared calling it a mistake. All he had felt was confusion and then 

unease, knowing something must have happened to make Jared react like that. There was also 

the side of Jared that the younger man tried to hide, the part that wasn‟t the laughing and 

smiling Jared that Jensen had fallen for, but instead was a part he loved just as much, simply 

because it was a part of Jared. 

 

Loved. That‟s a big word. 

 

When Jared had left, Jensen couldn‟t just sit down and eat the meal that he had wanted to 

share. His house had felt empty and as cheesy as it was, he knew that until Jared was back, it 

would remain that way. So, climbing into his Impala, he had followed the cab discreetly, 

parking unnoticed by Jared with a clear view of Jared‟s house. 

 

At first everything had seemed quiet, but then the little girl burst out of the front door, 

barrelling straight into Jared‟s arms. The sight had formed a warm bubble in Jensen‟s chest 

that nearly burst at the way Jared cradled her. It was clear just how much this kid meant to 

him. How much he meant to her. 

 

But it was when Jared had her safely bracketed between his legs, her face hidden in his neck 

that Jensen‟s heart nearly shattered. Jared had looked up; stars and streetlamps illuminating 

his features, heightening his beauty and making him seem nearly celestial. But the warring 

emotions raging on his face had been painful to watch. Anger, sadness, regret, guilt, and 

finally, resignation. The resignation had been the worst. 

 

“Jensen? Jensen!” 

 

He blinked a few times before realising where he was. “Hmmm?” 

 

Jason shook his head in mock annoyance, “Jesus man, you weren‟t even listening to me.” 

 

“Yes, yes I was,” Jensen tried to defend himself, “You were talking about the interview with 

that magazine…” 

 

Jason shook his head fondly, “That was half an hour ago man.” 

Letting out a soft sigh, Jensen dropped his gaze to the piece of paper before him. “Sorry, 

guess my mind‟s not here today.” 



 

“Well, where is it? You know, so I can send the searchers out.” 

 

Giving the other man a small smile, Jensen turned towards the window, watching the 

fountains splashing luxuriously in the pools. Jason always had loved glamour. A few 

moments passed before the silence was broken by Jason‟s murmur, “You‟re thinking about 

that kid again, aren‟t you?” 

 

Looking up in surprise, Jensen stared at his friend, “What?” 

 

“The ‟he‟s so gorgeous, I just wanna bundle him up in my arms and never let him go‟ kid?” 

Jensen didn‟t even try to deny saying that. Turning unseeing eyes back out the window, he 

replied quietly, “Yeah, that kid.” 

 

“Don‟t you think you‟re a bit obsessed?” 

 

That brought a small smile to his lips but it died quickly. “You‟ll know why the moment you 

meet him. He‟s not like everyone else. He‟s not fake. There‟s nothing about him that‟s fake... 

He doesn‟t see me as just a celebrity. He listens to me, like, really listens. I feel free around 

him, Jais. Like I can be myself and not worry about him going to the media.” 

 

“Wow, dude. That is way too gay, even for me.” Jason punched him lightly on the shoulder 

before nudging him softly, “He sounds awesome. In fact, he‟s sounded awesome non-stop for 

the past three days. I feel like I know the guy.” 

 

Ignoring the jibe, Jensen didn‟t turn away from the window, “I just wish I knew why he 

looked so alone.” 

♥ 

It didn‟t take long before his luck kicked in and he spotted the girl who had been chosen as 

one of the other winners on dance night. He got the feeling that she was a close friend of 

Jared‟s and, even if that intimate hug on the stage had made him want to punch something, 

Jensen couldn‟t deny that it had been almost sisterly. Anyway, he needed to find out where 

Jared was, he needed to find him and he‟d tried ringing the doorbell of Jared‟s house a couple 

of times with no response. 

 

She looked up in confusion when he pulled up beside her. “Mr Ackles?” 

 

“You‟re a friend of Jared‟s?” When she nodded, he gave her a smile, “Call me Jensen.” 

 

“Uh… okay?” she eyed him a bit cautiously, “I‟m Sandy.” 

 

“Nice to meet you, Sandy. I was just wondering if you could tell me where he is.” 

 

Her confusion disappeared and she grinned, “Oh, he‟s just finished work. He‟s a mechanic, 

works at the repairs store three streets down. I don‟t think he‟ll be there still, but you can 

check. Otherwise he‟s there at eight tomorrow, so you can catch him all hot and sweaty if you 

like.” 



 

Returning her impish, blushing grin, Jensen huffed a laugh, then he stopped dead, narrowing 

his eyes slightly. “Were you two…?” 

 

She chuckled wistfully, “Don‟t I wish it. Nah, he‟s out of bounds for me. „m not his type. 

Besides, I„ve known him since kindergarten...” 

 

Feeling more than a little relieved, Jensen smiled genuinely, “Thanks for your help, Sandy.” 

 

Just as he was about to pull away, her hand landed softly on the roof and she peered in, 

“Just…please don‟t hurt him. That kid‟s more naïve than my five year old cousin, even 

after…” she trailed off, face horrified as if she‟d just let out a secret. 

 

“After what? What happened? Sandy?” he was desperate to know, desperate to know every 

single thing there was to know about Jared. 

 

She pulled away from the car shaking her head, “Sorry, I shouldn‟t ‟a said anything.” 

 

Thinking quickly, he fumbled in his pocket, pulling out one of those damn cards Jason 

always made him carry, “Here, take this… just in case I don‟t find Jay, can you tell him to 

give me a call?” 

 

Sticking it in her purse, she nodded before, “Sure. See you around.” 

 

His stomach writhed, knotting and twisting as he sat, drumming his fingers against the 

steering wheel, wondering what the hell Sandy had been talking about. Then he jerked the 

gear stick forward and gunned the car into motion. Three streets down, just as Sandy had 

said, there was a car repairs garage. Jensen pulled up and stepped out of his car, knocking 

slightly against the metal to let his presence be known. An unfamiliar voice called from 

somewhere near the back, “Be right out.” 

 

Shuffling his feet slightly, Jensen let his eyes roam the workplace. It was simple, 

disorganised but in a tidy way. Nothing dirty, but everything lying around haphazardly to all 

but the owner. Car parts lay in neat rows beside canisters of oil. The smell was slightly 

musky, of grease, sweat and hard work. 

 

Footsteps behind him had him spinning guiltily, coming face-to-face with someone who was 

not Jared. 

 

“How can I help you?” The handsome man asked with raised eyebrows. 

 

Clearing his throat to rid the discomfort rising at the thought of Jared working with someone 

like this, Jensen quickly regained his footing, “Yes, hi. I‟m looking for Jared, is he still 

here?” 

 

“And you are?” 

 

“Jensen, Jensen Ackles. His boyfriend.” And maybe the last bit came out a bit strongly, but 

there was something Jensen didn‟t like about this guy. 

 



He got another raised eyebrow and something strange glittered in the man„s cold, grey eyes. 

“Jared never said anything about a boyfriend.” 

 

“Well, too bad. Do you know where I can find him?” 

 

“Sorry, we‟re not allowed to dish out personal information like that,” was the flippant reply. 

 

Grinding his teeth, Jensen barely managed to keep his clenching fist under control. 

 

“Listen, I really need to speak with him, I‟d appreciate it if you could…” his sentence died on 

his lips as a door opened near the back of the garage, causing his mouth to fall open at what 

appeared. 

 

“Jensen?” 

 

Jared was wearing a grease-stained white wifebeater and dark jeans, both items of clothing 

positively clinging to him. His hair was rumpled and brushed back out of his eyes, and his 

skin had a faint sheen of sweat. Jensen had never needed a glass of water more. 

 

“Uh…” mentality shaking himself, he managed to reply before he looked too insane, “Yeah, 

hey.” 

 

Jared glanced at… whoever the other guy was, then his eyes slid up to meet Jensen‟s before 

finally darting away, “What are you doing here?” 

 

Feeling like an intruder, Jensen tried to keep his voice steady, “I just wanted to check that 

you‟re okay.” 

 

He got the ridiculous urge to rush up and smother Jared to his chest, hide him in his arms and 

keep him away from the appreciative checking-out that the other mechanic was giving him. 

But he didn‟t, because that would have been girly and childish, not to mention kind of 

possessive. He barely held back a sigh, knowing how damn possessive he was, but seriously, 

looking at Jared, wouldn‟t anybody be in his position? 

 

“Uhm…” Jared‟s eyes darted towards the other guy, “Hey, Matt. I‟ll see you tomorrow, 

okay?” 

 

The other mechanic, Matt, glared at Jensen before turning an innocent face towards Jared, 

“You sure you‟re okay with him?” 

 

Jared‟s soft laugh sounded a bit hollow from where Jensen was standing. “Yeah, make sure to 

lock up, „kay?” 

 

Feeling pretty smug, Jensen followed Jared outside with a grin, before he reminded himself 

why he was here. 

 

It irked him that Jared was avoiding his gaze, eyes roaming everywhere but Jensen as their 

shoes padded softly on the tarmac. 

 

“Sorry about leaving so suddenly the other night. Something…” a shadow passed across his 



face, gone a split-second later, “Something came up.” 

 

Pulling Jared to a stop, Jensen reached out to brush his fingers along Jared‟s shoulder, “Jared, 

whatever it is, you can…” his „you can tell me‟ died off as he realised from the tensing up 

that Jared didn‟t want him to know. He changed his sentence with a sigh, “If there‟s anything 

I can do to help…” 

 

Jared‟s smile was painful, “Thanks, Jensen.” Then he turned and began to walk away. 

 

“Do you want to come to the beach tomorrow?” The words were out of his mouth before his 

brain even managed to form them, but from Jared‟s halt in motion, they were audible. 

 

When Jared turned around, his eyes were downcast, “Sorry, Jensen. I…” He took a deep 

breath. “I can‟t see you anymore.” 

 

“You…” Jensen had to clear his throat, “You can‟t mean that, Jay.” 

 

Then Jared looked up, making Jensen‟s breath catch at the sheen in his eyes. 

 

“Jay…” Jensen stepped forward, ignoring Jared‟s attempt to flinch away, and slid his arms 

easily around the struggling man, yanking him until their chests were pressed securely 

together and Jared‟s nose was buried in his shoulder. A few more moments of fruitless 

attempts to pull away went by, until finally Jared fell limp in his arms. “Jay…” he whispered 

in relief, his heart still thumping furiously. 

 

The murmured „no‟s kept coming from his shoulder until he suddenly got an awful 

realisation, paired with the image of Matt„s glowering face. Gently cupping the back of 

Jared‟s skull, he slid his hand down the smooth spine, praying he was wrong, “Jay… there‟s 

no one else, is there?” 

 

A choked laugh was all he got in response and he sighed, the tension seeping out of him as he 

pressed his nose firmly into the soft curls, inhaling deeply. “So… beach tomorrow?” 

 

Wrong thing to say. Definitely the wrong thing to say. Jared froze up completely, pulling 

back and away, his head shaking furiously. “No… fuck… I‟m sorry, Jensen. I just… I just 

can‟t…” Then he turned away and ran down the street. 

♥ 

It was a few days later that he got the call. He was busy giving a dance lesson to a bunch of 

twelve-year olds, and he nearly rejected the unknown caller, but decided at the last moment 

to answer. She sounded frantic. “Jensen? Jensen, oh, god. You have to come now. It‟s Jay. 

Something‟s happened. There was an ambulance and everything. He‟s at the hospital. 

They‟re not letting us in. I don‟t know what„s happened. Please get over here quickly.” 

 

He was out of the school, tripping over his shoes and racing for the door before she had even 

finished talking. Snatching up his keys, he didn‟t bother changing from his sweats, didn‟t 

bother with anything but getting there as soon as humanly possible. 

 

What seemed like hours but was in truth only seven minutes later, he leapt out of his car, 



racing towards the group in the hospital lobby. There was Sandy, another girl and a couple of 

guys, all slumped around, eyes red and worried. 

 

“What is it? Where is he? What‟s happened?” he raced up to them and got only shaking 

heads in return. 

 

One of the guys answered, “We don‟t know, the doctors aren‟t telling us anything, we don‟t 

even know if it‟s Jay who‟s hurt or what.” 

 

Storming up to the front desk, Jensen clenched his hands at his sides to stop himself from 

yelling. “I need to see Jared Padalecki.” 

 

The woman looked up from her computer, bored eyes surveying Jensen for a few second 

before her face lit up, “You‟re… you‟re….” 

 

He barely refrained from rolling his eyes, deciding to make the most of an unwanted fan, 

“Yes, I‟m Jensen Ackles, now I‟d really appreciate it if you could let me see Jared 

immediately.” 

 

She fiddled with her hair and her cheeks flushed brightly, making him feel like smashing his 

head against the walls. But it was all worth it when she got up, beckoning him to follow her. 

 

Sending an apologetic look towards the group of friends, he decided not to push his luck.  

Sandy shot him a watery smile, “Just make sure he‟s okay.” 

 

He hated hospitals. Like, really hated them. Had hated them since forever. Now, he decided 

he hated them more than ever. 

 

It was the uncertainty that was the worst. He had no idea what had happened, no idea why 

Jared was here, whether there had been an accident or something. His cruel mind kept 

running through all the worst possibilities, all of them ending with Jared‟s lifeless form laid 

out on the pristine white sheets. 

 

By the time the woman pulled open a door to the left, his hands were clammy and his throat 

felt like someone had rammed a couple of frogs down there. He nearly squeezed his eyes 

tightly shut as he stepped into the room, but he had to know. 

 

“God…” he sighed softly in relief when he saw Jared‟s slumped, definitely alive form beside 

the bed. The pressure eased from his chest and he found he could breathe again. That was, 

until he saw the exhaustion worn into Jared‟s young, far too young, features. Cradled in 

Jared's lap, face buried in his chest, was a young girl. Jensen guessed it was the same girl 

from the other night, probably Jared's sister. 

 

There was a woman in the cot, her thin face pale with dark shadows beneath her eyes. Jared‟s 

long, lean fingers were curled around her delicate, fragile ones, and Jensen felt his chest ache. 

This was probably Jared‟s mom. 

 

“Jay…?” he hated how shaky his voice came out, how unsure he felt as to whether or not he 

should be there, whether Jared even wanted him there. 



 

Slowly, so slowly, Jared‟s head turned, his empty eyes barely seeing Jensen. 

 

“Jared… I…” The words escaped him. He nodded to the receptionist, who left the room 

silently, shutting it after her. Kneeling beside Jared, he laid a hand hesitatingly on Jared‟s 

arm, hating how tense the man was. 

 

The little girl stirred slightly, her soft, scared murmur breaking the silence, “Jare?” She pulled 

back to look up at her brother, barely sparing Jensen a glance. 

 

“Yeah, Meg, I‟m here.” 

 

“Jay, I‟m scared.” 

 

He brushed her cheek with the back of his hand, his voice softer than a whisper, “Don‟t be, 

Meg. Why are you scared? I„m right here.” 

 

She tucked her head beneath his chin, her sobs muffled and painful to hear, “Everybody 

leaves us, Jare. Why doesn‟t anybody care about us, why doesn‟t anybody love us?” 

 

Cradling the back of her head, fingers gently stroking her hair, Jared squeezed his eyes shut 

tightly, pressing his lips to her forehead, “Meg, that‟s not true, Mom does love us, so did… so 

did Dad.” 

 

“Then why do they leave us?” 

 

Tears began to trickle down his cheeks and he hitched her closer, “They‟re not leaving us, 

Meg. Dad‟s watching us from up there, he‟s watching right now. He‟s looking after us.” 

 

“Then why did he let Mommy get hurt?” 

 

“Sometimes bad things happen, Meg…. But it‟s okay, Mom„s going to go join Dad soon, 

they„ll be together again, up there.” 

 

“What if something bad happens to you? What if you leave me as well?” 

 

Jared‟s breath caught and he shook his head furiously, “No, Meg. Never. I swear to you, 

angel. I‟ll never leave you. I don‟t care what happens. I‟ll always be here for you; you know 

that, don‟t you?” 

 

She curled her arms around his neck, “Yeah.” 

 

Giving her one last squeeze, Jared pulled back slightly. “And don‟t you ever forget it.” 

 

Jensen shifted awkwardly, acutely aware of the moisture in his own eyes and of the pain in 

his knees. Somehow, his knees seemed insignificant. 

 

When Jared spotted him, the man jumped slightly, obviously having forgotten his presence 

entirely, “Jensen.” 

