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  We Got Spirit

  by endversed

    Summary

    Dean becomes a cheerleader after Jo bets him that he wouldn’t, and Cas is the star of the soccer team.


  
    Notes

      Cross posted from tumblr.








    






  Dean realises that his bet with Jo might have been a bad idea the second perky Anna Novak hands him his cheerleading uniform. It’s red and black – school colours, because apparently their school has fuckingcolours – and the top looks about two sizes too small and the bottoms, well, the fucking bottoms barely get to count as bottoms.

“Shorts?” he demands, voice slightly shrill.

Anna’s smile stays in place, still highly amused and vaguely condescending, just like it had been ever since Dean marched up to her and declared he wanted to be a cheerleader.

“Yeah,” she replies breezily. “Shorts. Now go put them on, Dean. You can’t practise in that damn leather jacket you seem so attached to.”

She walks off with a slight humph and a swing in her hips, and Dean is angry for all of two seconds before he starts getting transfixed on the sway of her ass in that tiny little skirt. He shakes himself out of it when she turns the corner, looks down at the bunched up fabric in his hands and thinks about how fucking smug Jo would be if he backed out now.

A bet’s a bet, he thinks to himself, sighing and going to the locker rooms to get changed.

He puts the leather jacket on over his uniform just to fuck with Anna.

——-

“Nice shorts,” Jo says, smirking her smug little ass off as she leans over the bleacher’s railings. It’s game night, the players warming up on the field while the cheerleaders warm up on the side. Jo, the fucking asshole, had decided to come along tonight for Dean’s first rally. “I think if I squint I can see your package.”

Dean scowls, hands coming down to cover his crotch. “Stop that right now, Joanna Beth Harvelle,” he replies, shifting uncomfortably while she laughs her fucking ass off. “I don’t care how interested you are in my package, we’re not thirteen anymore and there will be no more playing doctors.”

“Fuck off, Winchester.” Her bite is lessened by the way her cheeks colour, just slightly, and Dean laughs loudly. “Just go do your dumb cheerleading thing and make a fool out of yourself, yeah? That’s the only reason I’m here.”

Dean flips her the bird as she chuckles, walking away to sit back in the bleachers. Sam and Jess are also there, and even from the field, Dean can see the soppy smile on Sam’s face, the one he gets anytime Jess is nearby. Someone taps his shoulder and Dean turns around.

“When I told you to warm up, I didn’t mean go talk to your girlfriend,” Anna tells him, eyes hard as Dean spins around. The rest of the squad are stretching and touching their toes, and Dean can only look on with horror in his eyes. “I am your captain, Winchester. You will do as I say.”

“You get off on ordering me about, don’t you?” Dean asks, smirking. Her pursed lips and raised eyebrow do nothing to deny the fact. Dean throws his hands up and gives in. “Fine, fine! I’ll do some fucking stretches.”

Anna gives him a withering smile and turns on her heel, walking over to the field to talk to some of the players. Dean glares at her back for a couple of minutes, and then sighs, twisting his middle and hearing his back crack – not a good sign.

It’d be fair to say that Dean’s not exactly athletic. He’s got the broad shoulders and muscular arms that would suggest he is, but in all honesty, he’s pretty much out of breath after a ten minute run. It’s not his fault he prefers a cigarette and Star Trek, ok? Exercise is for dumbasses.

But he tries it, anyway – if not only because Anna could probably beat the crap out of him he didn’t.

He bends down and touches his toes, calves complaining as he does. He stands back up and holds his hand against his lower back, winces and takes a second before he tries again. It hurts just as much this time.

“Are you alright?” a voice asks, and Dean turns around quickly, eyes wide as he takes in the speaker. Cas Novak, star of the fucking soccer team, Anna’s baby sophomore brother, hottest guy on the freaking planet. Dean’s never spoken to him before – different social groups, Cas’ popularity status, the fact that Dean is actually a massive dork with a big, scary crush – and he can’t believe he actually is now. Cas blinks, frowns, tries again. “Dean, are you alright?”

Dean’s jaw drops. “You know my name,” he breathes, not noticing how much he sounds like a pre-teen girl for a few seconds. When he does, he coughs, schools his features back into something resembling cool (he hopes), and says, “Yeah, yeah, I’m fine, man. No worries.”

Cas nods, soccer ball tucked under his arm and studs of his boots making noise where he taps them against the ground. They stare at each other, neither moving, and Cas starts biting his lips, his cheeks a very pleasant red from the cold, and Dean hopes Jo was kidding about being able to see Dean’s dick through his shorts.

