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  Improper Conduct

  by endversed

    Summary

    Castiel is secretary to business worker Dean Winchester. He’s kind of got a crush, but it’s not going to turn out the way he wants it to. Right?


  
    Notes

      Cross posted from tumblr. Warnings for: sub!Cas, dirty talk, marking, nipple play, fingerfucking, vaguely public sex.








    






  Castiel Novak is a secretary who is absolutely happy with his career path, thank you very much.
Despite his family’s inclination to tell him he’s too intelligent for such a menial job, that he could have been anything he wanted to be, Castiel likes being a secretary. Or PA, as you’re supposed to call them nowadays. Castiel enjoys waking up early in the morning and being at work by nine and he enjoys sitting at his desk and typing away, everything having a rigid sense of order. He likes the neatness and structure, and he prefers to just ignore Michael when he accosts him every Christmas and offers Castiel a job at his law firm.
All in all, Castiel is twenty-five years old and perfectly content with his life.
And then he gets a new boss.
Dean Winchester, his name is. A new higher up at Castiel’s place of work. He’s brought in to replace Castiel’s old boss, Zachariah. Now, Castiel’s not entirely unhappy to see Zachariah leave – he was an asshole, of that Castiel is abundantly certain – but at least he was, well, ugly.
Dean Winchester is decidedly not ugly.
He’s got broad shoulders and ashy hair and these green eyes that have little flecks of gold and blue in them, buried in the irises like a secret. He’s got a wide smile and bow legs and Castiel finds it difficult to focus on his work when Dean’s office is right in front of him, in his line of sight, the glass window of the door revealing Dean sitting behind his desk, chewing on a pen and murmuring over the phone with that fucking gorgeous accent of his.
He’s also nice, to be quite honest. He never shouts at Castiel if his work isn’t finished on time, never gets mad if Castiel is a little late because of traffic. He’s nice and kind and a good boss, and Castiel maybe has somewhat of a crush.
Seeing Dean everyday and the knowledge at the back of Castiel’s head that he works underneath Dean has Castiel sporting a semi more often than not. He imagines Dean pinning his wrists and fucking into him, making Castiel call him sir and beg for it from his boss. He imagines them doing filthy things on Dean’s desk with the door unlocked, and he can’t stop himself from all of these images running through his head on a daily basis.
In short, he is fucked at work ever since Dean Winchester became his boss – and not in the good way.
——
It’s a Thursday afternoon and Castiel is just getting back from lunch when he finds a note stuck to the screen of his computer. He sets his bag down beside his desk and takes the note off the screen, pushes his glasses up his nose and brings it to him so that he can read it.
Mr. Novak, it reads, and Castiel is already worried. I need to see you in my office, pronto.
It’s not signed but Castiel knows from the handwriting that it’s Dean. He swallows heavily and wills the fluttering in his stomach to go away. He’s not entirely sure what he’s done, but the phrase I need to see you in my office tends to be fairly synonymous with someone getting their asses fired. He wonders is perhaps the first two months of Dean that Castiel has seen have been a front, a way to get Castiel nice and comfortable before being merciless. Despite the fact that the cruelty of that seems fairly out of character for Dean, Castiel can’t stop all the pessimistic thoughts that rush through his brain.
He walks over to Dean’s door, can see Dean already inside, empty take-out cartoons beside him still there from lunch. He’s bent over his desk so he hasn’t yet noticed that Castiel is hovering just outside. Castiel sucks in a shaky breath and knocks with two raps of his knuckles on the wood before opening the door.
Dean’s head snaps up and his face is scarily expressionless. Castiel takes a step inside and closes the door behind him, turning to face Dean nervously. He wrings his hands in front of him, fidgeting between feet anxiously, and all the while Dean is just regarding him, leaning back in his chair and folding his hands over his lap.
“You wanted to see me, sir?” Castiel says, clearing his throat.
Dean sits forward slightly. “Yes, I did,” Dean replies, expression still entirely impassive. “We need to discuss your performance at work.”
“Oh.” Castiel swallows heavily and takes a hesitant step forwards. He’s about to get fired, isn’t he?Shit. Michael is going to give him the biggest fucking I told you so of all time. “Have I done something wrong, sir?”
