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  A Thing Goes On

  by reni_days

    Summary

    (Part 1 in the Jack  Coke Nights series.) They all three swore they couldn't remember that night in the morning, and even if Brendon secretly suspects he's not the only one lying about that, he knows they're all lying about it for a reason, and okay, he's not quite sure what's going on here tonight, but surely it can't be what it looks like.


  
    Notes

      Look, I have no excuse for this. Warnings for underage drinking, drunken threesome, and...uh, porn. Lib can kiss my ass.  KINKS: Threesome, Snowballing


      
        See the end of the work for more notes
      







    






  Brendon is staring at the ceiling of the hotel room when his phone buzzes with a text message. Across the room, Brent is talking to his girlfriend. So far, he has said "I wish I could be there" eighteen times. Brendon has been counting.
 
He's a little worried about it—they all are, the "Brent Situation" is spiraling out of control at this point and they all know it, it's just a matter of figuring out what to do about it—and the opportunity to think about something else, anything else, is a welcome one.
 
The message is from Spencer.
 
Come hang out, it says. We're bored.
 
Brendon is a little flattered in spite of himself. It's not that Spencer and Ryan aren't his friends, because they are—they're his best friends—but it's rare for them to seek him out specifically. Maybe they texted Brent too, and Brent's just ignoring the message in favor of his girlfriend. That would be like Brent.
 
Brendon pushes to his feet and throws his hoodie and shoes back on. He doesn't bother changing out of his pyjama pants, because he's only going as far as next door. If Ryan and Spencer want to go out, he'll just come back for his clothes.
 
"Going next door," he tells Brent, who waves a dismissive hand.  Brendon isn't even sure he was listening.

Whatever, he obviously doesn't care.
 
Spencer opens the door when Brendon knocks. He's in his pyjamas, too, so they're probably not going out. That's good. Zack might kill them if they woke him up now.
 
"Brent's on the phone again," Brendon says as he walks in. "So I don't think he's going to—"
 
He breaks off abruptly as his eyes fall on the table in the corner. 
 
An unopened bottle of Jack Daniels, three glasses, and a twenty-four pack of Coke stare back at him.
 
"—join us," Brendon finishes lamely, heat rushing into his cheeks until it feels like his face is on fire. He tries desperately to school his expression into something casual, something nonchalant, something that doesn't look like he's remembering anything he shouldn't remember—anything he said he didn't remember.
 
Anything about the last time the three of them drank Jack-and-Cokes together, in Brendon's shitty apartment the night Pete Wentz said he wanted to sign them.
 
"Good," Ryan says sourly, from his position sitting cross-legged in the middle of one of the beds. 
 
Brendon clears his throat. Casual. Nonchalant. He can totally do this.
 
"Yeah, he's doing it again," he says, and he's got a lot of experience now, keeping his voice steady when it wants to shake with nerves, so he sounds a lot more normal than he feels. "Saying over and over how he wishes he were there. I think—I think it might be time to start worrying, guys."
 
"Let's not talk about it tonight," Spencer says, a little grimly, but he smiles at Brendon when Brendon glances over. "I'm not in the mood to get stressed out."
 
It's all Brendon can do not to open his mouth, not to squeak out something inappropriate and mortifying about what the Jack-and-Cokes might mean about what Spencer is in the mood for tonight, but that is a topic that is Not To Be Discussed, much less joked about. They all three swore they couldn't remember that night in the morning, and even if Brendon secretly suspects he's not the only one lying about that, he knows they're all lying about it for a reason, and okay, he's not quite sure what's going on here tonight, but surely it can't be what it looks like, because—
 
Brendon's brain shorts out before he can even complete that thought inside his own head, and he forces a grin and drops onto Spencer's bed, grabbing the remote.
 
"Fine," he agrees, as cheerfully as he can. "No stress. What's on, does anybody know? I didn't even check before."
 
Ryan gets up and—Brendon almost swallows his tongue—very casually starts pouring them all drinks. "Nothing good," he says, shrugging a bony shoulder. "Don't even turn it on, I almost lost Spencer to a Law and Order marathon earlier and I'm not sure we can fight him back from the edge a second time."
 
Brendon snorts, and sets the remote aside even as his heart rate picks up speed. "Criminal Intent, or SVU?"
 
"Neither," Spencer starts, but Ryan throws an emptied Coke can at his head, effectively shutting him up.
 
"Do not get him started," Ryan tells Brendon sternly. "Jesus."
 
"Fuck off," Spencer returns, scowling. "I went through three years' worth of your misguided Dawson's Creek days, you do not get to say shit about Law and Order."
 
Brendon laughs in spite of himself, and relaxes a little. Everything is totally normal. This is fine.
 
Except, okay, when Ryan hands him the drink, maybe the taste explodes on his tongue a little, and maybe it tastes like That Night—like reckless exhilaration, and joyful disbelief, and drunken euphoria; like blurry brightly-colored memories of jokes becoming dares becoming kisses becoming touches becoming three naked bodies all tangled together on top of Brendon's scratchy sheets; like fumbling and laughing and panting and the foreign tang of come on the back of his tongue—maybe it tastes like all those things, and maybe there's a moment where it's a little hard to breathe.
 