“I didn’t know you were a cheerleader,” Cas says, eventually.

Dean coughs. “Yeah, well, Jo bet me I wouldn’t join, and I had to prove her wrong, right?” He chuckles, gets a small smile out of Cas, and takes a few steps forwards, closer to Cas than he thinks he’s ever been before. “Your sister’s kind of a slave driver, though.”

Cas breathes out a laugh, ducks his head and scuffs his shoe. Dean wonders if he knows how fucking adorable he looks right now.

“She is very passionate about cheerleading,” Cas explains, and there’s a small smile on his lips, secretive and special. Dean likes that it’s there for him. “Just stay on her good side and you should make it out of this experience alive.”

Dean laughs again, eyebrows at his hairline. Fuck, Cas is funny, too. Is there anything that guy doesn’t have?

“Hey, Cas!” someone calls, and Dean looks over, sees it’s one of the nutheads on the team. He gives Dean a funny look, and Dean winks at him in response, making the guy screw up his nose and turns his attention back to Cas. “C’mon, man, team meeting’s about to start.”

Cas nods and calls back, “Ok, I’ll be there in a moment.” He turns back to Dean before he goes, gives a small smile and a little wave. “Good luck with your, um, cheerleading. Try not to fall, and stuff.”

Dean barks out a laugh. “Yeah, yeah, thanks, dude. Good luck to you, too.”

Cas lingers, smiling right at Dean, and only walks away when the asshole from the team calls him again. Dean is left to watch Cas, and he realises that soccer shorts are pretty fucking awesome when they ride up Cas’ thighs as he walks.

“Winchester!” Anna yells, beckoning him over with a flick of her wrist. Dean trails over, hands by his sides, one eye still on the field where Cas is bending over to tie his shoelaces and fuck, shorts are a fucking godsend. Anna snaps her fingers in front of his face to get his attention back. “Focus. You can ogle my little brother after the game, but for now I need your head in the routine, got that?”

Dean tries to look sheepish, but it fails when his eyes dart back over to Cas stretching his arms above his head, jersey riding up around his stomach, and he groans loudly.

“I can focus,” he assures. She raises one perfectly arched eyebrow and Dean is forced to reiterate, “I can focus!”

She gives him a long, hard look, and then must decide that she’s satisfied because she gives a perfunctory nod and yells at everyone to get into place. Dean slots in beside her, feeling embarrassed already as he places his hands on his hips and sees Jo, Sam and Jess all laughing at him uncontrollably.

He wonders if it’s worth it, seeing as he just talked to Cas.

He decides that it is.

“Dean,” Anna hisses, and Dean looks to his left, finds her peering at him speculatively. He waits a moment, wonders if she’s going to call him out on his lack of enthusiasm, but instead she continues, “If you break his heart, I want you to remember that I am in charge of your placement in the human pyramid.”

Dean’s – naturally witty and totally not terrified – response is cut off by the whistle blowing to signal the game starting. Everything becomes caught up in a myriad of the cheering crowd and the routine Dean actually tried quite hard to remember. When the final whistle blows, Dean feels sore and tired, and he’s already contemplating giving in and letting Jo win.

He catches Cas’ eye as Cas walks back into the changing room. They smile at each other, small and lingering, and Dean figures he might stick around a while longer.

—-

The bet was only meant to last a month, but when that date hits, Dean finds that he doesn’t really want to quit. Being on the team means he gets to touch a lot of girls – not inappropriately, he’s not sick – but it’d be fair to say that holding Lisa Braden above him and getting a good look at her ass in that little skirt is pretty fucking awesome.

There’s also the fact that being on the team means he gets to see more of Cas, gets to actually talk to him. He knows, deep down, that that’s what’s more important, what’s keeping him around, but he’s not willing to admit it just yet. He has his male pride, and all.

“You don’t have to do this anymore, you know,” Jo mentions, sitting on the couch and playing video games with Sam. Dean ignores her and continues to look for his right sneaker. “You can quit anytime you want, you’ve already won, man.” She pauses, peers at Dean from the corner of her eye. “Unless, of course, you don’t want to. Unless you’ve somehow found yourself attached to a life of cheers and yells and a certain adorable soccer player.”

Dean stops to glare at her. “Shut up.”

Not his wittiest line, admittedly, but he’s still busy looking for his goddamn shoe. Where the fuck is it?