Dean frowns. It’s the first show of emotion he’s had since Castiel entered his office. He leans back in his chair once again, legs falling open just slightly, crotch of his pants tightening over his groin. Castiel keeps his eyes resolutely fixed on Dean’s face, because if he’s about to be fired anyway, he doesn’t also want to be fined with sexual harassment from ogling his fucking boss.
“As a matter of fact, there is something lacking about your performance of late,” Dean explains, and there we go, this is it, Castiel’s out of a job. Dean swipes his tongue out to wet his lips and Castiel is enraptured by the movements, even now that Dean’s about to become the asshole who fires Castiel during an economic crisis. “But you’re gonna need to come over here before we can rectify it.”
Wait – what?
“What?” Castiel asks, because it bears repeating again: what?
A smile fleets across Dean’s lips, barely there, but his eyes sparkle with undeniable mirth. Castiel stays rooted to the spot, confused and too frozen to move, and Dean rolls his eyes.
“Come over here, Castiel.” Dean’s voice takes on a commanding tone and it goes straight to Castiel’s dick, making it twitch in interest. “I need you to sit in my lap.”
Castiel must be hearing things, right? Dean – his fucking boss, Mr. Winchester – can’t have just asked Castiel to sit in his lap. Wait, no – not asked, he fucking demanded it. Castiel thinks that maybe he fell asleep with his head on the cafeteria table over lunch because there is no way in freaking hell that this can be anything other than the usual wet dreams he has about his boss.
“I’m sorry, sir?”
He blinks rapidly, still staring straight at Dean, Dean staring straight back. The smile is curling back onto Dean’s lips and his fingers tap along the armrests of his chair, impatient in their rhythm.
“I said,” Dean starts slowly, practically drawling his words, “that you need to come over here and sit in my lap, Castiel.” A small pause, Castiel continues to blink and stand still. Dean grows impatient and barks out his next order. “That means now, Mr. Novak. Don’t make me report you for disobedience.”
Castiel jolts out of place and hurries around Dean’s desk. He’s breathing heavy and laboured, chest heaving and having no fucking clue what’s going on. His head is fuzzy and his hands are shaking slightly, and he just looks down at the smile on Dean’s mouth and feels his heartbeat stutter in his chest.
He pauses just beside Dean’s chair, a scant inch away, and Dean reaches out a hand after a little while, curling his fingers around the backs of Castiel’s thighs. Castiel steps into the touch and Dean’s fingers twist into the fabric of Castiel’s pants, his eyes trained solely on the growing bulge around Castiel’s crotch.
“Dean, I –“
Dean cuts him off with a sharp look upwards. “Did I say you could call me Dean, Castiel?” Castiel shakes his head and bites at his bottom lip. “Right, I didn’t, so you will address me as sir and only sir from now on, you hear me?” Castiel nods his head this time, cock twitching impatiently every time Dean gives him an order. “Good boy. Now take your clothes off for me.”
Castiel’s hands are at his tie before he even knows what he’s doing. He loosens the blue fabric around his neck and pulls it over his head, dropping it to the floor next to his feet when he’s done. Next, he takes his shaky hands and begins to unbutton his white shirt, Dean’s eyes transfixed on the slow movements of Castiel’s fingers. One glance down for Castiel and he sees that Dean’s pants are tented, and it sends a thrill of excitement through Castiel’s skin to know it’s there because of him.
He finishes unbuttoning his shirt and slips the material over his shoulders, letting it also fall to the floor. Dean licks his lips and begins to rub small concentric circles against Castiel’s thighs, through the fabric of his pants. He reaches one hand up to trace over the skin of Castiel’s abdomen, just above the waistline of his slacks, and Castiel sucks in a sharp breath.
Dean smirks and continues the light path of fingertips brushing over Castiel’s skin. The room is slightly cold and Castiel has shivers, but his hands still go to the zipper of his pants because Dean wants him naked, and he’ll do anything for Dean.
His belt comes off in one fluid motion and he drops it, material balancing precariously on his skinny hips afterwards. The pants button pops easily and the zipper follows hastily. The pants fall around his ankles, catching there, and so Castiel toes off his shoes and socks, leaving his feet bare against the wooden floor. It’s cold enough to be slightly uncomfortable as he steps out of his pants, but the heat in Dean’s gaze has got him shivering in an entirely different way.
“Was that ok?” Castiel asks.  Dean raises an eyebrow slightly and Castiel knows what he wants. “I mean, was that ok, sir?”