 



Guilty for being witness to such a painful moment, Jensen averted his gaze, “I…” 

 

“Meg,” Jared nudged his sister slightly, making her tear-streaked face emerge, “You know 

who this is?”  

 

She turned towards Jensen and nodded, her eyes shining slightly. “Is he…?” 

 

Smiling down at her with such warmth that Jensen felt his stomach clench with longing, Jared 

nodded, “Yeah, that‟s Jensen Ackles... Well, aren‟t you gonna say „hi‟?” 

 

Blushing shyly, she turned big eyes on Jensen, that would have been fatal even had they not 

been identical to her brother‟s, Jensen stood no chance whatsoever. He just melted when she 

whispered, “Hi.” 

 

“Hey, sweetheart. Jared‟s told me a lot about you.” 

 

A flush, yet another family heirloom, stained her cheeks and she darted a glance up at her 

smiling big brother, “Really?” 

 

“Yup, he told me you liked dancing, is that true?” 

 

Her curls bobbed up and down as she nodded and Jensen smiled softly, “Would you like me 

to teach you sometime?” 

 

To his surprise, the first thing she did was turn towards Jay, wait for him to smile and nod, 

then and only then, did she turn sparkling eyes on Jensen, her voice breathless, “I‟d love 

that.” 

 

A doctor came in, flipping through a folder and stopping beside the bed, checking the strange 

machines and contraptions that were beeping noisily around the room. Then he looked up, 

“Mr Padalecki?” 

 

“That‟s me.” Jared got to his feet, his sister cradled in one arm as he extended the other for 

the doctor to shake. 

 

“I‟m Dr Stamure. I‟m afraid Dr Bowen has been called away, I‟m here to answer any 

questions you might have.” 

 

“Jensen,” Jared called softly, making him jump and instantly move closer. 

 

“Yeah, Jay?” 

 

“Could you…” he cut off and his eyes dropped to the ground. 

 

“What is it?” 

 

“Could you take Meg outside with you, just for a second. I just… I need to talk with Dr 

Stamure.” 

 

“Yeah, sure. Of course I will.” Jensen reached out towards Meg, hesitating when she just 



clung tighter to Jared‟s arm. 

 

“Shh, Meg, it‟s okay. I‟ll be outside in a few minutes, okay, Princess? Now, Jensen, he…” 

Jared looked straight into Jensen‟s eyes, “he‟s a good man. Why don‟t you ask him to tell you 

what it‟s like to be a famous dancer? And, hey, maybe he„ll give you some tips.” 

 

She relaxed and allowed Jared to set her down, hugging him tightly and whispering, “A few 

minutes, okay? No more.” 

 

“No more, I promise.” Jared looked up with desperate eyes, and Jensen could only nod, 

trying, without words, to convey just how much he wanted to be here for him. 

 

“Come on, Meg, let‟s go wait outside.” 

 

She followed him obediently, but the moment the door‟s shut, she plonked down on the seat 

directly in front of it, and stared at it like it might start doing parlour tricks. 

 

Settling beside her with a sigh, Jensen tried to think of something to say, but to his surprise, it 

was she who broke the silence,  

 

“Why do you look at Jare like that?” Then her face went bright red. 

 

Genuinely confused, he asked softly, “Like what?” 

 

“Like he‟s the best thing in the world.” 

 

Jensen choked, spluttered and coughed before he could reply, “No, I-” 

 

Her earnest eyes peered up at him, “It‟s okay, he is the best thing in the world. He doesn‟t 

believe me when I tell him, but it‟s true.” 

 

Staring at her in shock, Jensen found himself smiling, “You really love your brother, don‟t 

you?” 

 

Her reply was simple, accompanied by a shrug, but it still left him in shock, “You do too. 

Most people do.” 

 

Gaping like a fish, Jensen peered at the little genius, wondering what the hell was happening 

to kids these days. 

 

“Did you really win the Modera Dance Award three times in a row?” 

 

The sudden change in topic knocked him slightly off balance, “Uhm… yeah, but I‟ve actually 

won it four times, just skipped a year in between.” 

 

They both glanced up as the door opened and Jared stepped out, looking tired and too thin, 

his face pale and worn-out. Despite this, he still smiled and scooped Meg up when she ran to 

him. “We‟re going home now, okay, angel?” 

 

Wrapping her legs around her brother and tucking herself as close to him a possible, Meg let 



out a soft sigh. 

 

A gentle hand brushed Jensen‟s shoulder and he looked up into Jared‟s exhausted eyes, 

“Thank you.” 

 

“Any time, Jay.” 

 

Jared turned to leave, his steps heavy and so unlike before. 

 

“Jay?” Jensen called to the retreating back. 

 

“Yeah?” 

 

“Please… let me give you two a lift… I just want to help.” 

 

Shifting uneasily, Jared opened his mouth, clearly to refuse, but a soft voice called out from 

his chest, “Please, Jay. I just want to go home.” 

 

Jensen could see the exact moment when Jared cracked, his shoulders slumping, “Yeah, 

okay. That‟d be great, Jensen.” 

 

They passed through the lobby, and Jensen was instantly hit by a wave of guilt at the sight of 

the worried friends. 

 

“Guys?” Jared set Meg down carefully, right before he was assaulted with hugs from all 

directions.  

 

“God, Jay… we had no idea what happened. What happened? Is it your mom?” 

 

The light dimmed from Jared‟s eyes and he turned away, “Yeah…” he opened his arms to 

Meg, who immediately slipped up to fit against him. “I‟m sorry, guys. I just… we need to get 

home.” 

 

Immediate understanding passed across their faces and they stepped aside to let Jared pass, 

making Jensen realise just how great Jared‟s friends were. 

 

“Thank you.” 

 

Just as Jensen was about to follow, Sandy caught his arm, “Take care of him.” 

 

“If he‟ll let me.” And even if he won‟t, Jensen silently swore to himself and headed out to his 

car. 

♥ 

He shifted guiltily as Jared directed him to their house, not letting on that he‟d been there 

before, in case it angered Jared. By the time they arrived, Meg was asleep on the backseat. 

The car was silent as they stared up at the house, Jensen‟s eyes falling on Jared and taking in 

the utter lack of anything cheerful or carefree; he couldn„t think how to fix him. 

 



“Thanks for the lift.” Jared murmured, beginning to leave. 

 

“Wait, please, let me come up, just… just to make sure you‟re alright.” 

 

A weak smile was sent in his direction, but it was so shaky it nearly made him cringe, “Thank 

you, but honestly, it‟s okay.” 

 

“Just humour me?” he knew he was practically begging, but he couldn‟t help himself. 

 

When Meg let out a soft sigh from the back, Jared caved, “Okay, you can come in if you 

like.” 

 

Jensen hung back as Jared wandered around the house, helping his sister get ready for bed 

and tucking her in gently with a kiss to her forehead and some gently murmured words. 

 

When Jared stepped up in front of him, his eyes were downcast, “See? We‟re fine. Thank you 

for wanting to help, but-” 

 

Jensen cut him off by pulling him to his chest. Jared‟s struggles were so weak they made 

Jensen‟s chest ache. “When was the last time you ate?” 

 

The man fell still, “I…” he shook his head, “You should go. I‟m sorry, Jensen. Just… please 

go.” 

 

“No.” Jensen stepped back to cradle the pale face between his palms, “No.” 

 

Jared blinked helplessly up at him, his mouth opening and closing slightly. Jensen put his 

most stubborn face on, determined to do whatever it took, and, finally, Jared‟s gaze dropped. 

 

With a defeated shrug, he turned away, “Do what you want.” 

 

Jensen stood there awkwardly as Jared left the room, his eyes taking in his surroundings for 

the first time. The bedroom was nothing like Jensen‟s had been when he was younger, there 

were no posters, no random junk stuck up on the walls. There were, however, a couple of 

photographs. Heading over to the one by the bed, Jensen rubbed his thumb over the well-

worn image. A much younger Jared sat on the roof of a Jeep, legs dangling over beside a 

young, good-looking man. The man had Jared‟s smile, his eyes and even his hair. Jensen 

lowered himself to the edge of the bed, unable to take his eyes off the grinning boy. 

 

Jumping guiltily at the sound of approaching footsteps, Jensen stepped away from the photo 

and spun around. Jared was there, fresh from the shower, steam billowing behind him and 

water trickling down his bare chest. The sweatpants hung low, even lower as Jared dried his 

hair with a towel, and Jensen had to force his eyes to snap back up to Jared‟s face. 

 

“Jensen. You really don‟t have to be here, I‟m sure you‟ve got much better things to do 

anyway. I mean, thank you, but honestly, you can go now.” 

 

“I„ve got an angry boss waiting for me, no way am I going back there any time soon.” It was 

true, Jason had been calling him for the past two hours, but he was completely ignoring him. 

 



There was another sigh and Jared dropped the towel over the back of his desk chair before 

walking out the room. Unsure what to do, Jensen trailed after him, stopping in the doorway of 

Meg‟s room as Jared entered. 

 

Jared whispered something softly and pressed a gentle kiss to her forehead, making her smile 

and sigh softly in her sleep. Tucking the blankets up to her chin, Jared watched her for a few 

moments before standing and returning to his own room, sliding in beneath the covers and 

rolling over with his back to Jensen. 

 

“Night, Jensen.” 

 

With no idea what to do with himself, Jensen shifted his weight from one leg to the next, 

wondering if he was now going to be classified as a freaky stalker for watching someone 

sleep. 

 

The curve of Jared‟s bare body was silhouetted by the light from a streetlamp; so smooth, so 

lean, that Jensen‟s finger twitched with longing. But then he noticed something else. Jared 

was shaking. It was so minute that anyone but someone like Jensen, who was perving, 

wouldn‟t have noticed. But Jared was definitely shaking. 

 

Before his brain even had time to process what his body was doing, Jensen was stripping 

quietly down to his sweats and sliding in behind Jared, who tensed up completely and tried to 

turn around, his trembling voice asking, “What are you doing, Jensen?” 

 

Slipping hands around Jared‟s waist, pulling the firm body closer to him, Jensen murmured 

softly, “Shhh, just let me hold you. Nothing more, just want to hold you.” 

 

Some of the struggle seeped out of Jared‟s body, allowing Jensen to completely spoon him, 

arms and legs wrapped firmly around him. 

 

“Why are you doing this,” Jared whispered brokenly. 

 

“I need to be here for you, I need you to know that I‟m here for you. Always.” 

 

“Jensen… I can‟t…” 

 

“Shhh, it‟s okay. Just sleep.” 

 

The struggling body fell limp and Jensen breathed out softly against the nape of Jared‟s neck, 

“Just sleep.” 

 

The slight trembling didn‟t stop and Jensen began running his fingers gently over Jared‟s 

chest. A cold hand clenched around his, stilling his motion. 

 

“Jay? Please, Jay, let me.” His fingers slid up to brush across moisture on Jared‟s cheeks. 

 

“I… I can‟t,” Jared choked, his whole body being wracked with fine tremors, “I can‟t. Why 

can‟t you just leave me alone? We‟re fine, I‟m fine, you don‟t want to hear about our issues, 

you don‟t need to be here. Please… Please just go?” 

 



Pulling Jared shoulder firmly to turn him around, Jensen didn‟t even bother answering. 

Reaching out with gentle fingers, he brushed through the silky hair, all the while keeping his 

body pressed as close as possible. Jared‟s eyes slid closed, giving Jensen the opportunity to 

slide forward, pressing his lips gently against the younger man‟s. It was just a soft, barely-

even-there kiss, but Jared sighed into it, relaxing in Jensen‟s hold and letting himself be 

pulled snugly against Jensen, his head cushioned by the dip of Jensen‟s shoulder and his hand 

hesitatingly curling over Jensen„s stomach. 

 

The tears formed a damp patch by Jensen„s neck, but he couldn‟t care less. Stroking his 

fingers gently through the soft curls, he pressed a light kiss to Jared‟s forehead. “Sleep.” 

 

As the minutes slipped past, so did Jared into unconsciousness. His body fell slack, softer and 

more relaxed, fitting against Jensen perfectly. Jared‟s quiet breaths of air whispered against 

Jensen‟s jaw, his hand lightly resting over Jensen‟s chest, and Jensen couldn‟t think of 

anything but how much he wanted to keep him by his side forever. 

♥ 

THE TOWER OF THE AMERICAS 

Jared was running. Running as fast as he could. There was someone pounding the gravel 

behind him. He needed to get away. He needed to reach Meg. He could see her small form up 

ahead, the look of panic on her face cutting through him like broken glass. He ignored the 

screaming of his muscles, ignored the tightness in his chest, ignored everything but the fact 

that he needed to reach her before the person in pursuit did. Nothing else mattered. 

But he tripped, stumbled over something he couldn‟t see. The person overtook him, laughter 

ringing loud in his ears. His cry of warning was stolen from him, hands were holding him 

down, he struggled but he couldn‟t get to her. He watched in despair as the man neared her, 

sure he was about to lose the most important person in his life. 

There was someone else, though. Someone running towards Meg as well. His heart leapt as 

he realized it was Jensen. Jensen easily snatched her from the man‟s grasp, cradled her to his 

chest and carried her to where Jared was lying.  

“Jen…?” his voice trembled as he tried to reach out for him but tripped again. 

Jensen smiled softly, calmly kneeling before him and sliding Meg over, then he took hold of 

Jared‟s hand and yanked him up. 

♥ 

He jolted awake, gasping for breath, vague memories of the dream quickly slipping away. He 

didn‟t blink when he saw the empty spot beside him, it was what he expected. Sliding out of 

bed, he padded softly down the corridor to Meg‟s room. His heart stopped when he realised 

she wasn‟t in there. Racing through the house, feeling nausea rising up, he got a weird sense 

of déjà vu, the panic from the dream beginning to surface.  

Then he heard it. Meg‟s soft tinkle of laughter, followed by a deeper chuckle, that of a man‟s. 

Following the sound, he stepped into the kitchen, unsure of what to expect. 



That was when he was sure his heart was going to swell out of his chest. Jensen and Meg 

were in the centre of the room, both grinning happily as Jensen twirled her around, dancing to 

some soft music coming from the radio. 

Meg‟s face was alight, her eyes shining brightly as she clung to Jensen‟s arm, and Jensen 

seemed to be having just as much fun, his laughter strong and clear. 

Jensen froze when he noticed Jared in the doorway, “Jay…” 

Meg immediately released Jensen and raced towards her brother, leaping into his arms, 

giggling happily. He couldn‟t help but smile back at her, hugging her close. Jensen met his 

eyes over her mop of hair and mouthed a silent „thank you‟ to him, making Jensen‟s face 

light up with a smile.  

Setting her down on the countertop, he peered into the cupboard, wincing at how little food 

there was. He knew he should have gone shopping, but he hadn‟t managed to get round to it. 

“So, what do you feel like, angel? There„s still some Lucky Charms if you like.” 

She grinned, swinging her legs slightly. “Do I have to go to school today? Can‟t I hang 

around with Jensen and you?” 

Ruffling her hair up, Jared chuckled, “Nope, you have to go, besides, it‟s Marie‟s birthday, 

remember? You‟ll probably get to play loads of games. And you have to give her that card 

you made the other day.” 

She sighed, her nose crinkling up, just like his did when he was trying to come up with a 

good excuse. “But…” 

“No, „but‟s.” He grinned down at her as he shook the cereal into a bowl and poured in milk, 

“Here you go.” Then he swung up onto one of the stools and reached for the bread, quickly 

and efficiently spreading butter on the slices and beginning to slice up some cheese and ham. 

Once he had made the sandwiches, he wrapped them in wax paper and placed them in her 

Scooby Doo lunchbox with an apple and some jellybeans. He always made sure there was 

enough to give her a nice lunch every day. He didn‟t want her to ever lack anything. 

After carefully packing the lunchbox into her backpack, he checked that she had all her books 

and chuckled when he spotted her favourite stuffed rabbit peeping out. It had once been 

Jared‟s, given to him by their dad when he had been about six, but he‟d given it to Meg. He 

hated that Meg had never had enough time to get to know their dad. So he always made sure 

to tell her as much as possible about him. 

When he returned to the counter, he grinned as he wiped a trickle of milk away from Meg‟s 

chin with his thumb. “I‟m just gonna go have a quick shower, „kay? Then we can go.” 

