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  Then The Morning Comes

  by reni_days

    Summary

    (Part 4 in the Jack  Coke Nights series.) They leave the Jack-and-Cokes outside.


  
    Notes

      Final installment. Schmoop.  KINKS:  Rimming/Felching (in this case, rimming), Come-play.








    






  Brendon is humming under his breath as he jumps out of the car. Well. Maybe under his breath is an exaggeration, since he's humming kind of at the top of his lungs, or at least as loudly as it's possible to hum and still qualify it as humming. The point is, he's got Change stuck in his head, and he's high on life and kind of loves that song, so he sort of wants to share his joy with the world.
 
"...money, no one calls her honey," he sings as he unlocks the door. Then, "Speaking of honey, I'm hoooooome!"
 
He drops his keys on the hall table. Spencer hasn't answered, but Brendon saw his car outside, so he knows he's home. 
 
"They got signed, did you hear?" he calls out, unloading his pockets and kicking off his shoes. "Ryan is bouncing off the fucking ceiling, dude, you'd think they were the first band that's ever been signed. Fuck, you'd think they were the first band he's ever been in that got signed. How soon they fucking forget, right?"
 
Spencer still hasn't said anything, so Brendon sticks his head into the kitchen and then the living room, looking around. He's fucking giddy, dammit, and he wants Spencer to listen to him babble about it for awhile. It's not asking for so much.
 
Today wasn't the first time Ryan and Brendon have hung out since the official split of the band, but it's the first time Ryan was the one to call Brendon, the first time they spent an entire day just roaming around doing nothing important and laughing hysterically like the old friends they are, the first time there was no tension from the band thing and no tension from the other thing, and they just talked each other's ears off and played demos at each other and mocked each other shamelessly for their musical choices without any resentment or hurt feelings coming into play.
 
Today was the first time Brendon looked at Ryan and thought, yes, I would rather have this than any of the rest of it. Yes, we made the right choice.
 
It feels good, and seriously, where the fuck is Spencer? Brendon is not fundamentally opposed to shouting his joy from the rooftop in a literal sense if that's what he has to do, but he's pretty sure Spencer will care more than the neighbors will. At least, he will if Brendon can find him.
 
"Spencer? Dude, what the fuck? I'm trying to rhapsodize out here! I'm about to wax all kinds of fucking poetic about my overwhelming joy, and you are missing...it..."
 
Brendon trails off, his breath catching in his throat.

Spencer grins at him, a little nervously, from the deck chair on the back porch. The other deck chair sits, empty and inviting, on the opposite side of the tiny plastic table Shane had bought when they first moved in here and insisted on referring to as "patio furniture."
 
Right now, that table is holding a bottle of Jack Daniels and a six-pack of Coke.
 
And two glasses.
 
Brendon's entire body starts tingling, heat rushing to his face until he knows that he's blushing, and there's this incredibly long moment where he seriously can't breathe as the implications of all this sink in.
 
Spencer doesn't try to explain, because obviously there isn't any need to. The message is clear enough, sitting out on the table for all the world to see, even if only Brendon will understand it. He just meets Brendon's eyes steadily and says, in a voice that only betrays a little of his uncertainty, "Want a drink?"
 
And—it's Spencer.
 
"No," Brendon hears himself say, as if from somewhere far away. "No. I don't want a drink."
 
The smile slips on Spencer's face, fades away to nothing, and a wash of hot color rushes into his cheeks. Brendon flaps a hand, flails it really.
 
"I don't—" He exhales sharply. "I don't want a drink, Spencer, I want—"
 
God. He wants...everything. It's not an epiphany, because Brendon isn't as stupid as people tend to think he is. He's been watching himself fall since Spencer moved in here, probably before that even, maybe he'll never know exactly when because it's all lost to a blur of tours and shows and Jack-and-Coke nights, but it's been there. It was there for all of them a little—Jon with his funny sideways smile and Ryan with his casual brilliance—but it's always been a little more with Spencer, because Spencer has always been synonymous with laughter and stupid jokes and Guitar Hero marathons and all the other bright happy things that Brendon loves. He's Spencer—patient, loyal, steady-as-a-rock Spencer—and Brendon was never going to be able to not love him for that.
 
So it's not an epiphany. It's just a huge fucking leap of faith. Because maybe a Jack-and-Coke night is really all Spencer wants.
 
"I don't want to be drunk," Brendon says loudly, too fast, and watches Spencer's expression closely. "I don't want an excuse and I don't want to wake up tomorrow and pretend. I don't want to sneak away in the middle of the night, and I don't want it to be over in the morning."
 