“You know I’m right!” Jo crows, her and Sam cackling together like a pair of fucking witches. Dean finds his sneaker, slips it on his foot and grabs his bag from beside the door, all ready to go over to Anna’s house for practice. He’s half way out of the door when Jo speaks again. “Say hi to Cas for us! If you can take your tongue out of his mouth long enough, that is.”

Dean gives her the finger and slams the door, smiling and making his way down to his car.

It’s not far to the Novak place, just a couple of blocks before he’s pulling up at the kerb beside their house. He climbs out and takes his bag, adjusts his shorts around his crotch and breathes deep. He wonders if Cas will even be in, seeing as he’s so popular and probably has a bunch of people just waiting to take him out.

Dean rings the doorbell and waits. The door opens a few minutes later and when it does, Dean sees Cas, flushed and panting, Anna standing behind him, smirking.

“Hi, Dean,” Anna says, elbowing Cas in the back.

“Hello, Dean,” Cas greets, glaring at his sister.

“Uh, hi,” Dean says back. Anna’s already in her uniform, and so is Dean, but Cas is dressed casually, just an overly big sweater and soft looking jeans. His hair looks as though it’s been combed, and Dean’s not sure he likes it as much as the usual mess. “Am I early?”

Anna shakes her head, ushering Dean in. “No, everyone’s outside already. You’re last, actually. Typical.”

She’s smiling and Dean smiles back at her, shoves her arm a little to make her laugh. Cas is still standing between them, eyes never leaving Dean’s face, and yeah, ok, Dean’s good with that.

There’s a lull in the conversation, Cas still staring and Dean still dangerously close to blushing. Anna’s still got this annoying smirk on her face and she knows, she must fucking know, or else her eyes wouldn’t be flickering between Dean and Cas like that.

“So,” Dean starts, clearing his throat and clapping his hands together awkwardly in front of his chest, “should we go get to it, or what? Teams aren’t gonna inspire themselves now, are they?” Anna rolls her eyes and chuckles, but starts walking down the hall, into the kitchen and through the doors that lead to the yard. Dean pauses before following, sparing Cas a glance. “You coming to watch, man?”

Cas is biting at his bottom lip, cheeks tinged the prettiest shade of pink, the same as his mouth. He breathes in this shaky little breath, scuffs his socks against the carpeted floor and takes a little while before he’ll meet Dean’s eye again properly.

“I’m not sure if Anna would be too happy about me honing in on the little cult she leads,” Cas replies, and Dean laughs, because Cas is funny, who saw that coming? “I think it’s best if I just stay in my room for the duration.”

“Nah, man, don’t worry about it!” Dean insists, inclining his head to the outdoors, where he can already hear Anna chastising Becky for giggling at her cell phone too much. “C’mon, you never get to watch properly, anyway. You’re always too busy winning games.”

Cas blushes again, oh so pretty and shy. “You really want me to come watch, don’t you?” he asks, and Dean’s embarrassed, sure, but he nods anyway. Cas gets this little smile on his face that makes it worth it. “Ok, then. I’ll come watch.”

Dean beams. “Awesome!”

He waits for Cas to fall into step beside him and then he leads them (even though this is Cas’ house) out to the yard. Cas gives Dean another shy smile before he sits down on a bench, brings his legs up to cross them over the wood, rests his hands in his lap and watches on patiently, waiting. Dean hurries over to Anna’s side, stops next to her and ignores her smirk.

“You done flirting with my baby brother, Winchester?” she asks, and Dean ducks his head, lets her know she’s got it right. Anna just huffs out a laugh and nudges his shoulder. “Better put on a good show now, then, huh? Make sure he sees what he’s missing.”

Dean just nudges her right back and takes up his position, hand on Lisa’s side, ready to hoist her up when need be. Anna starts calling orders and the routine starts, little faults along the way that are only natural, but still exasperating. Eventually everything starts falling into place, every nuance and move known and practised enough to look flawless to the uncritical eye. It goes well.

And if Dean maybe takes every available pause to look at Cas and smile goofily, well, that’s just opportunism.

—-

“Ok, everybody, take a break!” Anna shouts, taking a sip of her water and watching carefully to make sure no one falls and hurts themselves in their dismounts. Once everybody’s back on solid ground and settled, she adjusts her skirt and motions back to the house. “There’s food and stuff for anyone that wants it, just come in the kitchen to get it.”

Everybody eagerly moves to the kitchen, including Dean, but he’s the only one that gets stopped by Anna’s hand on his chest.

“What?” Dean asks, annoyed. There’s food inside.