She nodded, her cheeks full and her legs kicking happily. He glanced over at Jensen, unsure 

as to what to say or do. He knew he should offer food or something, but nearly everything 

had run out. “Uhm… there should be a bit of coffee left, in that jar over there. If you like.” 

Jensen just nodded and, feeling awkward, Jared made his way out of the room. When his 

world began to sway, he paused to steady himself against the wall, clutching his pounding 



head. He made it to the bathroom in time to catch himself against the sink, where he splashed 

water on his face, desperately willing his headache to go away.  

The shower was nice, easing away some of the tension in his back and shoulders, but when 

he stepped out, his face was just as pale.  

Pulling on some jeans, he headed back towards the kitchen, where the basket of clean laundry 

was. Meg, now dressed in her school uniform, grinned up at him as he passed through.  

He pulled on a black shirt and turned around. “You ready to go?” 

She jumped up, placing her empty bowl in the sink and grabbing her bag, “Yup.” 

“Jensen…” Jared turned to the other man, “I…” 

“I‟ll come with you,” Jensen replied quickly, and Jared could only nod. 

Meg slipped her hand in his and squeezed gently as he turned to lock the door. As they made 

their way down to the main road, she took Jensen‟s hand as well. It wasn‟t long before they 

were swinging Meg up, through the air and down again. She giggled and laughed happily, 

grinning at them both. Neither could do anything but laugh with her. 

When they arrived at school, Meg hugged Jensen quickly before turning to her brother and 

climbing up into his arms. Jared pressed her tightly to his chest, pressing his nose to her hair 

as he whispered, “I‟ll see you later, okay, Megs?” 

“Okay,” she whispered back, sliding down to the ground and racing towards the splattering of 

kids making their way inside. “Jay,” she called back.  

“Yeah?” 

“Take care of Momma, „kay?” 

His breath caught as he tried not to flinch, “Okay, Meg… I‟ll try.” 

And with that, she disappeared into the laughing crowd. 

They walked in silence as Jared led them to the park. It was empty apart from a few joggers 

and dog walkers, and Jared headed towards the pond near the back, nearly hidden by the 

shrubs surrounding it. He sunk down on a rock, not looking up as Jensen did the same. 

He knew he owed the truth to Jensen, but he had no idea where to start.  

“My mom…” Jared cleared his throat, eyes trained on the tiny ripples skittering across the 

water‟s surface as he began to speak softly. “She… she had an accident three years ago... I 

was about fifteen, Meg was four… Drunk driver skipped a light and rammed her car into a 

wall… She barely survived, doctors say she was lucky… She got an intracranial injury… 

traumatic brain injury, lost the use of both an arm and leg on her right side. She can function, 

but she finds it difficult to concentrate on anything for very long… That night… when I was 



at your place, she took more than one sleeping pill because she‟d forgotten she‟d already 

taken one. That„s why I had to leave.” 

Jensen didn‟t say anything, merely pressing his shoulder against Jared‟s in silent comfort. 

“What we didn‟t know… was that her insomnia was due to her progressive multiple organ 

failure. Her liver is breaking down, she‟s having difficulty breathing, her organs are gradually 

giving out. The doctors… the doctors say she has under a month to live.” 

He turned to face Jensen, his jaw clenched tightly in an attempt to keep himself from crying. 

“Thank you… for staying last night and for helping with Meg. I… I really appreciate it.” He 

pressed his hands to his knees and pushed himself up, having to wait a few seconds for his 

world to stop spinning and then he began to walk away. 

“Jared, wait!” Jensen‟s footsteps caught up to him and a hand grasped his arm, pulling him to 

a halt. “Jared… let me take you out to breakfast or something.” 

“Jensen, I‟ve got to go to work. I‟m sorry, I really wish things were different. But they aren‟t. 

I‟ll see you around.” 

And with that, he walked away, ignoring the droplets that trickled down his cheek. 

♥ 

“Where the hell were you?” Jason looked furious, even angrier than that time Jensen put 

shaving cream in his favourite, three hundred dollar leather boots.  

“Jais, I… there was an emergency…”  

His rant died off before it began, “Shit, what happened? Is your family okay?” 

“Yeah, they‟re all fine,” Jensen murmured softly as he settled down on the couch, pulling his 

knees up. 

Jason joined him, a frown furrowing his brow, “Then what?” 

“It‟s Jared…”  

After a few confused blinks, realisation filled his eyes, “Loverboy Jared?” 

Smiling slightly, Jensen nodded, “Yeah…” the smile dropped from his lips. 

“Is he okay? Jensen, come on, talk to me.” 

“Yeah, he‟s fine, thank God… but… it‟s his mom, Jais… His mom‟s sick.” 

“Oh…” he bit his lip, uncertain what to say, “What‟s wrong with her?” 

“Her organs are failing, they say she has a month to live.” 



“Shit, that‟s… that‟s not cool. Uhm… can‟t the doctors do anything?” 

“Not that I know of.” Jensen stared blankly at the class of ballerinas. Megan should be one of 

them, twirling around. “Jais, you… it‟s just… I don‟t know how he does it. You should see 

him with his kid sister, he‟s amazing. And he works like anything to pay the bills and… No 

kid deserves to grow up like that… not with so much responsibility… having to give up his 

dreams and…” he buries his face in his hands. “I want to help him so much, but I just… I 

don‟t know how.” 

He felt Jason‟s warm shoulder brushing against his, “There‟s only so much you can do, 

Jensen. But… don‟t let him push you away. Make sure you‟re always there when he needs 

you and… wait a minute…” 

Jensen peered at his friend and boss through his fingers, “What?” 

Jason grinned, “I‟ve got an awesome idea! A dance.” 

“Huh?” Jensen blinked dumbly at the other man wondering whether he‟d been speaking to a 

brick wall all this time. 

“Yeah, a fundraiser. With Jared and his family as the beneficiaries!” 

“Uhmmm…” Jensen swiped his hands over his face, “You think that‟s a good idea?” 

“Yeah, that way, you can help Jared by doing what you do best, dancing.” 

Jensen grinned, feeling lighter at the thought of doing something for Jared. 

“We‟ll have to ask permission first,” Jason added. 

“Yeah… but it‟d be nice if this was a surprise for Jared…” Jensen bit his lip, knowing it 

probably wouldn‟t be possible. 

“Why don‟t you go to hospital, see if his mom‟s awake?” 

♥ 

A few moments later, they pulled up in the parking lot and Jason nodded his chin towards the 

entrance, “You go on in, I‟ll wait here.” 

“Thank you. Seriously Jais… I… Thanks.” 

“Get a move on,” Jason muttered gruffly, and Jensen smiled slightly and headed inside. 

♥ 

Ms. Padalecki was sickly pale, barely visible against the white sheets; her body thin and frail, 

like her skin was barely clinging to the bone, but her eyes were bright and full of life when he 

brushed her arm to wake her. 



“Uhm… Ms Padalecki, I‟m Jensen. I…” 

Recognition dawned on her features, and she smiled slightly, “Yes, I‟ve heard so much about 

you.” 

“Really?” he couldn‟t keep the hope out of his voice at the fact that Jared might have spoken 

about him. 

“Why, yes, Meg and I watch your dances every Saturday. She probably knows you better 

than you know yourself.” 

Jensen smiled faintly, swallowing the disappointment, “Oh, okay. But… I came here about 

Jared.” 

Her smile faded slightly, sadness taking over, “He never has time to watch with us. He‟s 

always working, making sure that there‟s enough in the house for Meg and me. He‟s a 

wonderful boy.” 

“Yeah,” Jensen took a seat beside her bed, “He really is.” 

Her eyes were bright as she spoke, “You know, he always wanted to be an architect. Loves 

figuring out how everything fits together to make masterpieces. Always had such an eye for 

things, just like his daddy.” 

“Yeah?” he leaned forward, desperately yearning for more about the young man. 

“He was such a lively boy, the sunshine in our lives, but he never got over Jerry‟s death…” 

“Your husband?” 

“Yes…Jared was twelve...” she looked up sadly, “Jay shouldn‟t be the one to have to feed the 

family; no child should. But Jared does. He never asks for anything, always gives and gives. 

He‟ll go for days without food, just to make sure Meg and me don‟t find out how short of 

money we are. He pays for my medicine and Meg‟s school fees. All Jerry‟s pension covers is 

the house, everything else Jared makes sure we have. You know he got a scholarship to 

UTSA, a full ride. He could have lived his dream, become an amazing architect, but he gave 

it all up. For me. For Meg. And I can‟t do a damn thing.” 

“I‟m sorry,” Jensen whispered hoarsely, his chest aching. She jumped, looking up at him as if 

she‟d forgotten he was there. Then he realised why he‟d come, “That‟s, uhm… that‟s what I 

came here to talk to you about.” 

She frowned up at him, “What do you mean?” 

“I…” he cleared his throat, “I want to have a performance to raise money for you and your 

family. I want to dance for Jared.” 

It took a few seconds before her face lit up, “Really? You‟d do that?” 



“Yeah, Jared…. Jared‟s an amazing man. I want this to be a surprise for him, but I need you 

to sign this and, if you have some photos of you, Meg and him, is it okay if I have them? If 

people know where their money„s going, they„ll part with it more happily.” 

She smiled and murmured, “Hand me my purse, would you?” 

He headed over to where she was pointing and suddenly remembered about her illness, “Ms 

Padalecki…” 

“Please, call me Sherri.” 

“Oh… uhm, Sherri, I‟m sorry…. About…. About your illness.” 

She smiled faintly, “Don‟t be, my life‟s been useless since the accident, do you have any idea 

what it feels like to see the weight on Jared‟s shoulders and not be able to do anything about 

it?” 

He didn‟t reply, but she continued, “If my time is up, then it‟s up. No use fussing about it or 

shedding tears. Now pass me that purse so I can do something for my children before I go.” 

She fished out a pile of photos and handed them to Jensen, “Here, hopefully you‟ll find what 

you need.” 

“Thank you… I… I should probably go soon, but I… I just want you to know how sorry I 

am. For everything.” 

“Thank you, I don‟t know why you are doing this, or what you could possibly gain, but thank 

you.” 

♥ 

Jared hated working at the body shop. He didn‟t mind the work so much, it was just that 

Matt, who seemed to have arranged it so his shifts were usually at the same time as Jared‟s, 

made him feel uncomfortable. There was something in the cold eyes that just didn‟t seem 

right. 

 

Whenever Jared rolled out from beneath a hood, the eyes are always on him, lingering on his 

chest and sliding up his arms. Whenever he turned around from fixing an engine, whenever 

he wiped the sweat from his brow, whenever he did anything, the eyes were on him. He hated 

it. It made him feel like he was being surveyed or something, like when he‟d had to do 

presentations at school and the teacher would sit with his mark book, scribbling things down.  

Jared was fine with assessments and tests, so long as he knew what he was being assessed on. 

With Matt, he had no idea. He knew he was nothing special, so the thought of being observed 

so thoroughly made him feel like hiding behind a screen for the rest of his life. 

Like now, Jared was just unzipping his overalls, feeling hot, sweaty and exhausted, not to 

mention the fact that his muscles were aching and his head was still pounding; there was 

grease on his hands, arms and quite possibly his face, and he looked up to find Matt watching 

him, his face unreadable, eyes as cold as ever and lips slightly parted. 



Jared shifted uncomfortably, wishing the man would just look away so he could get changed. 

He didn‟t really feel like putting himself on display, especially not in front of someone with 

Matt‟s perfectly sculpted body. When the gaze remained as steady as ever, Jared let out a soft 

sigh and peeled the denim down and off, shivering slightly as he stood there clad only boxers 

and a vest. 

 

Matt continued staring, his eyes sliding down and Jared felt like curling up and hiding away. 

Why was it that he always felt so inadequate? First with Jensen, who really was out of his 

league, and now with Matt?  

He unhooked his pair of jeans from the wall and pulled them on before grabbing the rest of 

his stuff from the side, wanting to get to the hospital as soon as possible.  

“I‟ll see you tomorrow,” he murmured to Matt, who just nodded and turned to watch him as 

he headed down the road. 

♥ 

“Hey, Momma,” Jared whispered as he slipped into the room. 

She looked even worse than when he had last seen her, but at least she was awake.  

“Hey, baby.” 

“How‟re you feeling?”  

She smiled up at him, her eyes bright with unshed tears, “I‟m okay. The nurses have been 

tending to my every whim. I feel like royalty.” 

A watery smile crept across his lips, “How many soaps have you watched today?” 

“More than enough, believe me.” 

“Yeah,” he pulled the chair up beside her bed, “I‟m going to find a way to save you, Momma. 

I don‟t care what it takes, what I have to do, I‟m going to find a way.” 

“No,” the firmness in her voice made him look up sharply, “Jared, no. You and Meg, you‟re 

all I have left in this world. I want you two to live the lives you deserve…” She let out a sigh 

at the sight of his stricken face, “I‟m old, Jared, I‟ve seen the world, I‟ve had my time…. No, 

even if there is some way to help me, I don‟t want it. I‟m tired. Tired of living like this, tired 

of not being able to do anything for my babies. Tired of everything…” 

“Momma…” his voice cracked, his eyes closing to keep the tears in check. 

“Baby, I‟ve decided. It‟s my time and I‟ll go.” 

He jerked to his feet and raced out the ward, racing through the corridors and out into the 

street, blind in his rage. How could his mom just give up like that? Did they mean so little to 

her? Did Jared mean so little to her? Why did she want to leave them? Jared was doing the 



best he could, maybe he wasn‟t good enough. Maybe he didn‟t deserve anyone who loved 

him enough to want to fight for him. Maybe he was just- 

His blurry eyes didn‟t notice the figure until it was too late and he ran straight into a solid 

chest, the person‟s arms instantly coming to steady him.  

“Jay? Jared, what‟s the matter?”  

Shaking his head furiously, unbidden tears splashing as he pulled away from the arms and 

began to run. He ignored the cry of his name, blocked out everything until all he heard was 

the pounding in his ears and his own jagged breathing. He wished it were just this simple, 

that he could just run and leave all his problems far behind.  

Then Meg‟s face flashed before him, her eyes shining, full of trust and love. It was then that 

he stumbled, the fight seeping out of him, no longer trying to run, just falling into a heap and 

hating himself for being so selfish. He didn‟t realise he was crying until warm hands slid 

around him, hoisting him up and pressing his face to their shoulder, allowing him to bury his 

shame. Unable to stop himself, he clutched desperately at Jensen‟s back, trying to pull back 

from the edge. It only got worse when the man began murmuring soft words of comfort, 

words that Jared didn‟t deserve, words that he shouldn‟t have needed to hear. 

 

The wave of anger suddenly bubbled up and he shoved himself away, staggering slightly as 

he tried to run again. When Jensen reached out for him again, he snarled furiously, “Let go of 

me!” 

“Jay…” 

“Just…” he pinched the bridge of his nose in an attempt to stem the anger, “please… 

Jensen… just go. What are you even doing here?” 

Obviously the dancer didn‟t listen, merely shifting closer to Jared and resting a hand on his 

shoulder. “No… I won‟t. Tell me what happened.” 

“What happened?” Jared laughed mirthlessly, “What happened is that my mother doesn‟t 

even want me to try and find a way to help her. She just wants to give up. She‟s not even 

trying to fight it.” His shoulders sagged as his anger swept away, being replaced by pure 

misery. He looked up at Jensen and whispered quietly, “She‟s going to leave us. Just like Dad 

did…. I don‟t know what I could have done better, I mean, maybe I should‟ve worked harder, 

studied more, I don‟t know… I… I‟m not enough, Jen… I‟m not good enough to look after 

my own family, not good enough for anything. I don‟t know what to do anymore….” he 

trailed off, gaze dropping shamefully to the ground. 

♥ 

He looked so vulnerable, so lost, so alone, and Jensen felt his chest tighten with emotion. 

Before he knew it, he had yanked the young man back against his chest, squeezing him 

tightly, afraid to let him go for an instant. Once he‟d managed to regain some of his 

composure and was sure he wasn‟t about to start crying as well, Jensen shifted the young 

man, one of his arms circling round Jared‟s shoulder and pressing him to his side as Jensen 

began guiding him towards the hospital parking lot. 



Jason raised an eyebrow in surprise when they came into view, but he didn‟t say anything as 

Jensen slid into the back of the car with Jared in tow. He shifted the young man to curl 

against him, wrapping his arms tightly around him and resting his chin on Jared‟s mop of soft 

curls. “Home, Jais. Please.” 