Dean smiles, filthy and pleased. “It was perfect, angel,” he murmurs, one fingertip dipping beneath Castiel’s briefs, only slightly. “Absolutely perfect. Just one more thing though – you gotta take off those boxers and unzip me, yeah?”
Castiel nods hurriedly and pushes the shorts down his thighs, past his knees, stepping out of them rapidly. He throws them to the floor and stands up straight again, and it suddenly hits him that he’s in hisboss’ office and he’s totally stark fucking naked, for crying out loud. The realisation has him feeling vulnerable and he crosses his arms over his chest. Dean notices and wraps a hand around Castiel’s wrist, pulling at away and rubbing over the point of his pulse with one finger.
“You’re ok, sweetheart,” he says, voice quiet and earnest. “You’re fucking gorgeous, you know that?”
Castiel feels the blush rising in his cheeks and spreading down his chest. He’s embarrassed and open, but somehow, with Dean looking at him like that, and Dean’s fingertips on his skin, it’s hard to feel too uncomfortable.
He breathes slowly and kneels down, fitting into the gap between Dean’s legs, a thigh either side of his shoulder. He runs his hands up and down Dean’s thighs, presses his cheek against Dean’s crotch and feels his hard dick from inside the material. Dean is taking steady breaths and his hands come up to fist in Castiel’s hair. Castiel pulls back and looks up at Dean from underneath his eyelashes.
“You want me to unzip you, sir?”
Dean’s hands tighten reflexively in Castiel’s hair. “Yeah, baby. Get my dick out so I can fuck that pretty hole of yours.”
Castiel’s breath comes out of him as a choked whimper and he wastes no time in getting to it. He unzips and unbuttons, delving his hand into Dean’s briefs and wrapping a hand around Dean’s hard cock. He can feel the weight of it in his hand and knows it’s fucking big, and the anticipation in that thought alone has his dick twitching against his stomach, fully hard now.
He takes Dean’s cock out through the slit in his boxers, taking a good look at the curve of it, the length of it, the pre-come pearling at its tip. Dean’s cock is fucking beautiful, just like the rest of him, and Castiel can’t wait to have it fucking into him, getting him to come.
He’s done his job here and so he scrambles off his knees, standing up once again, this time in the gap between Dean’s legs. Dean’s hands come up to curl around his hips, thumbs sitting in the dip of his bone, and he pulls Castiel forwards, eyes on his dick.
“Such a pretty cock, Castiel,” he breathes, almost reverent. “So hard for me, ain’t it? God, can’t wait to fuck you, darlin’, you’re gonna look so good taking my dick. Get on my lap now, Castiel, wanna fuck you so bad.”
Castiel places a knee on either side of Dean’s thighs, raising himself up so that he’s situated just over Dean’s lap but not quite sitting on it. Dean’s hands are on his waist, warm against his skin, and Cas settles into it.
Dean sucks three fingers into his mouth at once, Castiel unable to take his eyes away from the movement, enraptured by it. Dean sucks and sucks, getting them really fucking wet, and after a little while he pulls them out with a wet pop. Dean then takes the fingers and trails them down his back, over the dip of his spine, the cleft of his ass. They stop around his hole, one fingertip circling the rim, and Castiel’s head falls to Dean’s shoulder, breathing heavy and hot against the tanned skin.
Dean keeps rubbing at Castiel’s hole, light little brushes that have Castiel so close to the edge, to feeling the sensation he keeps expecting before it’s taken away by Dean retreating slightly. Dean’s unoccupied hand comes up to Castiel’s neck, pulls Castiel’s head out of Dean’s shoulder insistently. He manoeuvres Castiel’s head so that they’re face to face, eye to eye, and their mouths are so close that Castiel can feel Dean’s breath hot against his lips, can practically taste him.
“Keep your eyes open, sweetheart.” His voice is low, soft, so quiet Castiel has to watch the way his lips move around the words to figure out what they are. “Wanna see how pretty you look when I fuck you, ok?”
Castiel nods blindly and leans forwards a little bit more, wanting to share the same air as Dean, wanting to breathe in tandem. One side of Dean’s lips quirks up a little, curling into a pleased smile as he brushes his nose against the high bone of Castiel’s cheek.