Spencer's eyes are locked on Brendon's, his cheeks still pink but the painful flush is fading. He takes a deep breath—Brendon can see his chest heave with it—and then smiles.
 
"Don't scare me like that, asshole," he says shakily.
 
Brendon laughs, short and relieved and giddy all over again, and then gets weirdly shy about actually going to Spencer. He's beginning to rethink the not-wanting-a-drink part, because he's never actually done this part totally sober, and somehow walking across the patio and just, like, straddling Spencer's lap or whatever seems kind of forward.
 
Spencer's already pushing himself to his feet, though, and Brendon's heart is beating kind of ridiculously fast as Spencer makes his way toward him. It feels like the lead-up to a first kiss, even though he's kissed Spencer dozens of times.
 
"Really?" he says quietly, when Spencer gets close, and it's kind of contextless and nonsensical, but Spencer gets it.
 
"Really," he confirms, and drops a very chaste kiss on Brendon's mouth before grinning at him a little shyly, himself. "Wanna go in?"
 
Brendon smiles back, slow and wide and so fucking happy, and turns around to lead the way.
 
They leave the Jack and Cokes outside.
 
—
 
It's different like this, just the two of them. 
 
Spencer's different—his kisses are slower, lazier, like there's nobody waiting in line to take either his place or Brendon's, like there's nobody to worry about pleasing but themselves. There's no impatient rush to get naked, and once they are naked, he seems eager just to try things out, play around with things in a way he wasn't specifically prone to doing before.
 
Spencer was never one to need much more than a blowjob or some basic bread-and-butter vanilla sex, when the four of them were all together. He and Brendon share a mild kink for a little light hair-pulling, biting or scratching, but he mainly seemed amused by Ryan and Brendon's come-sharing games, or Jon's thing for watching and being watched. Brendon is a little surprised by his sudden urge for exploration, and worries a little that maybe Spencer thinks he has to, that he isn't enough for Brendon just by himself like this, but when he tries to say something about it, Spencer rolls his eyes and drags his fingernails over the insides of Brendon's thighs until Brendon loses track of his thoughts and starts panting beneath him.
 
"Turn over," says Spencer, and Brendon hurries to obey. "Maybe," Spencer continues, sliding big warm hands over Brendon's ass until he squirms, "I just finally have you all to myself now, and feel like doing something about it. Did you ever think of that?"
 
Brendon's breath catches, and he tries to wriggle back over onto his back because he needs to be kissing Spencer right now, but Spencer holds him firmly to the bed, and then drops his head and—
 
"Oh!" Brendon almost shouts, shocked, as Spencer's tongue sweeps over the line of his ass and brushes against his hole. "Oh, fuck, Spencer, what—?"
 
It's not like Brendon's never heard of this, but this is something they never tried as a group—it seems dirtier somehow, even dirtier than trading come-slick kisses with Ryan—and fuck, it's so fucking hot Brendon feels like he might explode. Hot, wet, slick and so, so soft, and Brendon is actually trembling with the strain of trying to hold himself still, not to push back into it.
 
"Fuck," he whispers weakly again, into the pillow beneath his face, and Spencer laughs against his skin, bright and happy and oddly out of place considering exactly what he's in the middle of doing to Brendon.
 
"I knew you'd love this," he says, pulling away for a second and massaging Brendon's ass with his hands. "I wanted to do this the first time Ryan ever fingered you, I saw how much you loved it and thought, I want to do that with my tongue."
 
It's too much for Brendon to take in—the way Spencer's tongue feels, swirling over the sensitive skin of his hole again as he leans back in to pick up where he left off, the thought of him wanting this, wanting Brendon specifically, that long ago, the thought of him thinking about doing this, all this time—and Brendon can't help pushing back anymore, fisting the sheets in white-knuckled hands and pressing himself back onto Spencer's tongue.
 
He can't take much before he's actually begging, babbling things even he can't really understand as he tries to get Spencer to fuck him.
 
Eventually, Spencer lets him turn over onto his back again, and Brendon loses track of that plan too as he catches sight of Spencer's face all flushed and dark-eyed above him. He wants to suck him, wants to give Spencer back something that will make Spencer feel the way Brendon does right now, and if he knows one thing at all about Spencer Smith, it's that Brendon's mouth can turn him into a babbling, shaking, dirty-talking mess in five seconds or less.
 
He pulls Spencer by the hips, tugging impatiently until Spencer is kneeling with his knees on either side of Brendon's chest, and props his head up on a couple of pillows. Spencer gets it, and he's already talking before Brendon even gets his mouth anywhere near him.
 
