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    Summary

    "You do grow a really spectacular beard," he says, as he lays the warm cloth over Spencer's cheeks. "But I have to admit, I've kind of missed your stupid face."
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"Ready?"
 
"No."
 
Brendon laughs, and Spencer closes his eyes, letting his head fall back against the back of the chair. He can't believe he let Brendon talk him into this. He can't believe it.
 
"It'll be awesome, you'll see." Brendon turns on the clippers, letting the sinister sound of buzzing fill the room. "It's like a theme. Bring back the exclamation point, bring back the babyface. Maybe I'll dig out my old red glasses."
 
"Babyface? Fuck you." Spencer opens his eyes enough to glare, and manages to get a clear view of the clippers coming straight at his face. He flinches, but forces himself not to bat Brendon's hand away. 
 
He promised.
 
Brendon grins at him. "I was being diplomatic," he says lightly. "You hate when people call it your pretty lesbian phase."
 
And then he just swoops right in and skims a wide swath right up the side of Spencer's face with the clippers, just like that. Tiny hairs fall in its wake, drifting to land on Spencer's shirt.
 
Spencer makes a low, mournful sound in the back of his throat. "I hate you so hard."
 
Brendon beams at him, and Spencer kind of temporarily misplaces a little bit of his irritation. It's really hard to stay mad at Brendon when he's smiling like that.
 
Brendon is swift and surprisingly efficient with the clippers—it only takes a minute or two for Spencer's entire face and neck to be neatly buzzed nearly to the point of being nothing more than stubble. Brendon leans back and surveys his work with satisfaction, chewing on his lower lip while he reaches for the washcloth and shaving cream on the counter. The corners of his mouth are tugging upward a little.
 
"You do grow a really spectacular beard," he says, as he lays the warm cloth over Spencer's cheeks. "But I have to admit, I've kind of missed your stupid face."
 
Spencer rolls his eyes. "Shut up and get this over with before I lose my nerve."
 
Brendon makes a face at him, and squirts a palmful of shaving cream into his hands. It's cold against the skin of Spencer's face, but his hands are gentle. Spencer closes his eyes again, and promises himself that in the future, he's going to get better at saying no to Brendon. He totally is.
 
He hears the faucet come on, and some minor shuffling and rustling around on the countertop, but he doesn't open his eyes to see. It's better if he doesn't think too much about what's actually happening, here.
 
The bathroom isn't especially small or anything, as bathrooms go, but two grown men and a tall-backed kitchen chair still make for a pretty tight squeeze, besides which Brendon is trying to shave his face, so it's no real surprise when Spencer feels him move in very close, bending awkwardly over in front of the chair and breathing softly over Spencer's face.
 
Still, he can't quite help cracking his eyes open a little to look.
 
Brendon's lower lip is trapped firmly between his teeth. His eyes are intent, dark and focused, and when he pulls the razor carefully in a long, smooth stroke, Spencer is caught a little off-guard by how intimate it suddenly feels.
 
Brendon turns to rinse the razor, and then leans in again, eyes fixed on the line of Spencer's cheek, breath rushing softly over Spencer's mouth.
 
Spencer realizes he's holding his own breath, and makes himself exhale as steadily as possible. The tip of Brendon's tongue peeks out the corner of his mouth. Spencer can't take his eyes off it, off the bitten-red curve of Brendon's lower lip, the scattering of faint freckles across his nose and cheekbones.
 
Brendon's fingers brush against Spencer's skin, guiding his face from side to side, tilting his head up or down as he works, and Spencer has to repress a shiver.
 
The next time Brendon straightens up to rinse the razor, his back pops audibly, loud in the quiet room. He stretches a little, smiling sheepishly at Spencer.
 
"You, uh." Spencer's voice cracks. He kind of can't believe what he's about to do, knows he's pushing against a line he's been painfully aware of for years, a line he's always consciously and knowingly avoided crossing, and he doesn't even have a good reason for doing it. Just. Brendon's eyes are really brown, and he's being so careful and gentle and uncharacteristically serious about this, and his breath feels nice against Spencer's lips. "You ought to just..."
 
He can't quite bring himself to say it, because straddle my lap sounds stupid and porny, so he just reaches out and tugs on the back of Brendon's knee until Brendon gets it, eyes widening a little as he lets himself be tugged into place until he's sitting on Spencer's thighs, legs spread wide around him, Spencer's hands moving automatically to cup his hips and hold him steady.
 
For a long moment, they just stare at each other, eyes almost level, and Spencer isn't quite sure what to say. Brendon seems equally uncertain, but he's Brendon, so it's only a second before he flashes a grin and says, "Much better," in a voice that would sound totally unaffected if Spencer didn't know him as well as he does.
 