“Sir –“ Castiel chokes out, barely coherent. “I – I want – I need –“
“Need what, Castiel?” Dean cuts him off, finger still just circling, still just fucking teasing. “Need me to fuck you? Put my fingers and my cock in you? Cos the door’s still unlocked, angel, anyone could walk in. Hell, anyone could walk by and see what we’re doing through the glass. D’you like that, Castiel? D’you like that we could get caught?”
Castiel can only nod once before Dean punctuates the sentence by pushing his first finger in, just up to the knuckle. Castiel almost jumps out of his skin and grinds down harder onto the finger, trying to get more. Dean just chuckles and pushes it in further, going slow until he’s got on finger buried to the hilt, letting it settle a while before he begins to push in and out, dragging soft little whimpers out of Castiel.
Castiel winds his arms around Dean’s neck and lets his palms sit between Dean’s shoulder blades. His chest is pressed against Dean’s and he can hear the thud of Dean’s heart, beating in tandem with his own. He lifts himself up and down, encouraging to Dean to push in further, move faster, get Castiel ready quicker. Dean keeps up with his slow pace, though, not adding a second finger until Castiel is whimpering loudly and biting down on Dean’s shoulder to muffle the noise.
“Sir, more, please, please, I need more.”
Castiel is aware that his voice sounds absolutely fucking wrecked and that he’s practically begging. Except he doesn’t care at all, because Dean seems to like it and, Christ, Castiel does too. Dean moves two fingers in a relentless rhythm, scissoring and crooking them, hitting Castiel’s prostate when he angles it just so. Whenever he does – and it’s pretty damn often, Dean’s accuracy is fucking pro – Castiel chokes out some nonsensical murmuring and kisses lazily over Dean’s jaw.
Dean shoulders Castiel’s face out of his neck, still fingering Cas’ ass and making Cas writhe. He keeps one hand busy underneath Castiel and takes the other away from his waist, bringing it up to his chest and brushing a thumb over Castiel’s right nipple, Dean eyes transfixed. Castiel’s breath hitches and arches his chest forwards, just slightly, but Dean notices and huffs out a little amused laugh.
“Want me to play with your nipples, sweetheart?” he asks, so casual. Castiel bites at his bottom lip and pushes down harder onto Dean’s fingers, nodding frantically. Dean smiles and leans in, mouth hovering just over one nub, breath hot and debilitating. “Course you do, angel, you’re such a little slut for me, ain’t ya? God, you’ve got gorgeous nipples, all pink and hard. Wanna suck them too, Castiel, wanna bite them and mark them and make them mine, yeah?”
“Yes, sir,” Castiel breathes out, cock leaking against his stomach and Dean hitting his prostate on every push in. “Please, sir, please.”
Dean laughs against Castiel’s skin. “Well ok, angel,” he murmurs. “But only ‘cos you asked so nice.”
He descends then, flicking his tongue out just barely against one nipple. Castiel bucks forwards slightly and Dean tuts at him, putting one hand back on his waist to keep him still. Castiel takes the instruction and stops moving, allowing Dean to fuck into him with his fingers and lick teasingly over his nipple. Little soft sounds are falling from his lips, faint pleas for more and whimpers that beg without words.
Dean takes one into his mouth, biting down on it slightly where it’s caught between his teeth. Castiel cries out and arches up, Dean allowing him to this time, maybe too lost in sensation himself to notice. Dean begins to bite down harder and harder, darting his tongue out to flick brutally over the nub.
Castiel can feel the sting of the ministrations thrumming through his skin, and somehow it’s making him even harder, more needing, grinding down onto Dean’s fingers at the same time as he pushes his chest into Dean’s mouth. He claws his nails into the back of Dean’s shirt, the fabric scratchy beneath his fingers. He aches for more and he’s so fucking hard and Dean is pressing against his prostate with every thrust and – and –
“Please,” Castiel begs, so far gone that the edge is so close, too close, and he doesn’t want to tip over until Dean tells him that he can, until Dean is there with him. “Please, I’m – I’m ready, sir, please fuck me.”
Dean’s fingers still in their movements, his mouth unwrapping from Castiel’s nipple. He looks up at Castiel, one eyebrow arched challengingly. There’s a slight smirk curved around his lips and Castiel swallows heavily, feeling the drag of Dean’s fingers pulling out of him. Castiel feels open and vulnerable after this, stark naked to Dean’s fully clothed state. He feels as though this is wrong and he still has no fucking idea what is even happening, but then both of Dean’s hands are curling around his waist and pulling him forward so that Dean can lean up and kiss him again.