Jason nodded, his eyes softening as they landed on Jared‟s form, “Okay.” 

♥ 

He woke to a sense of security, finding himself encircled in strong, protective arms which 

pressed him firmly against a warm body. Gentle fingers brushed through his hair, making it 

impossibly hard to drag himself away from unconsciousness. His stirred faintly, a soft 

murmur escaping his lips, and the arms tightened slightly. 

“Hmmm… Jen?” he raised his head up, wincing at the pounding behind his temples and 

blinking up at the man.  

“Hey,” Jensen whispered softly, rolling Jared onto his back and propping himself up on an 

elbow to peer down at the younger man, “How‟re you feeling?” 

“I…” Jared‟s eyes darted around the room, taking in the unfamiliar surroundings, “Wh... 

where?” 

“We‟re at my place, you fell asleep yesterday and I couldn‟t wake you up.” 

The blood drained from his cheeks and he began to struggle, “Meg… oh, God… ” 

Jensen‟s fingers tightened on his shoulder, easing him back down, “Just relax, Meg‟s fine, I 

picked her up from school and she stayed here as well. I had Jason drop her off this 

morning.” 

Some tension seeped out of Jared and he squeezed his eyes shut tightly in relief, “You 

should‟ve found a way to wake me.” Gentle fingers brushed strands of hair from his face, and 

his eyes fluttered open. “Is she…? I mean, did…” he trailed off helplessly. 

“Yeah, she‟s fine…” Jensen smiled, “I made sure she had breakfast and something for 

lunch.” 

“Thank you…” Jared murmured quietly, unable to convey just how grateful he was. He 

knuckled his forehead, “I can‟t believe I fell asleep for so long.” 

Jensen watched the guilt swirling in the hazel eyes and felt something inside of him snap. 

“Jesus, Jared. You‟ve got a fever, you‟re practically working yourself to death and you‟re 

beating yourself up over one night‟s sleep?” 

When the younger man tensed up, Jensen immediately regretted his words, “Jay... I…” he ran 

a hand down the side of Jared‟s neck, curling his fingers over the man‟s collarbone, “I‟m just 

worried about you, okay? You deserve a break every now and then.” 



Exhausted eyes peered up at him and Jared shook his head firmly, “No, I don‟t.” He glanced 

at the clock, “I‟ve got to get to work. Thanks for… you know…”  

♥ 

Jared was busy cooking supper when he suddenly heard Meg calling him. Quickly placing 

everything down and glancing at the stove to check nothing would start burning, he raced 

towards her, “Meg? You okay?” 

She pointed at the television screen and he froze. There was a photo of them and their mom 

on the screen. “What the hell?” 

Jared stood rigid, blood draining from his cheeks as a voice began telling them their life 

story, starting with their father‟s death, moving on to their mom‟s accident and going on 

about how Jared had to work to feed them, everything right up to the present situation, with 

their mom in hospital on the verge of death. Jared watched as the screen moved on to show 

clips of Jensen dancing, followed by the announcement that „Jensen Ackles will be 

performing to raise funds for the Padalecki family‟ and that all donations would greatly be 

appreciated. 

When it was over and the screen was taken over by the sitcom Meg had been watching, Jared 

barely made it to the bathroom in time, folding over the toilet and dry heaving. 

There were tears in his eyes, but he refused to let them fall. Instead he sat up, rinsed out his 

mouth, brushed his teeth and yanked out his cellphone. 

When Jensen answered, he hissed into the phone, “How dare you? You fucking bastard. How 

could you? You think it‟s funny to put our life story out there? You think it‟s…” Jared trailed 

off, his breath hitching, “I trusted you… I fucking trusted you…” 

Then he hung up. 

♥ 

Jensen paced up and down, running his hands furiously through his hair, wondering just how 

he‟d managed to screw up so badly. He‟d wanted this to be a surprise for Jared, a happy 

surprise. He hadn‟t known it would be taken like this. And Jared wasn‟t answering any of his 

calls. 

I just want to help. 

Half an hour later he got a reply. I don‟t need your charity, thanks. 

Jensen groaned in frustration, wondering how to fix this. Jay, think of Meg. 

Did you? Did you even stop to think how this might affect her? Imagine how she‟s going to 

feel when she goes to class and everyone knows? 

Jared, you and your family have nothing to be ashamed of. 



You bastard. It‟s nothing to do with shame. It‟s the sympathy. The carefully worded 

sentences. The sly glances. The constant observation and whispers. Do you have any idea 

what it feels like to wonder whether someone‟s talking to you because they actually like you 

or if they‟re just doing it so they can be charitable? I don‟t want Meg to become someone‟s 

„good deed of the day‟. 

Jensen braced himself against the wall, feeling like a complete asshole. He‟d never wanted 

this, not in a billion years. I just wanted to help. 

He waited for the reply but it didn‟t come. So he typed another, I‟m sorry. 

♥ 

“Jason, we need to cancel the dance.” He didn‟t know what difference it would make, but it 

had to be some. 

“What? Jensen, are you crazy? We can‟t cancel a dance. Not after we‟ve already organized 

everything and advertised it.” 

Jensen dropped his head into his hands, “I don‟t know how to make this better.” 

“I don‟t know, man. Talk to him, take him out for dinner or something gay like that. But you 

can‟t cancel the dance, it‟s not possible.” 

“Yeah,” Jensen scoffed, “I don‟t think going on a date with me is very high on his list of 

things to do right now.” 

“Kidnap him and find someplace awesome to take him, feed him enough wine for him to stop 

trying to get away and then talk to him.” 

“Seriously?” 

Jason shrugged, “Well, it could work.” 

♥ 

Jared tucked Meg closer to him, his arm wrapped firmly around her shoulders as they made 

their way down the road. When the school came into view, Jared pulled her to a halt and 

squatted before her, taking her hands in his. “Meg, today… today‟s going be tough. Some 

people are going to ask questions… questions you might not want to answer. Some people 

might whisper and talk about you… But…” he cupped her cheek, “But I want you to be 

brave… you can be brave for me, can‟t you?” 

He smiled as she nodded, “And no matter what they say, no matter what happens or how bad 

you feel… just remember that you‟re my sister. And I‟ll always be here, okay? And if it gets 

bad, and you want to come home, just speak to Ms Lily and she‟ll give me a call. I can be 

here in ten minutes if you need me, okay?” 



“Okay,” she whispered, falling forwards for a hug and burying her face in his shoulder. She 

clung to him for a few moments before looking up eagerly, “And then can you show me how 

to make those chocolate cookie things?” 

Jared grinned, “Yeah, sure. We can make some for Momma, I‟m sure she‟d like that.” 

“Cool,” she gave him another quick squeeze, “Love you.” 

Pressing his nose into her hair and breathing in deeply, he murmured, “Yeah, you too. See 

you later, and remember, anytime you want to come home, „kay?” 

“Yeah.” 

He watched her disappear into the swirl of kids, and then turned to heads towards the 

classroom, knocking on the wooden frame of the door. 

“Yes?” a soft voice called from inside and he pushed inside. 

The young lady stood up in surprise, “Jared, hi.” 

“Hey, Ms Lily,” he replied softly, stepping into the room. 

She flushed and smiled, “How many times do I have to tell you to call me Ally?” 

Running a hand through his hair awkwardly, Jared stepped closer to the desk, “A couple 

more times, I think.” 

There were a few moments of silence and then she murmured softly, “I‟m sorry… I heard… 

your parents… I‟m sorry….” 

He ducked his head in acceptance. He wasn‟t surprised, by now everyone probably knew. 

They lived in a close community. “That‟s actually why I‟m here.” 

“Oh?”  

“Yeah, I just… I wondered if you could keep an eye out for Meg, she‟s… I don‟t want her to 

get hurt. I mean, kids aren‟t cruel but they can be a bit tactless…” 

“Of course I will,” Ms Lily nodded. 

“And… I know the school has my contact details and Meg can recite my number in her sleep, 

but I wanted to give it to you in case something happens.” 

Her cheeks went even redder, but she nodded, “Sure, that‟d be… that‟d be fine.” 

After writing it down for her, Jared turned to leave, “Thank you.” 

♥ 

“Mrs Padalecki…” Jensen started. 



“It‟s Sherri, dear. Jared didn‟t take it well, did he?” 

Jensen dropped his gaze, “No, he didn‟t… He‟s worried about Meg.” 

“Of course he is, that boy doesn‟t care what happens to him, so long as everyone he loves is 

fine.” 

“He‟s mad at me. I think I made a mistake. What if he‟s right and I have made it harder for 

Meg at school? What if he never wants to see me again? What if he never forgives me?” 

She huffed, “Jared? He‟s terrible at holding grudges. Just let him know why you did it, make 

sure that Meg‟s okay…” she laughed again, “Actually, just make Meg happy and he won‟t be 

able to stay mad at you. He dotes on her like crazy…”  

♥ 

It was around lunchtime and he had just finished touching up an old Mustang, when his 

phone began ringing. With his heart in his throat, he headed over to the wall to fish it out of 

his bag. 

“Hello?” 

“Hey, Jared… It‟s Ally… Meg‟s really upset… I don‟t know what happened, but she‟s crying 

and I can‟t get her to stop, she keeps asking for you, so…” 

“I‟ll be there soon.” He hung up and swiped a hand over his face, trying to wipe off the 

grease.  

“Hey, Matt,” he called out. 

The man‟s head popped up around the corner, “Yeah?” 

“I gotta go, I‟ll do double shift tomorrow, „kay? Tell Mr Morgan.” 

Then he slung his bag over his shoulder and set off at a run towards the school. He didn‟t care 

what he must look like, with his grease-stained vest, torn jeans and sweat-slick skin, and then 

there was the fact that he was barefoot, but anyway. 

When he stepped inside Ms Lily‟s office and saw his distraught kid sister, he simply dropped 

to his knees and called gently, “Meg…” 

She let out a soft gasp and darted forwards, smothering her tears in his chest. “Hey, shhhhh,” 

he stroked his fingers through her locks, “What happened?” 

“They said…” she sobbed, “They said….” 

“Shhhh, it‟s okay, Meg. I got you.” 



“They said you were… you were going to leave me…” Meg began trembling, her fingers 

desperately clutching at his back. “They said… I‟m too much trouble… that you… that you‟d 

be happier without me…” 

“Meg… you know that‟s not true, don‟t you?”  

She just pressed herself closer and he stood, lifting her up in his arms. “Meg, show me who 

said that.” 

Jared walked outside and Meg pointed towards a bunch of boys fooling around in the corner. 

They all looked up with wide eyes when Jared approached, but Jared just lowered himself on 

the bench before them, balancing Meg on his knee.  

“Guys, why would you say that I‟d ever leave Meg?” 

They didn‟t answer. He nodded, “Well, just to make it clear: there is nothing in the world that 

I wouldn‟t do for her, and the thought of ever leaving her has never crossed my mind once. 

So, just because you idiots don‟t have a brother who‟d die for you, like Meg does, doesn‟t 

mean you have to be jerks to her.” Then he stood and headed back towards Ms Lily. 

“I‟ll be taking Meg home now, thank you for calling me.” 

She nodded, her eyes wide. 

♥ 

“Yeah, mix it all in with your fingers, feel how doughy it is? 

Meg nodded, her splattered face split in two by a massive grin. 

“And add some more flour, yeah, like that... Now we can roll it into the tray… make it flat... 

and let me put it in the oven… there. Now we just have to wait.” 

“And can we make it into pretty shapes?” 

“Yup, you can make stars or hearts or anything you want when it comes out.” 

“Cool… how long till it‟s ready?” 

“Not too long, let‟s give it fifteen minutes. And when it‟s all ready, if there‟s time, I‟ll take 

you to visit Momma.” 

She grinned happily up at him and then laughed. 

“What?” 

“Ms Lily totally loves you,” she teased. 

“No, way. She totally does not. What are you talking about?” 



“I think you should give her some heart cookies, I think she‟d like that.” 

“Meg!” 

The doorbell rang and Jared jumped up to answer it, wondering who the hell it could be. 

There was only one answer to that. “Jensen.” 

The older man shifted awkwardly, “Hi.” 

“What‟re you doing here?” 

“I… I wanted to come see you… to explain…” 

Meg came around the corner, “Who is – Jensen!” She rushed forward to give him a hug and 

then grabbed his arm, dragging him to the kitchen, “Come look, we‟re making cookies.” 

Jared scowled as he followed them into the kitchen. 

“You can have some, but Jay‟s saving the hearts for Ms Lily.” 

“Ms Lily?” Jensen‟s eyes darted up to meet Jared‟s, a flicker of something in his eyes. 

“Yup, my teacher, she‟s in love with Jay, she keeps asking about him and staring at his butt 

when he walks out of a room.” 

“Meg!” Jared gasped, glaring at his sister. 

She just continued happily, “But I don‟t think she loves Jay more than you, so it‟s okay. 

Maybe you can have some of the hearts.” 

Jensen flushed and dropped his gaze, “Yeah, maybe.” 

The phone rang and Jared stormed out the kitchen. 

♥ 

“Meg, I need your help…” Jensen whispered quietly, hoisting himself up on the counter 

beside her.  

She peered up at him confusion, “With what?” 

“Jay‟s mad at me.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I‟m doing that dance for you guys…” 

“Oh…” she bit her lip. “He was really sad after we saw it on TV.” 



“Yeah?” Jensen‟s chest clenched, “But… I just wanted to help and I didn‟t know how else to 

do… and… Meg, I really hate that he‟s mad at me.” 

“Yeah…” she nodded knowingly, “I once made him really mad because I tried some of 

Momma‟s pills. When he found me, he made me drink some salt water so I threw them up. 

Then he hugged me tight and was mad at me for the rest of the day, it was horrible. But it was 

just because I worried him, not because he hated me. Maybe you‟re just making him worry 

and he‟s not actually mad at you.”  

Jensen smiled at her, “I think it‟s because he‟s worried about you at school that he‟s so mad 

at me.” 

She thought it over for a few minutes and then looked up, “I‟ll try get him to be not mad at 

you.” 

“Thanks, Meg,” Jensen grinned at her. 

Footsteps announced Jared‟s return, “That was Sandy giving us a heads up; they‟ll be here in 

half an hour.” 

“Who‟s „they‟?” Jensen asked, sliding off the counter. 

Jared frowned at him as he grabbed a dishcloth, “The guys.” Then he fished out the tray of 

cookies, “Here you go, Meg. Just wait a few moments for it to cool and then you can shape 

them, „kay? I‟m going to have a shower.” 

When he left, Megan turned to the older man, a frown on her forehead, “Yeah, he is mad at 

you. You‟re gonna have to work real hard to get him to be nice again.” 

Jensen sighed, “Yeah, I know.” 

They spent the next few minutes shaping the cookies and then Meg murmured, “He likes 

dogs,” and Jensen wasted the rest of the time trying to shape a canine out of the dough. 

By the time Jared came down, Meg had a nice pile of carved hearts and trees and stars, and 

Jensen had a weird lump in front of him which he tried to hide. Jared looked absolutely 

gorgeous, dressed in a tight, black shirt and soft sweatpants, his hair damp and curling 

slightly.  

Jensen was distracted long enough for Meg to pull the lump from his fingers and hand it to 

Jared, “He made it for you.” 

An eyebrow rose as the hazel eyes peered down at the weird shape. “Uhm… it‟s a… cloud? 

With a weird jutting out thing?” 

Grinning, Meg shook her head, “Nope, it‟s a dog.” 

Jensen was beetroot when Jared‟s eyes rose up to meet his, but when he saw the warm 

amusement in Jared‟s eyes, he knew it was worth it. “First time cookie cutter here,” he 

defended himself. 



“Yeah,” Jared huffed, “I can see that.” He cut a square from the tray and began to shape it 

with careful, precise strokes. A few moments later, he handed it over to Jensen and left the 

room.  

Jensen glanced in his palm, at the perfectly cut eagle, wings wide and spread in mid-flight. 

“Showoff,” he called out, and felt his chest inflate at the responding laughter.  

Meg grinned, “See?” 

“You‟re awesome.” He ruffled her hair. 

♥ 

Jared grinned as he opened the door to let his friends in, receiving hugs and backslaps as 

greetings. “Hey, guys.” 

“Man, you‟ve been avoiding us, haven‟t you?” 

“Yup, you know me, can‟t wait to get rid of you lot,” Jared laughed, dodging Mike‟s blow. 