Anna raises one perfectly sculpted eyebrow. “Not you, Winchester,” she declares, and smiles amusedly at Dean’s perturbed frown. She gives a meaningful glance over her shoulder, right to where Cas is still sitting on the bench, busying himself with his cell phone, before turning back to Dean. “I believe you and my brother should talk, don’t you think?”

“But –” Dean begins to protest, heat rising up his neck, but Anna cuts him off.

“Zip it, jerkface,” she says, and Dean really does love her, in all honesty. “You like him and he likes you, so un-shrivel your balls and go fucking kiss my brother already, you got that?”

Dean pauses, takes another glance at Cas, pretty, perfect, popular, Cas, and then turns back to Anna.

“Yes, ma’am,” he responds, salute and all. She grins, all toothy and proud. “Keep everyone inside for a little while, yeah?”

“Can do,” she agrees, and turns on her heel, skirt flapping as she twirls. She takes a few steps before looking over her shoulder once again, mock frown on her face. “But don’t, like, fuck him, or whatever. At least not somewhere there’s a chance I could walk in on you. I’m happy and all, but I kinda don’t want to be scarred.”

Dean laughs loudly and she throws him a wink, practically fucking skips back inside.

After that, Dean waits. Cas is still sitting on the bench, frowning down at the illuminated screen of his phone. Dean takes a couple of deep breaths, clenches and unclenches his fists a few times, and then saunters over, trying to act all casual even as his body sings with panic.

“Hey,” Dean calls out amiably, and Cas looks up, mouth parted and eyes wide. “Everyone’s gone in for food but I’m not hungry. Mind if I sit with you?”

“No! No, of course not!” Cas replies instantly, scooting over and unfolding his legs, dropping the soles of his feet back to the floor and tracking Dean with his eyes as he moves to sit beside him. They sit beside each other in silence, not exactly awkward, but slightly filled with tension. Eventually, Cas clears his throat and breaks it. “You’re a very good cheerleader, you know.”

Dean shrugs, half smile on his lips. “Thanks,” he murmurs, tilting his head to show Cas his smile. “I’m, uh. I’m not exactly flexible, but I sure as hell got spirit.”

Cas’ lips tug up at the corners. “We’ve got spirit, yes we do. We’ve got spirit, how ‘bout you?”

Hearing the cheer in Cas’ gravelly monotone, the serious expression on his face as he tries to recall the words, it’s all so fucking funny and perfect and Cas, and Dean busts out laughing, doubling over and hearing Cas chuckles along with him.

He sits back up when he can, still giggling in a totally emasculating way, and looks properly at Cas.

“That’s it, buddy,” he praises, leaning in a little closer to Cas, hoping he’s reading the signals right. “Where’d you learn that?”

Cas flushes and drops his eyes. “I’ve, uh. I’ve been paying more attention to the team, recently.” He pauses, bites his lip, fixes his eyes on Dean’s mouth. “Ever since you joined, actually.”

That’s it. That’s all it takes. A small admission, something quiet and private and simple, and Dean leans forwards, pressing a chaste kiss to Cas’ awaiting mouth. Cas responds with vigour, breath hitching and catching in his chest, hands coming up to Dean’s jaw. He opens his mouth and coaxes Dean’s tongue, shifts forwards the second Dean’s hands go to his hips, settling so that he’s pretty much in Dean’s lap.

It’s perfect.

Until Anna comes back. (Ok, whatever, maybe it’s still perfect, anyway.)

“Yo, guys!” she yells, and Dean pulls his mouth away, turns to glare viciously at her. “Calm it down, alright? Dean can’t dance with a boner.”

Cas chuckles quietly, dropping his head to Dean’s shoulder and snuffling into the skin. Dean can’t help but laugh, too, stroking his hands up and down Cas’ waist, not caring at all that everyone else is piling back out, seeing Dean with a lapful of football star and loving it.

Dean leans back into kiss Cas once more, just because he can, and ignores the people murmuring about them, ignores Anna crowing I told you so. He’s here with Cas, the clichèd football star and the cheerleader, albeit a little bit different to how it is in most high school movies.

He smiles, happy, and leans into Cas’ ear. “If I stole one of the girls’ cheerleading skirts, would you wear it for me?”

Cas shivers, hands clutching a little tighter at Dean’s shoulders, and breathes back, “Yes, Dean.”

Dean smirks, lets Cas draw Dean’s tongue back into his mouth, and thinks he should probably thank Jo for making him a cheerleader in the first place, thank Anna for having such awesome matchmaking skills. It comes with some wonderful perks.
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