Castiel melts into the kiss – powerless against the soft stroke of Dean’s tongue, the way Dean bites down on his bottom lip – and Dean’s hands move from his waist to his ass, kneading and spreading him, angling Castiel so that the head of Dean’s cock is pushing against Castiel’s hole.
“You ready for this, angel?” Dean asks, murmuring into the indent of Castiel’s lip. All Castiel can do is nod mutely and keep his eyes wide open – just like Dean asked. Dean offers a small, genuine smile and presses one more kiss to the corner of Castiel’s mouth. “Such a good boy for me.”
He drags Castiel down onto his cock with his hold on Castiel’s hips, and Dean is wearing a condom now but Castiel can’t remember him putting it on, too caught up in Dean to notice, apparently. Castiel sinks down willingly, eagerly, feeling filled up and content, sighing happily into Dean’s mouth. Dean’s eyes are open through all of it and Castiel knows better than to disappoint Dean by disobeying his order, so his are too.
Castiel sinks down and down, inch by inch of Dean’s cock making his breath hitch and his heartbeat thud. When he’s fully seated on Dean’s cock, buried to the hilt, he allows himself to breath and press frenetic kisses to Dean’s mouth.
Dean hums into them, hands on Castiel’s hips, gripping so tight into the dip of his bones there will be bruises sometime soon. He begins to rock his hips slightly, each arch upwards pressing further into Castiel and making him whine softly. Dean chuckles when he does and sets up a faster pace, making it more relentless and angling his hips so that he hits Castiel’s prostate with every push in.
It’s fucking ridiculous how good Dean is at this. Absolutely stupid how he knows exactly how to move his hips and where to kiss Castiel to get him squirming on the edge. It’s like Dean already has a map of Castiel’s body and he’s been studying it intently, because Castiel has never had someone know him this perfectly from the very beginning before.
“Don’t – don’t stop, sir, please don’t stop,” he pants, little hitches of breath accompanying the words.
Castiel can feel the scratch of Dean’s clothes against his naked skin, can feel himself leaking against his stomach and Dean’s white, crisp shirt. The thought turns him on so much, has him writhing and kneeling up only to sink back down onto Dean’s cock, to meet Dean’s thrust with a rocking movement of his own hips.
“Couldn’t stop if I wanted to, sweetheart,” Dean mutters, hands kneading in Castiel’s ass, moving him down whenever Dean thrust up extra hard, having Castiel cry out loudly. “You feel so good around my dick, angel, so hot and tight. Wanted this for so long, Castiel, wanted to make you come, make you scream. You gonna scream for me, baby? Gonna come around my cock and shout my name?”
“Yes, sir,” Castiel replies, focused on nothing more than feeling Dean inside him. “If you want me to, sir, anything for you.”
Dean growls in the back of his throat, low and possessive, and slams into Castiel particularly brutally. Castiel cries out and digs his nails into Dean’s shirt, fabric almost ripping with how tightly he’s holding onto it. Dean doesn’t seem to notice, or maybe he just doesn’t care, because he’s holding on just as tight to Castiel’s hips, keeping him in place as he slams into him.
“God, Castiel.” The room is full of the sound of skin on skin, filthy slap and snap of hips and thighs together, a symphony of sex and the smell of sweat and Castiel is so fucking close, damn it. “You’re so fucking hot, baby, wanted you for so long. Saw you sitting on your desk out there for months and just wanted to walk out and bend you over it, fuck into you until you were begging me to let you come. Wanted this, wanted you, so bad, darlin’, can’t believe it’s finally happening.”
Castiel dives back in for a kiss, swallowing the words so that he can keep them forever, buried beneath his skin. “Me too, sir,” Castiel admits. “Thought about this for so long, so close now, wanted you so much.”
Dean bites at the underside of Castiel’s jaw, sucks a hickey there that Castiel will find it difficult to explain away. It doesn’t matter, though, because he wants it too badly to get Dean to stop. He wants to be marked and owned: he wants to be Dean’s.
“Touch yourself, angel,” Dean demands, and Castiel complies immediately wrapping a hand around his cock and pumping mercilessly. “Wanna see you fuck your fist with that pretty cock. Look so good when you take my dick, don’t you? So fucking perfect for me, sweetheart.”
