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  The Space Between

  by reni_days

    Summary

    (Part 3 in the Jack  Coke Nights series.) It's Brendon's birthday, and it's a Jack-and-Coke night. He's not going to let anything ruin this for him.


  
    Notes

      This one's kind of angsty. Probably the angstiest gangbang ever. There's a coda to follow this, if that helps at all. Warnings for badly-written porn and possibly some purple prose, ugh. KINKS: Gangbang, Hair-pulling.








    






  South Africa is...weird.
 
Well. South Africa isn't weird, South Africa is awesome. Being in South Africa with Ryan and Jon right now—that part is weird.
 
It's just. Taking a break sounds stupid, and nobody's willing to throw around the word hiatus even in passing, but there's no getting around the fact that they haven't really been seeing much of each other lately. Haven't really been talking much.
 
"Space," that's what Ryan calls it—we all just need some space, that's all, some room to breathe and figure out what we want—and that's probably a good description of how it feels to Brendon, too. Space, too much fucking space around him all the time these days, pockets of empty air where Ryan and Jon are supposed to be, and Brendon knows Spencer feels exactly the same way, but the bitch of it is that things really are better this way. The tension was becoming unbearable before, making Spencer walk around with his shoulders tight, his mouth a grim line that made Brendon's stomach hurt to look at it, making Ryan explode into sudden startling bursts of motion, flinging notebooks and sometimes instruments against walls or across the room. Making Jon draw in on himself, quiet and watchful and cautious the way he hadn't been since those first days after he joined the band, before he felt welcome. Before he felt at home.
 
Brendon wasn't exempt either, he knows he probably wore the strain of it more obviously than anybody, laughing too loud and shouting even louder, filling the spaces between one fight and the next with stupid jokes and nervous motion.
 
It wasn't personal, or at least not more personal than all fights are, just by virtue of the raised voices and angry words. It was just band stuff, music stuff, endless cycles of frustration and cold silence, followed by loud blow-ups and grim reconciliations as they tried to find a workable middle ground. 
 
And it's better now, it is—Spencer laughs, and Brendon breathes, and nobody has shouted at anybody else in the month and a half since Ryan moved out—but that doesn't mean it doesn't hurt. This band is Brendon's life, and more than that, these people are Brendon's life, Spencer and Ryan and Jon, and it hurts when they're not there. He misses Ryan's crooked grin and Jon's wiggly toes, and yeah, okay, he really does get that it's better this way. Sometimes people can love each other so, so much and still just not be able to make things work, he gets that, but every day that passes takes him a little bit closer to accepting that this is really the end, and Brendon isn't ready. He isn't ready to let go. Not yet.
 
It's easier to pretend it's not happening back home in California, where he and Spencer can distract themselves with Shane and Regan, or with Pete and Ashlee, or with video games and surfing and just being around each other. It's easier when Ryan and Jon aren't right there, the distance between all of them so painfully obvious—a little strained, but not unfriendly, not angry like they were before. It's harder this way, when there are moments where everything seems so normal, when it could be so easy to forget everything that's wrong. 
 
So, yeah.
 
South Africa is weird.
 
—
 
He's really not expecting it.
 
In fact, it hadn't even occurred to him, which probably says more about the state of the band than all of the rest of it combined, because it's Brendon's birthday today and he hadn't even considered this, hadn't thought for one second that this might even be an option, and now he's staring at a bottle of Jack and a case of Coke on the table in his hotel room, and it feels like his heart has stopped cold in his chest.
 
Ryan, Spencer, and Jon are sitting cross-legged on Spencer's bed, watching Brendon when Brendon looks up. Jon is wearing maybe a half a smile, a little wistful but mostly just sweet, and Spencer looks almost wary, like he thinks Brendon might be upset.
 
Ryan, though. Ryan looks nervous, and Brendon knows what he's going to say before he even opens his mouth.
 
"It...it doesn't change anything."
 
The words are kind of harsh, but the tone really isn't.
 