Then he goes back to shaving Spencer's face like nothing unusual is happening at all.
 
Spencer can't even spare a thought for that anymore—for the fact that Brendon is actually shaving him, that he is shaving off Spencer's fucking beard—because his entire body is humming with awareness of Brendon, of the warm weight of him straddling Spencer's thighs, and the slight shake in the breath brushing over Spencer's face, and the slow steady drag of the razor against his skin. 
 
Brendon makes little faces as he works, unconsciously mimicking the way he needs Spencer to move his own face—lips folding inward over teeth, tongue pushing down into the space behind his lower lip, jaw flexing side to side as he works his way around Spencer's mouth and starts in on the other cheek. There's something vulnerable about it, about Brendon's face so close to his own, open and unguarded, and fuck. Spencer hadn't known it was going to be like this.
 
He feels breathless, dizzy and oversensitized, and so, so obvious. Brendon has to know, has to be able to read Spencer as easily as Spencer can read him. It's the silence that gives it away, the way Brendon isn't joking and laughing, isn't teasing Spencer about his naked face or bouncing playfully in his lap with waggling eyebrows and a wicked leer. 
 
This is Brendon just letting this be what it is, and that's maybe the scariest and most amazing part of all.
 
Brendon rinses the razor again, and lets his eyes catch on Spencer's as he turns back to face him. "Almost done," he says, a little unsteadily, and gently tilts Spencer's head back with his fingers before Spencer has to push some kind of answer past the tightness in his throat.
 
He makes quick work of the sensitive, vulnerable stretch beneath Spencer's chin and down onto his throat, and then he drops the razor in the sink and picks the washcloth back up, wiping it gently over newly-exposed skin and following it with his fingers. He's smiling a little, again.
 
"There," he says, almost to himself, and then his eyes are moving over Spencer's face like he really did miss the sight of it, like he's drinking it in. After a moment, he seems to catch himself, and grins lopsidedly at Spencer. "Still pretty," he says ruefully.
 
Spencer grins back, can't help it, and Brendon's breath actually catches in his throat.
 
"Oh, wow," he says faintly, and then laughs shakily. "Fuck, I feel sixteen again."
 
Spencer's fingers twitch against Brendon's hips. He breathes in, slow and deep. "Sixteen?"
 
"You knew," Brendon says simply, and touches Spencer's face again, absently, fingers skimming over bare skin. "Don't pretend you didn't know."
 
Spencer swallows thickly. "I knew."
 
Brendon grins at him, quick and bright and maybe a little wistful. "I knew, too."
 
And that's the thing. They did know, have always known, but there are reasons. So many reasons. More now than ever, if Spencer is going to be honest with himself, because it's just the two of them now, and this is really not the time to be fucking with the status quo.
 
Before, they could have fucked up the band. Now, if they fuck up, there is no band.
 
Spencer stares at Brendon's mouth, and wonders when he stopped caring about that. Probably somewhere around the time Brendon pulled him in here and started fondling his face.
 
Brendon watches him closely for a moment, and then starts to lift himself off of Spencer's lap. Spencer tightens his fingers against Brendon's hips and pulls him back down.
 
His heart is racing, his pulse roaring in his ears, and Brendon is staring at him with wide, dark eyes, and neither one of them seem to be breathing anymore, and this...this is it. This is really happening.
 
It's Brendon who moves first, sliding his hands up along Spencer's jawline and bending his head to brush their mouths together. It's soft, gentler than Spencer would have expected from Brendon, almost uncertain.
 
But, god. It's Brendon.
 
Spencer angles his head, chasing Brendon's mouth and opening his own beneath it, deepening the kiss immediately into the kind of thing he's spent five years wondering about. 
Brendon makes a little sound in the back of his throat and pushes forward, and fuck, kissing him is everything Spencer ever imagined it would be—that fucking mouth, seriously—and Brendon is already hard against him, shifting and rocking a little in Spencer's lap.
Spencer's hard, too—has been almost since this whole thing started, since Brendon straddled his lap all warm and intent, dragging that razor against his skin—and he lets his hips push up in response, drawing a groan from Brendon.
 
Everything moves very fast, after that. Spencer's hands slide up under Brendon's shirt, and then suddenly Brendon isn't wearing one at all. Brendon sucks a line of hot, sloppy kisses against the freshly-shaven skin of Spencer's jaw, and he's maybe leaving marks and Spencer maybe doesn't care. It's all grinding and panting and sloppy, open-mouthed kisses, frantic fingers skating restlessly over everything they can reach. It's overwhelming and intense, and the angle is awkward and they still have their fucking pants on, but Spencer can't make himself care about that, either, except to think vague, feverish thoughts about next time, and bed, and naked. 
 