“Where‟s my princess?” Chris bellowed, making Megan come racing out of the kitchen to 

hug him, “Chris!” 

“I got you a present,” Chris declared, yanking Mike after him, “This idiot will be your 

servant for the rest of eternity.” 

Megan grinned and hugged Mike as well, moving through the group and emerging 

completely hugged out and with dishevelled hair.  

“No, seriously, I do have a present,” Chris fished around in his pocket and pulled out a pretty 

little notebook with flowers and fairies around the edges, “I found this somewhere and 

bought it for Steve „cause it reminded me of him, but he just punched me in the arm, so now 

it‟s yours.” 

Megan grinned and hugged the gift to her chest, “Who wants cookies?” 

There were cheers and the horde moved through to the kitchen, stopping dead, “Jensen?” 

“Uhm… hey, guys…” 

Jensen glanced over at Jared, looking so nervous that Jared moved forward and leant against 

the counter beside the older man, bumping shoulders, “Help yourself guys, but leave some of 

them, we wanted to take them to Momma, didn‟t we, Meg?” 

“Yup, but we‟ll have to go tomorrow, „cause now it‟s getting dark.” 

“Yeah, so what do you guys wanna do?” 

Sophie waved a box of pizza, Sandy waved a stack of movies and Steve held up some beer 

and soda. Mike and Chris were the ones laden with pillows and duvets. 



 

“Awesome,” Jared grinned and they all jostled for space in the living room. 

Jared ended up squashed between Jensen and Chris, and Steve ended up being the one who 

had to get the TV sorted. Once everyone was lying down, Meg decides she wanted to move, 

so she made her way over the sea of people, earning many muffled grunts as she stepped on 

bellies or other body parts. When she reached Jared, she curled up beside him, using his 

stomach as a pillow. 

“What‟re we watching?” 

“Men in Black.” 

“Awesome,” Jared grinned, relaxing completely. 

About three quarters of the way through, Meg was sound asleep and Jared gently hoisted her 

up against his chest as he got to his feet, carrying her out the room and towards her bedroom. 

Jensen watched him go, watched until he rounded a corner and was out of sight. Then he 

dropped his gaze to the half empty beer bottle in his hand.  

When the man emerged again, Jensen could see the exhaustion in his eyes, could see the 

shadows in the hazel eyes and he knew that Jared wasn‟t alright. 

 

As soon as Jared slipped in beside him, Jensen slid closer, fingers reaching out and catching 

the younger man‟s wrist. Ignoring the fact that they were in a room full of people, he pulled 

until Jared rolled on his side, confused eyes peering up at him. “Jen?” 

Sliding his hand up Jared‟s neck and across his cheeks, Jensen leaned forward; pressing their 

lips together and making Jared gasp softly. 

Surging forwards, Jensen pressed the younger man down, hands gripping the sides of his face 

firmly to deepen their kiss as he slid a leg between Jared‟s and caused the younger man‟s 

breath to hitch. 

“Jared…” he murmured breathlessly against Jared‟s cheek, sliding a hand down to explore 

the muscular chest below him. Ducking down to mouth at the side of Jared‟s neck, he 

growled softly when something hit his back. 

“Get a room, you fuck bunnies,” Chris muttered, peering through his fingers. 

 

“I think you guys just ruined sex for me,” Mike grumbled. 

“Why? Shit, that was hot,” Sandy pretended to fan her cheeks. 

“No, I mean… now every time I have sex, I‟ll have to compare it with these two jerks and 

that‟s just unfair.” 

“Yeah, right. Like you have sex all that often, Rosenbaum,” Sophia teased. 



“Well… I… you…” Mike spluttered, glaring at them all. 

Jared began giggling, partially because he was drunk and partially because he was too 

exhausted not to, and he turned to bury his face against Jensen‟s neck. For some reason, he 

stayed there and, as Jensen had no objection whatsoever, he simply curled closer while 

Jensen‟s arms locked firmly around the younger man. 

“Night, Jen…” Jared mumbled, his words muffled against Jensen‟s shoulder. 

Pressing his lips to Jared‟s forehead and squeezing his eyes tightly shut, Jensen whispered, 

“Night, Jay…” 

♥ 

“Hey, Momma… How‟re you feeling?” 

Jared helped Meg up onto the bed, taking the seat beside it. 

“I‟m… Well, we both know I‟m not fine, but…” she smiles up at them, “It‟s good to see you 

two.” 

“We made these for you,” Meg proudly handed over the cookies. “Jay showed me how to 

bake them, but I shaped them.” 

She laughed softly, “They look wonderful, Meg. I‟m sure they‟ll taste delicious too.” 

“And Ms Lily has a crush on Jay!” Meg burst, ducking away from the playful swipe Jared 

took at her head.  

“No, she doesn‟t!” Jared huffed, “Meg‟s just making that up.” 

“Am not!” 

“Are too!” 

Jared pulled her in to give her a soft noogie and then pulled away grinning. 

After a few more moments, Jared left the room to talk with one of the doctors, leaving Meg to 

tell their mom about school. 

“How‟s she doing,” he asked Dr Bowen. 

The man shook his head, his eyes sympathetic, “I‟m afraid the organ failure has progressed 

to…” Jared listened even as his chest closed up. 

♥ 

Meg fortunately had a play-date, so Jared could follow through with his double shift. He was 

utterly exhausted, his muscles aching as he lugged car parts around and dealt with snotty car-



owners. By the time evening finally arrived, the world was starting to sway. Stretching out on 

the cool floor, not caring about how dirty it might be, he squeezed his eyes tightly closed.  

He was just beginning to drift off when lips were pressed against his. 

 

Letting out a soft groan at the pain in his head, he blinked his eyes open, only to realize it was 

Matt. Jumping and jerking upright, Jared spluttered, “What the fuck?” 

“Shhh, Jared… I know you want this too. I‟ve seen you watching me too, don‟t fight me,” 

Matt moved forwards again, making Jared crabwalk backwards until his back hits the wall. 

“Matt, no, I… I don‟t…” Jared‟s eyes widened as the man simply pressed closer, rough hands 

cupping his cheeks. “No, Matt. Stop it.” 

But he was so tired, his limbs sluggish and heavy, that he could barely push the older man 

away. “Stop it! Matt, I don‟t like you like that.” 

Matt bit his bottom lip, “Liar.” 

“I have a boyfriend!” Pushing fruitlessly against the man‟s chest, Jared turned his head away, 

making Matt‟s lips fall on his cheek. Apparently Matt just took that as an invitation to nibble 

down his neck.  

“Matt, get the hell off me!” With a sudden surge of adrenaline, Jared shoved the man 

backwards and scrambled to his feet. 

“Jared…” 

“Don‟t you fucking dare touch me!” Jared hissed, grabbing his stuff and storming out the 

garage. 

He didn‟t stop running until he arrived at the park, collapsing beside the pond. That was when 

he realized how badly he was shaking. He felt cold and ill at the thought of what just 

happened. At what could have happened. As he shuddered even more, he pulled out his 

cellphone and, with trembling fingers, called the first person that came to mind. 

♥ 

“Jared? Jay, you okay?” Jensen‟s heart was pounding and he quickly made his way towards 

the pale form.  

“I…” wide, exhausted eyes stared blankly up at him and he felt his chest clench painfully, 

“Jared, Jesus Christ, you‟re shaking like crazy. What happened?” 

Jared sagged into him, “I… Matt…” 

Tightening his hold around Jared, Jensen growled, “Did he hurt you? I swear to god, if he 

did…” 

“I… he…”  



Jensen pulled back to examine the man‟s face and something cold circled around his heart as 

he saw the bitten lips and the red hickey blossoming on Jared‟s neck. His first instinctive 

emotion was betrayal: to pull away from Jared and hide the hurt that he was feeling. But 

when his eyes took in how pale and sickly Jared looked, something softened in his chest, 

even as something else lashed up violently. “Did you want him to?” 

The minute shake of head sent waves of relief through Jensen, but then he stopped, “Did… I 

mean, did he…?” 

Jared shook his head again and Jensen let out a breath. “I‟m going to kill him.” 

“Please…” Jared murmured softly, hands fisting in Jensen‟s shirt, “Please, take me home.” 

“Okay. Okay, come on.” Jensen helped the dizzy man to his feet, slinging Jared‟s arm over 

his shoulders and taking his weight. “I got ya.” 

♥ 

After stripping Jared down to his boxers, Jensen tucked him in, pulling the covers up to the 

younger man‟s chin with a soft smile. 

Just as he turned to leave, a small murmur of, “Wait… Jen,” stopped him, hope soaring in his 

chest. 

“Yeah, Jay?” 

Jared reached out a shaking hand and fisted Jensen‟s sleeve, pulling him closer. “I‟m sorry… 

Jen… for… for pushing you away… I… you‟re… I don‟t understand why… why you‟re still 

here… you‟re perfect… and I‟m just… I‟m just so screwed up…” his breath hitched as 

Jensen‟s arms slid around him, tugging him against a firm chest, “You‟re… and I don‟t know 

what to do… I‟m so scared… what if I screw up, Jen? What if… what if something happens 

and I can‟t be there for Meg… what if…?” 

“Shhhhh,” Jensen pulled the man closer. “Jay…. Meg adores you, you‟re amazing with her, 

you could never screw up… and if anything happens… man, you know how many people 

love you? And I‟m here, okay? I‟m right here.” 

Jared‟s fingers reached up to brush over Jensen‟s cheeks, “But why? I… I don‟t understand 

why… why you‟re helping me… I… and with the dance that‟s coming up… I know you only 

doing that to help us, but… I… why?” 

Curling his fingers in Jared‟s chestnut hair, Jensen grinned and leaned in close to whisper, 

“Because you‟re mine, remember? And you‟ll always be mine.” 

Jared snorted, a smile tugging at his lips, “I don‟t think you had any idea what you were 

getting yourself into when you asked me to dance.” 

“No, I didn‟t,” Jensen confessed softly, “But if I could go back, I‟d make the exact same 

choice.” 



“Really? Even after…?” Jared gestured at nothing, but Jensen understood him anyway. 

Pressing his lips softly over Jared‟s, Jensen grinned, “Even after.” 

Jared sighed softly, the tension in his body seeping out, “Can you wake me at seven-thirty 

tomorrow morning? I need to pick Meg up at eight.” 

“Sure,” Jensen whispered, planting another gentle kiss on Jared‟s forehead and pulling away. 

A soft sound escaped Jared‟s lips and he tightened his hold. “Stay… please?” 

Jensen stripped down to his boxers and slid in, “You okay?” 

The younger man crawled up onto his chest, hugging him tightly and exhaling softly, 

“Yeah…” 

But Jensen could still feel the tremors wracking Jared‟s lithe body and he ground his teeth at 

the thought of what had happened. “I‟m going to kill him,” he growled up at the ceiling, 

tightening his hold around Jared.  

♥ 

Jensen flowed through the moves easily despite the sweat pouring down his forehead. The 

dance had to be perfect, he couldn‟t make a single mistake; he couldn‟t let Jared down like 

that, not after Jared had forgiven him for flaunting his family on TV. Jensen‟s stomach still 

churned guiltily at the thought of what he had unknowingly done, but all he could hope for 

was that this would raise enough money to take the strain off Jared‟s shoulders.  

It seemed he had never had better motivation than he did now. 

♥ 

“Hey, Meg?” 

“Hmmm?” 

“Do you wanna help me convince Jay to go out with me for supper? I‟ve asked Chris and 

Steve if they can stay here with you.” 

She grinned, her eyes twinkling slightly, “Cool.” 

“You‟re awesome.” 

Shaking her head with a blush, she laughed, “You make Jay happy, I don‟t mind helping 

you.” 

♥ 

Jared really didn‟t feel like going out, but when confronted with two pairs of pleading eyes, 

he had stood no chance. 



“Where‟re we going?” he asked, walking slightly closer to Jensen, trying to stay warm. 

“You‟ll see,” Jensen murmured with a secret smile that sent tingles through the younger man. 

They rounded the corner and Jared stopped, staring up at the tower. “No…” 

Taking a step closer, Jensen slid his fingers across Jared‟s shoulders, “I managed to book us a 

table.” 

“Jensen,” Jared breathed, his mind swirling, “I…” 

Jensen pulled him flush against his chest, hugging him tightly, “I know. We don‟t have to go 

if you don‟t want to… but, I just thought you might…” 

It took Jared a few gasping breathes against the older man‟s shoulder before he could bring 

himself to reply, “No… it‟s… I think…” 

Understanding exactly what he meant, Jensen slipped his hand in Jared‟s and tugged him 

towards the Tower of the Americas, a big smile spreading over his lips. 

 

 

♥ 



SILVER LININGS 

“You know, this was designed by O‟Neil Ford, in 1966? He‟s the same guy who designed 

UTSA!” Jared babbled excitedly, peering out of the elevator, nose smushed up against the 

glass. “But while they were lifting up the top section – the round part – the cables snapped 

and it was left, barely balancing on the shaft. So in the end they had to fix it with oil field 

pipes. It‟s seven hundred and fifty feet tall,” he got out animatedly, turning towards Jensen 

and waving his arms about for emphasis. “And-” 

Jensen‟s lips cut off his stream of words and he sagged against the older man, letting himself 

be ravished and manhandled until he was pressed against the elevator wall, arms pinned up 

above his head and Jensen‟s firm thigh jammed between his legs.  

“God, you have no idea how much I want you, Jay…” the older man murmured hoarsely, 

shifting to hold both of Jared‟s wrists in one hand so the other could roam the restrained body 

beneath him.  

“Jen,” Jared gasped softly, head thumping back against the glass. “Can‟t… not here…” 

Jensen knew he was right, knew that they‟d be at the top any second, but he was still loath to 

step away from Jared‟s warmth, throwing in an affectionate neck-nuzzle before reluctantly 

releasing him. 

The elevator whirred to a halt and the doors pinged open. “Good evening, gentlemen. I trust 

you have a reservation?” 

“Yes, thank you. Under Ackles.” 

“Very good, sir,” the waiter bowed and led them inside. “Welcome to Chart House 

Restaurant. I will just check that your table is ready.” 

Jensen glanced over at his beaming boyfriend and couldn‟t help grinning himself. Jared‟s 

enthusiasm and simplistic delight in such small things was so endearing that Jensen found 

himself unable to stand the miniscule distance between them. Gently tugging Jared to his 

side, he threw his arm around the younger man‟s shoulders and pressed a soft kiss to the side 

of his forehead. “You look gorgeous tonight, Jay.” 

Blushing, Jared ducked his head with a pleased smile, “Just tonight?” 

With a growl, Jensen pressed their lips together, “If I said it every time I thought it, I‟d never 

be able to do anything else.” 

By the time they were being led to their table, Jared was about as red as a beetroot could get, 

if not more so, and Jensen shared a smile with their waiter.  

♥ 

“So then, my momma comes running in, screaming about the monster in her bed, her hair all 

messed up and her shoes falling off. Josh looked at me. I looked at him. Seconds later we 

were rolling around like lunatics, laughing our heads off. Momma just stood there, her hands 



on her hips, wondering what on earth was so funny and why the hell weren‟t we charging in 

there to save her? Josh took her one arm, I took the other, and we marched her back towards 

her bedroom. And there was Scruffy, shivering like anything from his meeting with the crazy 

lady, his tail between his legs. And next thing we know, Scruffy‟s a family member, getting 

doted on by Momma.” 

Jared‟s cheeks were sore from laughing so much, his stomach protesting as he took another 

bite of his prime rib. “At least she didn‟t spank your ass with a fly swatter like she did with 

the frog incident.” 

“Ow, ooh, yeah,” Jensen winced, shifting in his seat from the memory.  

♥ 

“And will you be having dessert?” the waiter asked politely as he took their plates.  

Jensen shot a glance at his boyfriend and nodded, “Sure, we‟ll have a look.”  

After scanning the menu, he murmured, “Chocolate lava cake or Chart House soufflé? What 

do you feel like?” 

“Jen, we‟ve already had so much and this place has to be as expensive as it gets…” 

Jensen nudged his foot against the younger man‟s and smiled, “Just enjoy it, babe. I wanted 

to do this for you. I like looking after you.” 

Flushing, Jared returned the smile and pressed his leg up against Jensen‟s. “Thank you.” 

The waiter returned a second later. “We‟ll have the lava cake,” Jensen ordered, “And two 

forks, please.” 

“Right away, sir.” 