Brendon nods slowly. "I know," he says softly.
 
It's probably a bad idea. Everything is already confusing enough, and Ryan's warning is still ringing in his ears, and the guys are watching him so carefully that he knows the choice is his, that he can say no to this. Nobody will be angry, they'll all understand, and that's—Brendon should probably do that. Keep things simple. This is hard enough without complicating things, and Brendon is so, so scared that if they do this, it will feel like goodbye, and he's still clinging to enough willful denial to know that he isn't really ready to face that yet.
 
Brendon stares at the bottle of Jack, at the crooked bright-pink bow someone has tied around the neck of the bottle, and knows there was never really any question. Smart or not, he's not going to turn this down. He can't.
 
He pushes away all the thoughts of complications, of warnings and endings and space, and goes over to start pouring the drinks.
 
It's Brendon's birthday, and it's a Jack-and-Coke night. He's not going to let anything ruin this for him.
 
—
 
They don't rush it. 
 
Brendon is kind of surprised, though he shouldn't be. He thinks maybe this should feel illicit again or something, in a way that it hasn't since Jon came along and changed everything with his presence—made this into something they didn't hide from even if they still never talked about it in the morning—but it doesn't. It's just the four of them, sitting around drinking for awhile, surprisingly comfortable, flirting a little like they always do on these kinds of nights, and as rare as they are—as rare as they've always been—it's still familiar. Safe. A routine, different than the routine from the before-Jon days, but better, too, and Brendon has a wayward thought of, I'm going to miss this, before he forces himself to stop thinking at all, and instigates a playful wrestling match with Jon.
 
And that's the signal, apparently, because as soon as Jon manages to get him pinned, he's covering Brendon's mouth with his own, and Ryan and Spencer fall into place on either side so they can all trade kisses back and forth between them. Brendon, in the middle, is fully surrounded, and for a minute his chest is so tight he can't breathe, so he just yanks Jon's head back down and distracts himself with Jon's tongue.
 
Ryan and Spencer disappear for awhile and come back naked, pushing and pulling at Brendon and Jon until they can pry them apart long enough to strip them, and Ryan laughs at Brendon's eagerness when Brendon manages to elbow Spencer in the ear in the process of tearing off his shirt. 
 
Jon snatches Brendon back once they're both successfully naked, and Brendon is a little overwhelmed by the speed with which Ryan starts fingering him open while Jon fumbles gracelessly for a condom. He turns his face to Spencer, tries to tug him close enough that Brendon can reach his cock, but Spencer keeps his hips away and kisses him instead, threading his fingers in Brendon's hair and tugging firmly until Brendon's back arches, his breath coming heavy and fast.
 
Ryan's fingers crook inside him, and Brendon whimpers against Spencer's mouth. And then Jon is there, nudging Ryan away from Brendon, and taking his place, sliding into Brendon's body in a long, smooth stroke. Brendon moans in spite of himself, because he's never gotten over this part, the way they feel inside him, so stretched and full, and Jon always gets this part just right—the right rhythm, the right angle, the right speed. It's easy, familiar but still exciting, still new just by virtue of rarity.
 
Ryan twists his fingers in Brendon's hair, tilts his face away from Spencer's to take Spencer's place at his mouth, and there's too much going on for Brendon to really follow it all anymore—someone tugging rhythmically against his scalp, Jon panting above him and thrusting so smooth and deep that Brendon is almost dizzy with it, Ryan's tongue tangling with Brendon's in a kiss that's more fierce than sexy—so he just stops trying, and gives himself up to it all.
 
No one touches his cock. It's the first signal Brendon really gets that this night has been planned, at least to some degree—no one touches his cock, and Jon fucks him with single-minded intent, holding nothing back, and Brendon can hear the way he's starting to pant above him, little vocal bursts of air the way he does when he's getting close, and Brendon is so hard but when he reaches for his own cock, Ryan slaps his hand away, and Brendon gets it. He gets it, and he arches into the pull of Spencer's fingers in his hair and groans out loud and long, because yes. Yes, he wants all of them, wants them all to take him, one by one, fuck—he wouldn't have even thought of it himself, not really, but it's perfect. It's exactly what he wants, and he whines high in his throat into Ryan's mouth and lets them have him.
 