Castiel whines and pumps harder, grinds down against Dean’s dick. He’s close, close, so fucking close, the end in sight and so close, for fuck’s sake. He fucks his fist and brushes a thumb over the tip, Dean slamming into his ass so hard Castiel can see stars in his eyes.
The room is hot and it smells like sweat and shit, they’re at work, this isn’t allowed, anyone could walk in right now, but Castiel doesn’t care. In fact, the thought makes him pump harder at his cock, grind down just that little bit more. He keeps going and going, never stopping in his movements, working himself up to where he wants – no, needs – to be.
All it takes to make him come is Dean brushing his lips against Castiel’s ear and breathing, “Come for me, Castiel.”
He comes in his own fist, letting out a loud Dean when he does. He lets his eyes fall closed and buries his face in Dean’s neck, panting against the skin. Dean follows soon after, coming in Cas’ ass and biting Cas chest, laving over his nipples with the flat of his tongue, making Cas wince as he puts pressure on the hickeys there.
They stay like that for a little while after, both just breathing heavily and regaining composure. Eventually Castiel has the sense of mind to lift of Dean’s lap, wincing slightly as he does, and he takes the condom off of Dean’s dick for him and throws it into the trash can.
He redresses in silence, not looking at Dean all the while; not daring to. Once he’s buttoned his shirt and pants, tie undone and sitting underneath his collar, he chances a look around.
Dean is still sat in his chair, cock tucked away and pants done back up. His hands are in his lap and he’s staring up at Castiel, considering. Cas just bites at his bottom lips and looks back, wondering what the hell is meant to happen now. Is there even a fucking etiquette in these situations?
“You wanted that, right?” Dean asks. Castiel breathes out a laugh because that is a stupid question.
“Of course I did,” Castiel answers, and he takes a hesitant step forward.
Dean’s fingers twitch against the armrest like he wants to reach out and touch, but isn’t sure he’s allowed to. Castiel shows that he is by taking another step forwards and nudging his knee against Dean’s hand. Dean smiles and extends a hand, wraps it around one of Castiel’s thighs soothingly.
“Good,” Dean murmurs, almost absent. “Good, that’s – that’s good.”
There’s silence for a little while after that, filled only by the faraway buzz of people coming back from lunch late, getting on with their work. Dean’s thumb strokes over his thigh through his slacks and Castiel feels oddly relaxed, considering the situation.
“How did you –“ he begins to asks, but Dean cuts him off with a small chuckle.
“I heard you,” he explain, looking up sheepishly. “At lunch, talking to Anna. I heard you telling her about your, uh. About your crush on me.”
Castiel blushes bright red and wishes the floor would develop a hole that could swallow him right up. “Oh,” he breathes, astounded. “Oh, well, I – I guess I should be more careful who I discuss that matter with.”
“Well, I think it actually turned out pretty well, don’t you?”
He’s smiling softly and Castiel returns it happily, gratefully. “Yeah, I suppose so.”
Silence falls again, more comfortable this time. Castiel gets the impression that this isn’t just a one time thing. If Dean knows about Castiel’s crush on him, then surely he wouldn’t have slept with him if it wasn’t requited? Castiel is entirely certain that his boss isn’t cruel enough to give Castiel this and then take it away so – so maybe this means something?
“What are you doing tonight?” Dean asks, breaking the silence.
Castiel’s heart beats faster in his chest. “Nothing planned. Why?”
“I was, uh. I was thinking maybe you’d like to come over to mine tonight. I could cook you dinner, if you want?”
There’s a hesitance in his voice that has Castiel beaming. Dean does want him in the way that he wants Dean. The knowledge has him smiling so wide his jaw aches.
“That sounds nice. I’d very much like that.” Dean smiles, looking up almost reverently. “But I should go get on with my work now, I’ve a lot to do.”
Dean clears his throat and takes his hand off of Castiel’s thigh. Castiel misses the touch immediately. He swivels on his chair and gestures for Castiel to do what he has to with a flick of his wrist. The smile lingers on his face and Castiel can’t wait to kiss it later, when they’re at Dean’s and they can talk properly.
He walks over to the door and has his fingers curled around the handle when he stops, has a thought. He pauses, looks over his shoulder with a small, sly smile, right at Dean, and says, “If you need me I’ll be just outside, sir. For anything at all. I’m very flexible.”
Dean’s loud of moan of frustration has him smiling for the rest of the day.
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