There‟s a brief silence; Jensen staring at Jared, who was staring down at the edge of the 

tablecloth. Then Jared looked up, straight into Jensen‟s eyes. “Why did you choose me?” 

“What?” 

“There was a room full of people who probably knew everything there was to know about 

you, and you picked me, who knew absolutely nothing. Why?” 

“Because you‟ve never treated me like a celebrity. You make me feel normal. Down to earth. 

I don‟t want to be with someone who just wants me because I‟m famous. And I don‟t know… 

when I walked into that room, I was terrified of all the crazy faces gaping at me, they all 

looked the same. Then I saw you, sitting at the back of the hall… your hair was in your face,” 

Jensen whispered, reaching out to brush the loose strands out of Jared‟s eyes, “And you just 

looked so gorgeous I knew I had to choose you.” His hand slid over Jared‟s, squeezing 

gently, “Best decision I‟ve ever made.” 

Someone cleared his throat beside them, “Your dessert, sir.” 



♥ 

“You got…” Jensen gestured to his lip and Jared ducked his head, wiping at his mouth. “No, 

no… just…” leaning across the table, Jensen swiped his thumb over Jared‟s bottom lip, 

scooping off the smudge of chocolate and bringing it up to his own mouth. “Mmm, this is 

really good.” 

♥ 

“Come back to my place?” Jensen whispered softly, his arm wrapped around Jared‟s 

shoulders, keeping the man flush against him. 

“Jen… I…” 

“Meg‟s fine with Chris, and you‟re only meant to pick her up in the morning. Please, Jay… I 

just… we don‟t have to do anything, I just want you nearby.” I need to know that you‟re safe. 

Jensen pulled them to a halt, gently sliding a finger under Jared‟s jaw and tilting his head up. 

“Please?” 

Jared nodded, his eyes locked with Jensen‟s as he murmured, “Okay.” 

Grinning, Jensen closed the distance between them, brushing his lips over the younger man‟s. 

“Can‟t escape now,” he chuckled evilly, “I have you all to myself.” 

Laughing against Jensen‟s cheek, Jared shook his head, “Oohh, I‟m so scared.” 

“You should be. I‟m not gonna let you go, not for one second, you know that?” 

Letting out a put-upon sigh, Jared dropped his head down against Jensen‟s shoulder, “I guess 

I‟ll just have to learn to put up with it then.” 

Planting a soft kiss to the crown of Jared‟s head, Jensen hugged him closer, arms wrapping 

firmly around the small of his boyfriend‟s back.  

They stood there, around the corner from the main road, completely submersed in each other. 

It was only when Jared shivered, breaking the spell, that Jensen pulled back slightly, “Come 

on, let‟s get to the car before we become popsicles.” 

♥ 

“You want some hot chocolate?” Jensen whispered against the soft skin of Jared‟s neck; his 

arms looped around the younger man‟s waist as he started marching Jared towards the 

kitchen one step at a time.  

“Sounds good,” Jared mumbled, slumping back against Jensen‟s chest. “I‟ll probably fall 

asleep before I finish it, but…” he cut off with a yawn. 

“Mmm,” Jensen nuzzled the nape of his boyfriend‟s neck. “You‟re so fucking adorable. I just 

wanna eat you.” 



“Jeeennn,” Jared whined, his face heating up with a blush. “You‟re such a jerk, you know 

that?” 

“You love me.” 

The room fell silent and Jensen swallowed thickly, keeping his face buried in the warmth of 

Jared‟s neck. Hands slid down to where his arms were looped, brushing over his fingers and 

resting there for a few seconds before squeezing gently. “Hot chocolate sounds great.” 

♥ 

“Jensen?” Jared soft whisper was barely audible above the explosions coming from the 

television, but the older man heard it anyway. 

“Yeah, Jay?” 

“Thank you.” 

Jensen tugged him closer, brushing his lips over the younger man‟s forehead, “For what?” 

“Just... you know. Most guys would have run away at the first hint of all my crap... And you 

just... You‟re this irritating thing I can‟t get rid of, no matter how hard I try to push you away, 

you just keep digging in, deeper and deeper... and I‟m fucking terrified...” Jared took a deep 

breath, nose pressed against Jensen‟s neck. “...because when you leave.... there‟s going to be 

this massive fucking chasm that I won‟t ever know how to fill... and... I just wish you‟d leave 

sooner, „cause then maybe it would hurt less, but I still know it would fucking kill me and I 

just...”  

Interrupting Jared‟s babbling, the older man let out a disbelieving snort. “You know, if this is 

your way of telling me you want me around, you seriously need to work on your people 

skills.” At Jared‟s scowl, Jensen brushed his lips over his boyfriend‟s nose and murmured, 

“Jay, I‟m here for good.” 

“Oh.” Jared‟s eyes slid closed. “But...” 

Jensen kissed the next few babbling sentences right off Jared‟s lips and cradled him closer, 

hands sliding under the soft cotton of Jared‟s shirt, unable to get enough of the smooth skin 

sliding beneath his fingertips. 

 “...at‟s good,” Jared mumbled, kissing a pathway down Jensen‟s jaw. “‟cause I... You might 

not have gotten this, Jen... but I kinda need you... Mmm,” he groaned softly, arching up as 

Jensen flicked his nipples. “Jen... I...” his hands slid up to cradle Jensen‟s face, drawing him 

in for deep, intimate kiss that sent blood rushing downwards, leaving Jensen lightheaded and 

gasping for breath.  

“Jay, do you trust me?”  

Jared‟s eyes slid over his features, warm and open and vulnerable. “Yeah, I really do.” 



Locking his arms firmly around and under Jared‟s ass, Jensen hoisted him up against his 

chest, and slowly got to his feet, making Jared squeak and clutch closer. “What are you 

doing? Put me down!” 

Simply tightening his hold and grinning against Jared‟s neck, Jensen began to make his way 

towards the bathroom. “Jeeennn,” Jared whined, wrapping his legs firmly around his 

boyfriend‟s waist in an attempt to prevent himself from falling. Not that he thought Jensen 

would ever let that happen to him, but it was more of an instinctual movement than anything, 

and it did pry a wanton moan from Jensen‟s lips in the process.  

“God, Jay. You have no idea what you do to me...” Jensen murmured, hiding his heated face 

against the side of Jared‟s neck for a few seconds. “So fucking sexy and you don‟t even know 

it.” 

“Let me get this straight,” Jared grumbled, forgetting for a moment that he was currently 

suspended in the air. “First, you say I‟m adorable and you want to eat me, then you say I‟m 

sexy. Which is it?” 

“See, that‟s the thing,” Jensen got out, grinning like a Cheshire cat, “You‟re adorable and 

sexy, cute and hot, awesome and annoying, smart as anything, but so bloody thick at times.” 

“Hey!” Jared protested, “Why am I thick?” 

“Because you still have no fucking idea what you mean to me.” 

Jared fell silent, body slowly relaxing in Jensen‟s arms. One of his hands slid up to skim 

through Jensen‟s spikes of hair, and he murmured softly, “You‟re pretty annoying too, by the 

way.” 

His boyfriend just smiled. And dropped him. Jared yelped as he landed... 

...On the soft pile of laundry next to the bath.  

“Oh, you fucker!” he growled, flailing and trying to sit up while Jensen cackled evilly and 

began to run a bath. 

♥ 

“It‟s nothing you haven‟t seen before, we all have the same goods,” Jensen teased, running 

his fingers down Jared‟s naked back. “A bath will relax you, relax us both. Come on, Jay...” 

Slowly turning around, Jared raised his blushing face and met Jensen‟s warm, appreciative 

gaze. Then his flush deepened and his eyes slid down the older man‟s naked form, darting 

away quickly.  

“Jay...” Jensen voice was low and gentle, almost enticing, “Come here.” 

With his head ducked low, Jared stepped forwards, into his boyfriend‟s arms, letting himself 

be held.  



“It‟s okay, babe,” Jensen murmured softly, lips pressed against the side of Jared‟s head. 

“You‟ve got absolutely nothing to be ashamed of.” 

Jared just pressed himself closer, as if trying to hide himself in Jensen‟s skin.  

“Let‟s get in the water, „kay?” His fingers slipped down to the waistband of Jared‟s boxers, 

nudging them lower. “Can I take these off?” 

Slowly nodding, Jared shifted slightly away from him, letting him slide the thin cotton down 

the perfect globes of muscle. Unable to resist the temptation, Jensen squeezed and Jared 

yelped, jumping forwards and pressing flush against Jensen‟s naked body, making him groan 

at the brush of the younger man‟s dick against his own.  

Reluctantly stepping away, knowing that if he didn‟t, he‟d never be able to let go, Jensen 

headed for the large tub, stepping in and sinking down into the warm water. Then he grinned 

up at Jared, who was standing vulnerably in the centre of the bathroom, his arms wrapped 

protectively around himself. “You gonna stand there all day?” 

Jerking slightly, Jared took a faltering step forwards, “No... I mean... I just...” 

“Jay,” Jensen murmured, gesturing towards the space in front of him, “Come on, it‟s really 

warm.” 

 

After a few more uncertain moments, Jared was slumped back against his chest, bracketed by 

Jensen‟s legs and held securely there by strong arms. Jensen‟s lips trailed over the smooth 

skin of his boyfriend‟s shoulder, tongue slipping out to taste the trace of salt. “You okay?” he 

whispered softly, nuzzling the soft fuzz of hair at the back of Jared‟s neck.  

“Uh huh,” Jared mumbled sleepily, head falling back against Jensen‟s shoulder. “‟s nice... 

warm...” 

“Yeah...” Jensen scooped up water with a nearby jug and began sluicing it over Jared‟s chest. 

Then he grabbed the soap and started lathering the man up, finger teasing over the tanned 

skin and easing tension from muscles. “Just relax, babe,” he whispered. “I got you...” 

He paid extra attention to washing Jared‟s hair, carefully massaging the younger man‟s scalp 

and rinsing off every drop of shampoo before applying conditioner, fingers stroking lovingly 

through Jared‟s silken hair.  

Then he noticed how Jared had shifted, awkwardly drawing up his knees and hiding his 

crotch. Jensen grinned against his boyfriend‟s neck, “Jay... you‟re meant to feel good.” His 

fingers slid around Jared‟s toned abdomen and dipped lower, making the kid gasp and begin 

to move away. “Babe, let me take care of you.” 

Brushing his fingers down the length of Jared‟s cock, Jensen inhaled sharply, “God, you‟re 

gorgeous, Jare...” 

“Please...” Jared whimpered, leaning back against Jensen‟s chest as the older man curled a 

fist around his member, slowly teasing it to full arousal.  



“Just let go, I‟ve got you.” Jensen pressed an open-mouthed kiss to Jared‟s shoulder, teeth 

brushing lightly. His legs tightened around Jared‟s hips, letting the man feel just how turned 

on he was as well. “See what you do to me?” he murmured, rocking forwards slightly, his 

dick sliding between Jared‟s ass cheeks, making the younger man gasp and his dick jerk in 

Jensen‟s hand.  

“Jen, please,” Jared moaned, a hand curling back to hook around Jensen‟s neck, forcing him 

closer. “Please.” He thrust up into Jensen‟s fist, his legs falling open to give his boyfriend 

more room.  

“Wanna be in you, babe,” Jensen murmured huskily, his thumb brushing over Jared‟s slit and 

earning a full-body shudder. “Wanna open you up and feel you clenching around me, so tight, 

I know you‟ll be tight.” The tip of his cock nudged at Jared‟s rim and the younger man 

groaned without retention, head rolling on Jensen‟s shoulder, exposing his neck for Jensen to 

mark. “You want that, Jay? You want me inside of you, so deep you don‟t know where I end 

and you begin?” 

“Please, God... Jensen,” he gasped breathlessly, “Do it, need to feel you. Need you. Need you 

so bad, Jen.” 

“Has anyone been inside you?” Jensen asked softly, his fingers trailing down to tease at 

Jared‟s hole.  

“No one.” 

Jensen‟s dick jumped at the thought of being the first to penetrate his gorgeous lover. “Fuck, 

Jay... Do you have any idea how hot that is? Gonna look after you, babe. Make you feel so 

good. Never gonna let you go. Gonna make you mine.” 

“Fuck, Jen,” Jared moaned, “Then do it. Fucking do it.” 

Jensen laughed softly, beginning to stand. “Pushy.”  

“Jen,” Jared groaned. “Where you... uhnngh, where you going?” 

“Bedroom, Jay. More comfortable there. Not gonna hurt you.” He hoisted his boyfriend up 

and began drying them off, taking special care to teasingly torture Jared‟s sensitive dick even 

more. And then he was dragging Jared to the bedroom and laughing as they tumbled onto the 

dark bedspread.  

Raising himself up on an elbow, he peered down at Jared‟s blushing innocence and trust, 

unable to believe that the man was his. His hand slid out to cup Jared‟s cheek, thumb stroking 

gently for a few seconds before he closed the distance between them and took Jared‟s lips in 

a tender kiss, trying to convey all his emotions.  

“Jay... I need you to relax for me, „kay, babe?” he murmured, “And if you want to stop, we 

will. I‟m not expecting a thing; we could just go to sleep now if you wanted?” 



“No... I...” Jared stammered, his hands curling at Jensen‟s shoulder as if to reassure himself 

of the man‟s presence, “Want you, Jen... Just...” he ducked his head, hiding his blush behind 

a screen of hair, “You‟re going to have to... to tell me what to do...” 

“Just feel,” Jensen replied simply, finger sweeping the hair out of Jared‟s face so he could 

duck down and press a soft kiss to the tip of Jared‟s nose, making the kid smile up at him.  

Grabbing the lube from the nightstand, Jensen liberally coated his fingers, and began kissing 

his way down Jared‟s lithe, muscled body, taking special care to leave marks as often as he 

could, and teasing over Jared‟s nipples until his boyfriend was squirming under him.  

When he reached the flat belly, he couldn‟t resist pressing his lips to it and blowing a loud, 

obscene raspberry, which had Jared gasping and laughing at the same time.  

“You ready?” he asked softly, gazing up at his lover and feeling a flame leap up inside of him 

at the sight Jared made, strewn out on his bed.  

Jared‟s fingers lifted up to brush through his hair, resting softly on his head. Then he nodded 

and Jensen pressed a kiss to the inside of his thigh and began teasing his finger in. His other 

hand began rubbing small circles on Jared‟s stomach, trying to ease some of the nervous 

quivering. “It‟s okay, babe. Just relax for me.” 

Unable to resist the musky scent that was purely Jared, Jensen buried his face in his lover‟s 

pubic hair, inhaling deeply. “Fuck, you smell so good.” His tongue darted out, flicking over 

the base of Jared‟s dick and curling around it. “You want me to suck you, Jay? Want to fuck 

my mouth?” 

Jared‟s hips thrust up desperately, the kid‟s eyes gazing wide eyed down at Jensen. 

“Please...” he whimpered weakly. “Anything... just...” 

Swallowing Jared‟s dick in one go, Jensen pressed his lover down, keeping him immobile. 

His tongue teased up the length as he pulled back to suck at the tip, all the while working his 

fingers carefully into Jared‟s body.  

By the time he got up to three fingers, Jared was writhing beneath him, begging him to fuck 

him. “Nearly there, babe,” he choked out, throat closing with just how much he wanted the 

man beneath him. “God, you‟re desperate for it, aren‟t you?” he groaned, sliding up to ravish 

Jared‟s lips, plunging his tongue into the slick warmth as he lined up his dick.  

Jared‟s hands curled around to his back, roaming his sweat-slick skin and pressing him 

closer; Jared‟s legs were firmly wrapped around him, ankles hooked around his ass, every 

inch of Jared heated and desperate for Jensen. Unable to hold himself back a second longer, 

Jensen thrust in, and Jared screamed, back cresting and body tensing around him in a vice 

grip. “I got you, babe. I got you,” Jensen murmured, pressing soothing kisses down Jared‟s 

neck. “Relax for me, Jay. Let me in...” 

Slowly, ever so slowly, Jared‟s body eased back down on the bed, the fingers that were 

digging into Jensen‟s back softened to splay warmly over his skin, and his body relaxed 

around Jensen‟s, letting him slide in just that little bit further, bottoming out. “God, Jay. Look 

at you,” Jensen whispered breathlessly; his eyes roaming Jared‟s flushed face and glistening 



eyes. “So beautiful. Feel so good around me, babe.” His fingers caressed soothingly down 

Jared‟s trembling sides, and down to his slightly softened cock, stroking it back to hardness. 