Jon comes with a grunt, a low broken sound, and Brendon tears himself away from Ryan so he can watch, because he loves the way Jon's head falls back, baring the line of his throat as his body trembles, and Brendon feels like his skin is on fire.
 
Ryan is next, pushing inside almost before Jon has even fully moved away, intense and too fast and that's Ryan all over, really, and Brendon is kind of overwhelmed by how much he fucking loves them all right now. Ryan falls on Brendon, kissing him even while his hips are moving in frantic, graceless thrusts, and Brendon can feel his skinny body shaking a little, barely-leashed urgency driving all of Ryan's movements.
 
And this is goodbye, and Brendon's eyes are stinging a little with it, his chest aching tight and so, so fierce, and he grips Ryan back every bit as hard, tangling fingers into his hair and biting anxiously at his mouth in a kiss that's a little harsher than it should be, too many things being said all at once. It's too much, something inside Brendon is going to burst open and his entire body will shake apart, and then Spencer tugs his hair again and Brendon goes with it gratefully, letting the rush of stinging pleasure overwhelm the chaotic jumble of everything else he's feeling.
 
Jon's fingers brush Brendon's where he's clinging to Ryan's back, like maybe he's trying to soothe Ryan the same way Spencer is soothing Brendon, and that's one of those things Brendon can't really think too much about right now, so he just tangles his fingers together with Jon's and squeezes, as tight as he can.
 
Ryan is silent until he comes, no pleading whimpers or bitten-off curses tonight, but when he does come it's with a choked-out moan that sounds more like disappointment than relief. 
 
Brendon aches.
 
And then, Spencer.
 
Steady, wonderful, amazing Spencer, Spencer who is going last so that Brendon can have someone to cling to that isn't going to go away, and for some reason, it's even harder to breathe as he carefully slides inside. 
 
Some nights, Spencer can go forever, but he doesn't seem to be trying for that tonight. He's not exactly being gentle, but he's being careful, and Brendon would usually be beyond impatient by now but tonight's not that kind of night. He doesn't quite actually cling, but he doesn't try reaching for his cock again either, just turns his face to kiss Ryan and then Jon, and lets Spencer fuck him slow and thorough until his body is singing with pleasure instead of panic, until it stops feeling like his chest is going to crack open and starts feeling like sex.
 
Spencer doesn't get him off before he comes, but that seems to be part of the plan, because as soon as Spencer pulls away, Ryan slides down Brendon's chest and closes his mouth over Brendon's cock, and Jon drops his head to Brendon's chest to suck sloppy bitemarks into his skin, and Spencer takes Brendon's mouth in a long lazy kiss, and fuck. 

Brendon's back arches, his hips thrusting helplessly up into Ryan's mouth, and he didn't even really think he was all that close, but as soon as Spencer's fingers slide back into Brendon's hair and tug sharply again, just once, he's coming.
 
Ryan rides it out, and Brendon is already reaching for him when he slides up the bed, Spencer shifting out of the way with a fondly-exasperated smile as Ryan presses close to lick into Brendon's mouth, come sliding over their tongues in a wet, messy kiss. 
 
Brendon comes down slowly, his body still tingling as they all tangle together on the bed, and there's a moment where his throat is a little tight, still, and his chest is still aching a little, too, and he does cling to Spencer a little bit, then. Spencer is clinging right back, though, so Brendon just holds on tighter and breathes in the smell of them all together, burying his face against Spencer's neck.
 
"Happy birthday, Brendon," says Jon softly, and a hand strokes down Brendon's side from behind.
 
Brendon smiles, and pushes away thoughts of tomorrow for just a little while longer.
 
—
 
Fin.
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