His hips jump upward sharply at that thought, and Brendon makes a sound that's half-grunt and half-whimper, shoving one hand between them as best he can to press his palm against Spencer's cock through the flannel of his sleep pants. Spencer moans into his mouth, slides both hands down to grip at Brendon's ass, and surges upward out of the chair entirely, tumbling them both to the floor as gently as possible with Brendon beneath him.
 
"Fuck," he gasps, burying his face against Brendon's throat and opening his mouth against the hot skin there. "Brendon."
 
Brendon whines, high in his throat, and yanks at Spencer's shirt with clumsy hands. Spencer tries to help, but they only get it halfway off before he's distracted by the roll of Brendon's hips beneath him, the sight of him all wrecked and incoherent on the bathroom floor, so fucking hot, and Spencer forgets his own shirt in his sudden, blinding need to get at Brendon's cock.
 
He drags Brendon's track pants partway down his thighs and that's good enough—he drops his head and fills his mouth with Brendon's cock.
 
"Fuck!" Brendon shouts, and maybe he kicks over the chair, or maybe Spencer does; whatever, the chair ends up halfway out in the hall and that's good, Spencer has more room to move and he takes advantage of it, palming Brendon's ass with both hands while he mouths sloppily around the head of his cock. 
 
It's not a very graceful or practiced blowjob—it's too wet, and there's no rhythm to it, and twice he tries to take too much and ends up choking himself a little—but it doesn't have to be. Brendon's babbling and groaning and just totally gone, one hand threaded in Spencer's hair, the other one tossed somewhere off to one side, knocking shit over and flailing around, and then he's coming hot and thick on Spencer's tongue, head thrown back and mouth slack and fuck, he's fucking gorgeous.
 
Spencer pulls off with a gasp, falling backwards against the wall and shoving one hand clumsily into his pants, jerking himself off hard and fast with no finesse whatsoever, but it doesn't matter, because Brendon has barely even caught his own breath before he's pushing up and crowding into Spencer's space, kissing him hot and open-mouthed, chasing the taste of himself on Spencer's tongue.
 
"Fuck, next time I want you in my bed," he says hoarsely against Spencer's ear when he pulls away enough to breathe. He pushes Spencer's hand away, fumbling Spencer's pants down just far enough for his dick to spring free and then wrapping his own hand around it. "I'll suck you off, you can fuck me—god, Spence, want you to fuck me—"
 
And that's it for Spencer. He throws his head back, banging it against the wall as he comes over Brendon's fist, shaking through it with a ragged groan.
 
It feels like it lasts forever. Spencer comes down slowly, slumped against Brendon's side, gradually becoming aware of the picture they make—the knocked-over trash can and broken kitchen chair laying half out in the hall; Brendon's pants stuck halfway down his thighs, Spencer's shirt still dangling by one sleeve. 
 
He doesn't know whether to laugh or be totally mortified. Maybe both.
 
"Holy shit," Brendon murmurs breathlessly, and Spencer doesn't have to look at him to know that Brendon is thinking pretty much the same thing.
 
"So, that's not actually my smoothest work," Spencer says after a moment or two of thoughtful silence. "Just so you know."
 
Brendon turns his face into Spencer's shoulder and starts laughing. "Mine, either. I'll prove it to you later, you'll be impressed. I have awesome moves."
 
"Yeah?" Spencer kind of doubts that Brendon is going to need any of those moves. At least, not to use on Spencer. It turns out he's apparently kind of easy for Brendon.
 
He tilts his head to rest against Brendon's hair, surveying the wreckage and thinking idle, lazy thoughts about cleanup.
 
"Yeah," Brendon agrees. He's smiling, Spencer can hear it in his voice.
 
It's kind of weird, because Spencer would have expected one or both of them to be freaking out right now, and god knows they have plenty of reason to, but...he feels fine. He feels amazing. 
 
He doesn't know if they're going to talk about what this is, or if they'll even need to, and he doesn't know if this is going to mess everything up for them as a band somewhere down the line, and he doesn't know what's going to happen to either of them if it does.
 
And he doesn't much care.
 
He turns his head, capturing Brendon's mouth in a sweeter, lazier kiss, and thrills a little at the way it feels to do it, to want to kiss Brendon and just let himself have that, and he thrills a little more at the way Brendon's mouth opens eagerly under his own.
 
Whatever this is, it's been a long damn time coming—and, fuck. This is a time for new beginnings anyway, right?
 
Spencer smiles against Brendon's mouth.
 
Yeah. He feels amazing.
 
—
 
Fin.



Smooth








    



Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!


    