“That‟s it, Jay,” he kissed up along the man‟s jaw, and to his forehead, pressing a long, 

lingering kiss there. “Just relax, babe.” 

“Jen...” Jared whispered softly, his legs tightening around him, “Please move...” 

Gently rocking into Jared‟s body, Jensen searched for the right angle, grinning when Jared 

jerked, his eyes widening and his dick jumping, knowing that he‟d found it.  

“Prostate?” Jared squeaked. 

Aiming carefully, making sure his thrusts hit the spot, Jensen nodded and began to speed up. 

With every thrust, Jared‟s breath hitched, his ankles digging into Jensen‟s ass, trying to get 

him deeper, and a stream of begging leaving his lips, „Harder, faster, please, god, Jen, need, 

please, fuck, Jen.‟ 

And who was Jensen to deny his boyfriend anything? Plunging in, hard and fast, Jensen 

buried his face against Jared‟s shoulder, fucking into his lover with everything he had.  

It wasn‟t long before Jensen‟s balls were tightening up, a heat unfurling in his stomach and 

creeping downwards, so he wrapped his hand around Jared‟s dick, jerking him off in time 

with the thrusts. Just as he was about to come, he pressed his lips to Jared‟s neck and 

whispered, “Love you so goddamn much, Jay,” and Jared‟s body clamped around him, his 

lover‟s orgasm taking hold, and Jared sobbed helplessly as he came. Seconds later, Jensen 

was shooting his load deep inside of the man, feeling the hot stickiness and only feeling more 

aroused. 

He began to pull out of Jared‟s limp body, but Jared‟s hoarse voice whispered softly, 

“Don‟t...” 

“Jay,” he tilted Jared‟s chin up, staring into the man‟s eyes, “Did I hurt you?” 

To his surprise, the sweetest smile he‟d ever seen slid onto his boyfriend‟s lips and he shook 

his head. “Just stay... Like feeling full...” 

Overcome with affection to a degree he‟d never felt before, Jensen gripped Jared‟s face 

between his palms and smooched him, tongue slipping past Jared‟s lips and roaming around 

the wet heat of his mouth.  

“Did you mean it?” Jared asked when he pulled back. 

“Mean what?” Jared flushed and what he was asking clicked in Jensen‟s mind. He grinned 

and brushed the sweaty hair out of Jared‟s eyes, “Yeah, I meant it.” 

Jared smiled again, dimples dancing on his cheeks as he flipped them over, careful not to 

dislodge Jensen from inside of him. Then he tucked his nose under Jensen‟s chin and let out a 

sigh, every tiny bit of tension seeping out of him until all that was left was a boneless, 

mouldable being.  



Dropping his head back on the pillow, Jensen smiled up at the ceiling, his hand stroking long 

sweeps up and down Jared‟s spine. Then he felt Jared shiver, and he frowned, “Jay, we 

should get cleaned up and under the covers, „kay?” 

Jared reluctantly let Jensen slide out of him and wander towards the bathroom to get a cloth 

to clean them up. Once that was done, he glanced up at Jared, who was scowling. “Babe?” he 

asked softly, dropping to his knees beside the bed. “What‟s the matter?” 

“Nothing.” Jensen‟s eyebrow slid up and Jared huffed, “It‟s stupid.” 

“Tell me anyway.” 

Jared shifted on his ass and blushed. “I just liked... I liked having you inside... wanted...” he 

looked away, going even redder.  

Grinning as understanding dawned, Jensen reached over for the tiny bottle of lube, slicking 

himself up again. Settling down on the bed, he raised the covers and murmured, “Jay, get 

your ass over here.” 

Wide-eyed, Jared scrambled under the covers and crawled over Jensen, straddling him. “Will 

you...?” 

“Yeah,” Jensen smiled up at him and whispered, “I liked being inside of you, too.” 

Carefully guiding his sensitive dick to Jared‟s puffy opening, Jensen froze when Jared hissed. 

But then the kid shook his head and leaned back, opening himself up to swallow Jensen‟s 

member. Groaning at the hot compression, Jensen fought back the stirring of arousal, 

knowing that they needed to get some sleep tonight. “You okay, babe?” he murmured, 

stroking his hands up Jared‟s sides.  

Jared nodded and sat back, sheathing the whole of Jensen‟s cock with a whimper, then he 

dropped forward, tucking himself around Jensen‟s chest and burying his face against Jensen‟s 

shoulder. They lay in silence for a few moments before Jared nuzzled his lover‟s neck and 

mumbled, “Can feel your pulse inside of me... „s nice... Don‟t feel so alone...” 

Jensen‟s arms tightened around Jared‟s back, almost as though he was trying to forge them 

into one, only loosening his hold to lean over and switch off the lights. Tugging the duvet up 

over the smooth length of Jared‟s back, Jensen let out a soft, content sigh, wondering how the 

hell he‟d ever been able to sleep without Jared‟s comforting weight on top of him, his lover‟s 

body around him in every possible way.  

Just as he drifting off, he felt a soft brush of lips against his neck and heard the quiet 

confession, “Love you too.” 

♥ 

Jared woke to the bizarre feeling of something growing inside of him, and his brow furrowed 

as he tried to figure out what it could be. Blinking his blurry eyes open, the first thing he saw 

was a throat moving as the owner swallowed. He inhaled deeply, smelling the familiar 



soothing scent. “Jens‟n,” he mumbled, body clenching around his lover and stealing a low 

whine from Jensen‟s lips.  

Inside of him, Jensen had grown to full arousal, his body shaking with the effort it took not to 

throw Jared down on the bed and begin pounding into him. His fingers slid down the tight 

curve of Jared‟s ass, trailing over his opening and feeling where his dick disappeared into his 

lover. Letting out a groan, he gazed at his boyfriend desperately.  

Jared, who was getting increasingly aroused, lifted up, feeling the slight drag against his 

walls, then he sat back down, only to rise up again and repeat the motion, steadily fucking his 

raw hole on Jensen‟s dick.  

Jensen began to thrust up, meeting the downward pushes, his hands sliding up to rest at 

Jared‟s waist as he babbled, “Fuck, babe... so fucking hot... feel so good around me... God, 

look at you,” his hands slid further up, cradling Jared‟s cheek in his palm, “So gorgeous. 

Fuck... don‟t know what I did to deserve you... God... love you...” 

Rocking faster, Jared relished the warm burn in his legs, relished the slight pain from his 

tender hole, relished the feeling of Jensen moving inside of him, “Please, Jen... fuck, touch 

me... touch me...” 

Jensen‟s hand fisted his lover‟s cock, jerking him off hard and fast, his body pushing up into 

Jared‟s ass, harder, faster, until he couldn‟t hold back any longer, coming with a low groan of 

Jared‟s name.  

 

His hand quickened it‟s pace, sliding over Jared‟s slit and down his shaft to tease at his balls, 

and then, fucking himself one last time on Jensen‟s cock, Jared threw his head back, neck 

arching celestially, and came, his come spurting out on Jensen‟s chest.  

“Fuck...” breathed Jensen slowly. 

Jared grinned shyly at him. “Nice way to wake up.” 

Blinking slowly, Jensen smirked back, “I have a feeling I‟m going to become one of those 

crazy early risers from now on.” He laughed softly, dragging Jared down for a kiss, licking 

his lips when he pulled back, “God, you‟re better than coffee.” 

“Uh... thanks?” Jared murmured.  

“Speak to Jason; I can‟t survive without coffee...” 

Jared‟s eyes lit up mischievously, “Wonder what that says about me...” 

Flipping them over, Jensen seized his lips once more, “Hmmm, yeah...” He smiled down at 

his lover. Then he glanced at the clock and swore softly. “Fuck, we have to get up if we want 

to grab a shower before we fetch Meg. Do you have to work today?” 

Jared shook his head, “Can‟t. There‟s no one to stay with Meg. Usually she and our momma 

spend the day watching TV or having „girl time‟ while I work, but now...” A shadow 

flickered across his face, gone a second later, “Now it‟s a bit different.” 



“Would Matt be there?” Jensen asked, practically spitting the man‟s name. 

Jared froze and shrugged a little too nonchalantly for it to be believable. “I guess... I‟d 

forgotten about... haven‟t been to work yet... I haven‟t seen him since... since then... I still 

can‟t believe... but I don‟t think he meant it... He just... I think he thought I had a crush on 

him or something... And he didn‟t know about how tired I‟d been feeling, so he might‟ve 

thought I was playing hard to get or... I don‟t know... He seemed like an okay guy... when he 

wasn‟t watching me...” Which had been constantly, Jared didn‟t add.  

“Stop making excuses for the asshole. He had no fucking right to lay a hand on you. You‟re 

mine, and no one touches what‟s mine,” Jensen growled, unconsciously tightening his grip 

around Jared‟s waist. 

Jared let out a soft sound, ducking his head against Jensen‟s shoulder. But he didn‟t 

contradict him or give any indication that he was at all opposed to the claim. Instead he 

mumbled, “Shower?” 

They both groaned as Jensen slipped out of Jared, heading down to examine for any damage, 

and the younger man shivered, feeling the loss, his raw pucker clenching. “Fuck...” Jensen 

murmured, tracing around the rim with his forefinger and grinning when Jared moaned and 

pressed downwards, trying to get it inside. “You‟re so greedy for me...” He pressed a soft kiss 

to his lover‟s hip. “I‟m just going to get you some cream, don‟t want you to be sore.” 

“Jen,” Jared whispered, stopping him. “‟s okay, wanna feel you.” 

Heat flared up inside of Jensen and he ducked down to press his lips to Jared‟s stomach, 

sliding up to catch his lips. “Fuck...You‟re going to kill me, you know that?” 

♥ 

“And he made Jared a cookie dog!” Meg added with a broad grin. “But I told him to, so he 

kinda cheated.” 

“Guys!” Jared whined softly, “Can we change the topic, please?” 

“And, and,” Meg continued blithely, “He gave me this!” She fished around her school bag 

and pulled out her pencil case, and held up the zip, proudly displaying her pink ballerina shoe 

keyring. 

Jared might just have melted. Just a little.  

“He sounds like a real keeper,” Jared‟s momma murmured with a weak smile, her frail 

fingers squeezing slightly around Jared‟s hand.  

Unable to control the dark flush spreading across his cheeks, he ducked his head and 

mumbled something incoherent. 

“Oooh, and he always gets this big goofy grin on his face whenever he‟s watching Jay.” 

“He does not!” Jared spluttered. 



“Does too, he just always looks away whenever you turn round.” 

“Really?”  

“Uh huh,” she nodded, “He looooves you. Like, way more than Ms Lily.” 

“Meg!” 

“What? It‟s true!” 

Gently cuffing his sister over the head, Jared rolled his eyes. “Whatever.” 

“Jared?” a voice called from the doorway, and his face fell as he turned towards the doctor.  

“I‟ll be right back,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to Meg‟s forehead and squeezing his 

mom‟s hand.  

“Anything good?” he asked hopefully once the door had shut behind them. 

The doctor shook his head, his face grave. “I‟m afraid not.” 

Swallowing thickly, Jared nodded. 

“The organ failure has progressed to her pancreas and she will soon lose all function of it. 

Her kidneys have been rendered useless; we currently have her on a dialysis pump, and her 

liver is malfunctioning. We‟ve had to pump toxins out of her blood, but I‟m afraid-” 

Jared cut him off with his barely audible question, “How long?” 

Eyes shining in sympathy, the man replied, “Two weeks... at most. I‟m sorry...” 

“And... and if we got more money... would there-” 

The doctor shook his head, “I‟m afraid it‟s progressed beyond repair. She would need 

transplants for virtually every single internal organ. With the waiting list, it would be very 

unlikely that she would get a matching donor in time. 

“And if I gave her mine? Whatever she needed?” 

Another shake of the head, “It would kill you, and even then her body could still reject it.” 

Jared wanted to yell that he didn‟t care, any chance in hell was one that he was willing to 

take, but before he could, the door opened and Meg peered out. “Jay...” she whispered, “Need 

the toilet.” 

Fighting back tears, Jared nodded to the doctor and bent down to scoop his sister up into his 

arms, carrying her towards the bathrooms. 

“Jay... what‟s the matter?” 



“I love you,” he whispered, and her small arms tightened around him.  

“Love you too.” 

♥ 

“Want me to come over?” Jensen‟s voice rumbled into his ear, but Jared could hear the 

sounds of music and little girls‟ giggles in the background, and he knew Jensen was giving a 

dancing lesson.  

“Nah, it‟s fine. I just needed to hear you.” He blushed even as the words left his lips, but to 

his surprise Jensen didn‟t rag him on his sappiness.  

“Can I stay over at your place tonight?”  

“Jen... Meg...” 

Jared laughed softly, “Jay, I‟m not going to have sex with you when your sister could walk 

in, don‟t worry. I just wanna be near you. Both of you.” 

Briefly wondering just how he got to be so lucky, Jared smiled and nodded before realising 

Jensen couldn‟t see him. “Cool, I‟ll... uh... see you later.” 

“I‟ll bring some take-out and movies, that okay?” 

“Sounds awesome.” 

“Oh, and Jay?” 

He paused, “Yeah?” 

“Love you.” 

Jared grinned shyly and ducked his head, “You too.” 

“You‟re totally blushing now, aren‟t you?” 

“Am not!” 

“Are too.” 

“Whatever,” Jared grumbled, hanging up to the sound of his boyfriend laughing. 

Then he turned and buried his face in his pillow, hiding his tears from the world. How could 

life be this cruel? Giving him Jensen and taking away his mom. He just didn‟t know what to 

feel anymore.  

“Jay?” his sister called, and he jerked upright, quickly scrubbing at his face. 

♥ 



That night, Jared curled up in his boyfriend‟s arms, trying to forget everything else, just 

clinging to his lifeline and letting Jensen pepper the softest of all kisses over his face. 

♥ 

“What the hell happened to you?” Jared blurted as he caught sight of Matt‟s face.  

The man shuffled closer and Jared stumbled back, which made Matt flinch, “Guess he was 

telling the truth.” 

“Who?” 

Matt shook his head. “Look, I‟m really sorry about what happened. I really thought you were 

into me, always teasing and changing in front of me...” 

“Where the hell else am I meant to change?” 

“I know... I just... I‟m sorry, man. I was out of line.” 

Raising an eyebrow, Jared nodded slowly, “Apology accepted... What the hell happened to 

your face?” 

Matt flushed and looked away, “Your... uh... your boyfriend‟s kinda possessive over you.” 

“Jensen did that?” 

“Yeah... but I deserved it... I‟m really sorry, man.” 

Jared was torn between annoyance and affection towards his lover, partially because he didn‟t 

want to seem like a helpless damsel in distress, and partially because he loved that Jensen 

looked after him. It was slightly confusing.  

He just smiled and headed towards the tools, getting ready for a long day. 

♥ 

“Is Momma better?” Meg asked, bouncing next to him. 

He‟d been dreading this moment.  

Turning towards his kid sister, he pulled her up onto his lap, balancing her on his knee. “No, 

angel, she‟s not.” 

“Oh...” her face fell. “Then why‟s she coming home?” 

“She‟s going to go soon. She‟s going to be with Dad.” 

She crumpled, tears springing up in her eyes. “But what about us?” she whispered brokenly.  

“We‟ll be okay,” he murmured, sounding braver than he felt, “We‟ve got each other.” 



Letting out a soft sob, she fell against his chest, her tiny hands fisting in his shirt. Jared buried 

his face in her hair, hiding the moisture shining in his own eyes. He had to be strong. He had 

to be.  

♥ 

Jared crept into the back of the classroom, immediately bumping into a dancing woman and 

having to catch her. “Oh, god. Sorry,” he mumbled, helping her find her feet. “I‟m kind of a 

klutz. 

She giggled, tucking her hair behind her ear and splaying her fingers over his chest, “That‟s 

quite alright. I‟m Marie, by the way.” 

Smiling back politely, he introduced himself, “Jared.” 

“Sorry, this might sound a bit forward, but are you-” 

“-Yes, he is taken,” an amused voice murmured from behind them, “Very much taken. In 

fact, I hear his boyfriend is quite the possessive guy.” 

“Oh!” she blushed, “This is... Jared. Your Jared, I mean. Oh...” 

Jared grinned shyly at her as Jensen slid his arms around his waist from behind, resting his 

chin on his shoulder.  