"Oh, fuck. Yeah, fuck, like this? Shit, Brendon, so fucking hot, Christ—"
 
Brendon grins, and then yanks Spencer's hips forward until he can close his mouth around his cock and swirl his tongue over the head.
 
Spencer's head falls back, a low groan breaking into his own stream of muttered filth, and Brendon tugs against his hips again until Spencer starts moving.
 
He's hesitant about it at first, keeping his movements slow and careful, but once Brendon moves one hand to wrap around the base of his cock so he can't go too deep, Spencer lets go, bracing one hand against the headboard and tangling the other in Brendon's hair, thrusting forward into Brendon's mouth with swift, jerky strokes.
 
"God, fuck, you're so fucking hot like this, your fucking mouth, Jesus—shit, Brendon, look at you—"
 
He tugs a little at Brendon's hair and Brendon whimpers around his dick. Spencer groans, and does it again.
 
"Fuck, I'm gonna come, I can't—"
 
He pulls out, dropping his head forward suddenly to watch, eyes wide and pupils blown, and Brendon only has a second to think, oh, before the first pulse falls against his cheek.
 
"Fuck," Spencer whispers faintly, and then there's come falling against Brendon's chin, the line of his jaw, his swollen, open mouth. 

His eyes roll back, every inch of his skin feeling hot and too tight, and he flicks his tongue against the come on his lips, tasting it in the second before Spencer's fingers are there, not cleaning him up but rubbing it in, dragging through the lines of come and painting it over his skin, and Brendon can't take it—he reaches for his own cock and barely gets his hand around himself before he's coming, arching up under Spencer with his head tossed back against the pillows, moaning out loud in the sudden silence of the room.
 
Spencer tumbles over onto his side beside Brendon, and they come down shakily together, panting a little and staring at each other.
 
"Wow," Brendon says eventually, a little weakly. What he really wants to say is, This is better too, just the two of us like this, but he doesn't want to make this moment be about that, about all the stuff that came before.
 
Right now, he's here with Spencer, and he just wants to be here, happy and giddy and kind of stupidly in love, and bask in the knowledge that this is his now, that he can have this any time he wants and know that Spencer wants it, too.
 
It's a pretty amazing feeling.
 
Spencer grins at him and rolls his eyes. "Yeah," he says dryly. "Wow."
 
Brendon makes a stupid face, and then curls himself in against Spencer's side. Orgasms always make him sleepy, and for the first time, he can crash out happily right here in his own bed, and know that no one will be slipping away in the middle of the night.
 
That's a pretty fucking amazing feeling, too.
 
—
 
The dogs wake Brendon up at some ungodly hour of the morning, and it takes a long, hazy half-asleep moment before he can understand why there are arms around his waist, why a long warm comfortable weight is sprawled against his back, why a bony ankle is trapped tightly between his own.

When he does remember, he bites his lip, closing his eyes for a second and breathing in deep and slow. He opens his eyes again, and it's all still real.
 
He's fucking beaming as he wriggles his way out of Spencer's arms and goes to take care of the dogs. Spencer grumbles wordlessly, but doesn't actually wake up, so Brendon moves around quietly so he won't disturb him.
 
It takes way too long to take care of the dogs, but finally—finally—he finds himself back in his bedroom doorway, watching Spencer snuffle quietly into one of Brendon's pillows, sheets tangled around his pale, naked body, and Brendon's chest feels like it's bursting.
 
He thinks about doing something sappy and ridiculous, like making Spencer breakfast in bed or some shit, but Spencer would mock him forever for that, and anyway, the truth is, there's only one thing he really wants right now.
 
And he can have it.
 
Brendon crosses the room in three quick steps, and crawls back into bed beside Spencer. He wriggles closer until Spencer grumbles again, and one long arm snakes out to yank Brendon in against him again, pinning him in place.
 
"Go back to sleep," Spencer manages in actual, if grumpy, English.

Brendon smiles into Spencer's collarbone. He's not going back to sleep, but that's okay. All he really wants is to lay here just like this for awhile, and then maybe do some experimenting to see if morning sex is capable of soothing the savage beast.
 
Spencer snuffles again, into Brendon's hair this time, and Brendon closes his eyes and presses his forehead against Spencer's skin. He's maybe never actually been this comfortable before in his entire life.
 
Maybe a nap isn't such a bad idea after all. Spencer will still be there when he wakes up.
 
—
 
Fin.
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