“Uhm... I am thoroughly embarrassed,” she laughed.  

“And seriously, Marie, you have to figure out a better pick up line then that,” Jensen added 

teasingly. 

“Whatever,” she huffed, dancing off with a grin.  

“Hey.” Jensen spun him around, catching his lips, “Nice surprise.” 

Jared smiled at his boyfriend, leaning forwards into his strong arms, “Wanted to see you.” 

“I have a break in about half an hour. You okay to wait?” 

“Sure.” 

♥ 

Jared watched his boyfriend move, unable to believe that what he was seeing was real. Jensen 

glided across the room, his body moving swiftly, cutting the air gracefully and landing 

lightly. It was surreal. Confidently tossing and spinning Marie around, his movements swift 

and sure. The muscles in the man‟s body stretched and tensed, perfected by training and hard 

work. Nothing else even shimmered in Jared‟s line of sight, his eyes glued on his boyfriend.  

His boyfriend.  



A few months back, the seniors‟ dance, Jared would never have even dreamt of what was to 

come. That Jensen Ackles, one of the most talented dancers in the world, would ever want 

someone as messed up as Jared as a boyfriend would have seemed laughable.  

And yet, here they were. 

“Hey, you okay?” a voice asked from the side and he turned to a friendly smile and warm 

eyes.  

“Yeah,” he murmured softly. “I‟m fine, thanks. Are you a dancer?” 

The man chuckled softly, “Nah, I‟m Jensen‟s manager.” He stuck out his hand and grinned, 

“Name‟s Jason, and you probably were too out of it, but I met you once before.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah, I drove you and Jensen back from the hospital that time... Anyway...” he settled down 

beside Jared. “He‟s an amazing dancer, isn‟t he?” 

“Amazing... yeah, he really is.” 

“I‟ve never seen him dance better; he‟s really putting everything he has into getting ready for 

the dance.” 

Jared smiled weakly, his heart aching with just how much he loved Jensen. 

“You know, you owe me a couple dozen packs of Tylenol.” 

“I do?” he frowned, “Why?” 

“He never shuts up about you. The way he paints you, you have a halo and pair of silken 

wings to match.” 

Blushing, Jared ducked his head, “Sorry to disappoint you.” 

“Nah,” Jason grinned, “I can see what he means. You know, if you ever get sick of him...” 

“You better not finish that sentence if you like your balls,” Jensen growled from behind him, 

and Jared laughed, gazing up at his sweaty lover. 

♥ 

“I want you to be happy, Jared,” she murmured, he pale face trying to smile. “Everything 

goes to you and Meg.” 

“Momma, don‟t talk like this,” he whispered brokenly. 

“Sweetie, I know my time is up, I‟m not afraid. And you‟re going to okay when I go. I know 

you will. Just never doubt how proud I am of you, how much I love you.” 



“Love you too,” Jared choked out quietly, burying his face against her arm. “I‟m sorry, 

Momma.” 

“Why, Jay? You‟ve haven‟t done a thing wrong in your life.” 

“I should have tried harder,” he whispered, “I should have gotten you more help. I should 

have-” 

“-Jared, I‟m the one who is sorry. I should never have put all this weight on your shoulders. 

You‟ve been so strong, baby. And your father would be so proud of the man you‟ve 

become.” 

Tears began to trickle from his eyes, seeping into the blanket.  

♥ 

“Jensen,” she croaked softly. “Open that cupboard over there. There‟s a small red purse in 

there, bring it to me.” 

When he handed it to her and began to leave, she caught his arm, “Wait... there is something I 

want you to have...” She tipped the tiny bag over, a ring slipping out. 

“Sherri?” he asked apprehensively as she pressed it into his palm. 

“It was his father‟s. I want you to have it. Just in case... for when the time is right...” 

He nodded, bowing his head as his fingers closed around it. “Thank you... I will take care of 

him, of them both.” 

She smiled up at him. “Love him and he will love you more than should be possible. Love 

Meg and he will surrender every piece of his soul to you.” 

♥ 

Sherri Padalecki died on a Thursday night, peacefully, according to the doctors who were 

called in. Her heart gave out.  

Jared disappeared that day, running off barefooted, ignoring Jensen‟s calls. 

Jensen cuddled Meg and told her how much her brother loved her; he danced with her, 

managed to get her mind off her grief for a few hours. He held her when she fell asleep, and 

nodded off himself after a while, slumping back on the couch, his arms cradling the tiny 

child. 

That was how Jared found them, when he finally stumbled in, his feet blistered and his 

muddy face scratched. Collapsing next to them on the couch, he slipped off into 

unconsciousness with his head resting on his boyfriend‟s shoulder and Jensen‟s arm wrapped 

firmly around his waist. 

♥ 



A large part of the following weeks was spent curled up together. Words were inadequate, 

and the only way Jensen could convey everything he was feeling, was by being near his 

lover. A hand on the nape of his neck, a soft kiss to his nose, a warm stroke down Jared‟s 

back, a long hug, it didn‟t matter what contact it was so long as he was touching Jared.  

When Meg was there, the three of them usually curled up together in front of the television, a 

warm blanket over them, reassuring touches, whispered words of comfort.  

Much as Jensen hated being apart from his lover, he still had to go in to the dance studio to 

train for the upcoming dance. His sequence was thriving with the pent up emotions he threw 

into dancing, but he brushed off any comments on how amazing his performance was. 

His family was hurting. Nothing else seemed to matter. 

♥ 

The funeral was tiny, just the three of them and Jared‟s friends, but Jared wanted it that way. 

As his mom was lowered into the ground, Jared turned into Jensen‟s arms, forcing back the 

tears.  

It was only once the priest had finished and everyone else dispersed, Chris and Steve 

commandeering Meg and signing up to take her out for the day, that Jared finally let go. 

Sobbing into Jensen‟s shoulder, his body shaking with the intensity, Jared broke down. 

Jensen sunk down to the ground with him cradled close, whispering soft meaningless words 

of comfort and pressing chaste kisses to his tear-streaked face as they rode it out.  

When Jared soothed to soft hiccups, Jensen lay back on the grass, pulling his pliable lover 

down against his chest and staring up at the sky.  

“It will be okay, Jared,” he whispered, “I know it will.” 

♥ 

“Babe?” he murmured softly. “You coming inside?” 

Jared remained silent, his morose eyes gazing out into the darkness. Stepping up behind him, 

Jensen rested his hands at his boyfriend‟s waist, his chin on Jared‟s shoulder and pressing a 

soft kiss to the side of his neck. “I‟ll go get you a sweater, don‟t want you catching a cold.”  

He began to pull away, but was stopped by Jared‟s hand falling lightly on his arm. “I keep 

thinking she‟s there... I walk past her room and can almost hear her breathing. I just... I don‟t 

know...” 

“Jay...” he murmured softly, turning Jared around and cupping his face in his palms, “Move 

in with me?” 

“What?” 

Softly thumbing at the dark smudges beneath Jared‟s eyes, he whispered, “I know you 

haven‟t been sleeping. And maybe it‟ll be better for you and Meg. Let‟s just try it for a bit, if 



you guys don‟t like being there, then we can come back here. I just want to get you away 

from this house for a bit.” 

“Are you sure?” Jared asked softly, staring into Jensen‟s eyes, emotions swirling in his own 

hazel ones. 

“I love you, babe. Why wouldn‟t I want to live with you?” 

Jared leant forwards, brushing their lips together, his eyes fluttering closed. “Still haven‟t 

figured out what I did to deserve you.” 

Sliding his arms around Jared‟s body, Jensen pulled him into a tight embrace, pressing a firm 

kiss to Jared‟s neck. 

♥ 

The night of the dance was amazing, the excitement and buzz pushing away their grief, 

giving them a short reprieve. Jared dressed up in his smartest outfit – which just happened to 

be what he‟d worn the very first time he‟d met Jensen – and Meg looked stunning in a cute 

green dress.  

When they arrived, they found that Jensen had gotten VIP seats for them, Sandy, Chris, 

Steve, Mike, and Sophie, and the gesture was just so sweet that Jared could barely stand the 

wait. His friends grinned and laughed at his stunned surprise, and Meg scrambled over to say 

hello, but when the curtains opened, everything else was forgotten as Jensen moved across 

the stage.  

Captivated, the audience watched as he spun and leaped, stretching and curling his muscled 

body, every movement effortless and perfect, and Jared could not have torn his eyes away if 

he tried. 

Throwing himself fearlessly, moving with the momentum, landing lightly with a swirl. He 

was absolutely breath-taking, controlling his partner and gliding with her. 

When the end came, everyone leapt to their feet in a standing ovation while Jensen took a 

bow and grinned, his eyes seeking out Jared‟s.  

“I‟d like to thank everyone for coming here tonight, and welcome you to the dance floor for 

the next song, but I must ask Jared Padalecki to join me, if he will?” Jensen raised an 

eyebrow at his boyfriend. 

For a moment Jared hesitated, glancing at Meg, but then Chris appeared, grinning at him and 

bowing in front of her, “May I have a dance, m‟lady?” 

Smiling gratefully, Jared headed to the stage, blushing as he climbed the stairs amidst the 

catcalls. “Hey, babe,” Jensen whispered as he joined him, nodding to the band and pulling 

him close. 

“You were amazing, Jen,” he breathed, “God, I didn‟t even know anyone could move like 

that.” 



Jared‟s words of praise meant more to Jensen than the ovation ever could, and he let out a 

long breath, “All for you, babe.” 

Snorting an affectionate laugh, Jared buried his face against Jensen‟s shoulder, “Whatever.” 

After a few moments, he froze, “Won‟t us dancing...” 

“Relax, everybody knows I‟m bisexual,” Jensen paused, “Unless you‟d rather people didn‟t 

know about you... „cause we can stop?” 

“No,” Jared laughed, “It doesn‟t matter who knows, I don‟t really care what people think 

about me, never have.” 

“Okay, then.” Jensen‟s arms tightened and he ducked Jared back for a deep kiss, ignoring the 

wolf-whistling from around them. 

♥ 

“So...” Jensen whispered softly, his fingers trailing up Jared‟s spine. “My mother thinks 

you‟re a figment of my imagination...” 

“Hmmn,” Jared mumbled, snuggling down against his lover‟s body. 

“She‟s invited us down for a family get-together, all three of us... It‟ll only be for a 

weekend.” Jensen held his breath, “I really want them to meet you.” 

Jared was silent for a long while as Jensen stared up at the ceiling, his heart thudding in his 

throat.  

Then finally, he lifted up to press a kiss to Jensen‟s lips, “Okay.” 

♥ 

“Oooh, he‟s cute,” Mackenzie gushed, running her fingers down Jared‟s shirt.  

“Mac!” Jensen growled, “Try not to molest my boyfriend, if you can?” 

She grinned up at Jared and pulled him in for a hug, “Nice to finally meet you. Honestly, we 

all wondering whether Jenny had finally gone over the edge, seeing phantom hunks and all...” 

Smacking her lightly over the head, Jensen squeezed her tightly. “Nice to see you too, sis.” 

“Hey, there,” her voice softened and she knelt down in front of Meg, “What‟s your name?” 

Jared shot a smile at his lover, and Jensen slung an arm around his shoulders, pulling him into 

the house. “They‟re going to love you.” 

♥ 

About two months after Sherri‟s death, Jared sold the house, properly moving him and Meg 

to Jensen‟s. The money from the sale and the funding raised by Jensen‟s dance, was enough 



to cover the costs of the funeral – Jared having refused Jensen‟s offers to pay for it – and was 

enough to leave them comfortably well-off for quite a while.  

But it was still another couple of months before Jared confessed his aspiration.  

He had contacted UTSA, learning that his full-ride was still valid should he wish to take it, 

and hadn‟t known how to proceed.  

It was only with Jensen‟s warmth pressing against his back, his breath ghosting over the nape 

of Jared‟s neck, and his hand protectively splayed across Jared‟s chest, that he could fill in 

the forms.  

He was going back to school.  

 

♥ 

A FUTURE IN OUR HANDS 

Jensen groaned as he rammed his leg between Jared‟s, rutting against him, his hands sliding 

up to cradle Jared‟s face, his lips pressing hungrily over his lover‟s. 

“God, Jay...” he gasped, gripping the man‟s hips and throwing him down on the bed, where 

he bounced and grinned up at him.  

Slinking towards his lover with a predatory grin, Jensen pressed him down, ripping the 

clothes off the perfection beneath him.  

“Come on, Jen,” Jared teased, “You gonna make me wait all night?” 

 Jensen growled, teeth sliding over Jared‟s neck, “I could, you know? Tease and torture you 

„til you‟re begging me for more.” 

“You wouldn‟t.” 

“Oh, wouldn‟t I?” 

“You‟re just as desperate.” 

Huffing a soft laugh, Jensen nodded at the truth in that, but mentally made a note to revisit 

that particular kink again. He ducked down to suck at Jared‟s nipple, making the man moan 

and writhe. “Come on, Jen. Want you in me, need you, God, please.” 

“You beg anyway,” Jensen teased with a grin, getting a swipe to his head. “Okay, okay,” he 

reached over for the lube, slicking up his fingers.  

Jared was still loose from that morning, but Jensen still took time to stretch him, peppering 

kisses over the quivering belly.  



Then he lined up, his body taut with arousal. “I love you, babe,” he whispered as he slid in, 

his mouth finding the smooth length of Jared‟s neck.  

“Oh, fuck,” Jared moaned, his legs tightening around Jensen‟s hips. “Please move... please, 

Jen.” 

Jared still loved being full, and he always tried to keep Jensen inside of him as long as 

possible: his favourite sleeping position. It turned Jensen on like nothing else, and morning 

wood made waking extremely enjoyable.  

They‟d had a few mishaps with Megan stumbling in while they were „doing the dirty‟, but 

had established an effective habit of knocking, and Megan would probably never walk into a 

room without announcing her presence ever again.  

Their lives were extremely unorthodox, but they were happy. That was all they could ask for. 

“Fuck, Jen, what are you doing?” Jared whined softly, flipping them over and beginning to 

fuck himself on Jensen‟s dick. “Please tell me you‟re not daydreaming while we‟re having 

sex!” 

Jensen grinned toothily up at him, his body thrusting up into Jared‟s warmth. “Just thinking 

how much you love my cock.” 

Scowling down at him, Jared grumbled, “If you‟re not careful, it‟ll be the only thing about 

you that I love.” 

“Aww, don‟t be like that, baby,” Jensen taunted, “I know you love my Impala.” 

Jared rolled his eyes fondly, squeaking when Jensen spun them around again, and began to 

pound into his body with a vigour.  

“Fuck, yeah, God, babe, you look so good under me. Love you, Jay... god, love you...” 

His fingers closed around Jared‟s dick, and the younger man came with a soft sob, body 

falling limp as Jensen continued to pound in.  

Peaking, Jensen let out a low groan, his spunk splashing out inside of his lover as he sagged 

down on Jared with a breathless sigh. 

After his brain had started functioning again, he reached beside them for the damp cloth 

they‟d pre-emptively left there, and began cleaning them up, his dick still buried inside of 

Jared. 

Then he sat up, making them both moan as his cock shifted. “What‟re you doing?” Jared 

mumbled, his face buried in the crook of his neck. Jensen cupped his ass and slid out of the 

bed, careful to keep himself sheathed as he headed for the nearby cabinet, depositing Jared on 

it and standing before him. He fumbled in the drawer beside them, his fist closing around a 

small bag.  



With his hands sliding up Jared‟s slick body, roaming over the defined muscled and up to 

card through his hair, Jensen stared into his lover‟s eyes. “Babe,” he whispered softly, “Will 

you marry me?” 

Jared‟s breath hitched, his body tensing around Jensen, drawing him closer. “I...” he 

stammered.  

“I‟ve already spoken to Meg, she gave me her full approval,” Jensen added hopefully. 

Arms sliding around Jensen‟s neck, dragging him even closer, Jared breathed, “Yes, god, yes. 

Jen... I...” 

“I love you,” Jensen murmured, slipping the ring over Jared‟s finger. 

“This is...” Jared face lit up, “This was Dad‟s... how did you...” 

“Your momma gave me orders to look after you,” Jensen got out with a grin.  

“Fuck...” Jared blushed, “How come I have to be the girl?” 

“You‟re not a girl, babe. You‟re mine.” 

And Jared couldn‟t find it in himself to argue that. 

 

♥ 

 