Brendon swallows tightly, and wishes he could turn on the TV after all. He throws back the rest of what's in his glass in one long drink.
 
"I think we should play a drinking game," Spencer announces, not quite as casually as he probably thinks he does.
 
Brendon looks at him, looks at Ryan, breathes in steady and slow, and gives himself a moment to make sure he understands. Spencer stares back steadily. Ryan bites his lip.
 
Okay, thinks Brendon. "Okay."
 
—
 
It doesn't take as long this time as Brendon remembers it taking last time. Just a few stupid games to get them all drunk enough for plausible deniability, a few dirty jokes and carefully-orchestrated "accidental" touches, and then...this.
 
This, for the moment, is a vague, halfway sort of place, hazy and indistinct—a faint buzzing sensation under Brendon's skin, Spencer's hot breath brushing against the place behind his ear, someone's hand falling "casually" onto his hip.
 
They're all laying on one bed where they collapsed together some fifteen minutes ago, Brendon bracketed by Ryan and Spencer on either side, and he can feel Spencer getting hard behind him, can feel Ryan's knee edging forward to push carefully between his thighs, but nobody's really done anything yet. Brendon isn't sure if they're waiting for some sign from him, or just taking their time about getting there, but he's ready.
 
He shifts a little in place until he can rock his hips back against Spencer, and hears Spencer's breath catch in his throat. The fingers on his hip tighten almost imperceptibly, and then everything becomes a blur of fluid motion—Spencer's mouth sliding hot and wet and open against the back of Brendon's neck, Ryan pushing forward into a clumsy kiss, Spencer's hips stuttering forward against the line of Brendon's ass through two thin layers of cotton. Brendon breathes in heavily through his nose, and tries not be the first one to start moaning.
 
Nobody talks.
 
They will, Brendon remembers that much—Spencer's a talker, get him worked up enough and that mouth of his gets downright filthy, and Ryan is prone to half-murmured broken nonsense phrases, random curse words pressed into burning skin and bitten-off pleas when he starts to get close—but for now, the room is silent but for the sound of shaky, raspy breathing and the rustle of clothes against skin. Brendon floats for a minute in a pleasant haze of taste and touch and alcohol, and everything is dreamy and sluggish, like maybe he could actually drift off like this, like maybe he already has.
 
Then Spencer pulls away enough to push Brendon onto his back between them, and Ryan's clumsy kisses are replaced by Spencer's hotter, fiercer ones, and someone is tugging at Brendon's waistband and someone else—maybe him—is tugging at Ryan's shirt, and there's a moment where everything is pointy elbows and sharp hipbones and awkward wriggling and then suddenly everybody is naked.
 
And oh, Brendon remembers this.
 
Spencer and Ryan are kissing above him, heated and uncertain and Brendon remembers that, too, remembers knowing that it was the first time they'd done this together, a wistful feeling of certainty that it wouldn't be the last—that they would continue to do this together, without him, long after that night was over.
 
Obviously, they haven't.
 
And maybe it's only because they can't, because neither one is sure how to cross that line and maybe that's even why Brendon is here tonight, to bridge that gap so that Ryan and Spencer can have this without having to admit to what they really want and risk that many years of friendship, but right now, Brendon doesn't care. He only cares that he hasn't been left out, that they're including him in this thing again like he belongs here, like this is something that belongs to all three of them together, and all at once he's overwhelmed with urgency, sliding down the bed between them and twisting until he can take Spencer into his mouth.
 
"Fuck!" says Spencer, breaking away from Ryan's kiss to fall over onto his back, and Brendon chases after, dropping his mouth back down onto Spencer's cock in one of the most stunningly inept blowjobs that has ever graced the face of the earth. It's slobbery and too-wet, he keeps choking himself when he tries to go down too far, and he can't keep a steady rhythm with the way he's being forced to bend over Spencer's hips from the side, doubled-over on himself at an awkward, uncomfortable angle with his hands braced against the bed. 
 
It's not graceful, but it's enthusiastic, because this is what Brendon has always remembered the most about That Night—the feel of a cock, thick and heavy against his tongue, the taste of come and sweat, the twist of anxious fingers in his hair. It had felt like every forbidden thing Brendon never knew he always wanted, thrilling and new and just right, and it feels even better right now.
 
Spencer's hips are thrashing beneath him. "Fuck, shit, yeah—suck it, suck on it—so hot, Brendon, fuck, please. Shit, Ryan, yeah, god—" and he's off, a litany of filth and praise and pleading that makes Brendon feel like his skin is on fire.
 
He glances up, licking sloppy circles around the head of Spencer's cock, and sees Ryan sucking bitemarks into the skin of Spencer's chest, plucking and twisting at one pebbled nipple with impossibly long fingers, and Spencer's head is thrown back against the pillows, his cheeks red and his lips redder, and fuck.
 
Brendon lifts one hand from the bed and reaches for his own dick, unable to help himself.
 
He jerks in fast hard strokes, getting close almost as fast as Spencer does, but Ryan sees him and kicks him in the hip before he can quite get off.
 
"No," is all Ryan says, but Brendon whines around Spencer's cock and drops his hand away from his own, using it to play with Spencer's balls a little instead, and that's all it takes for Spencer.
 
"Fuck, fuck, I'm gonna—"
 
He comes in hot pulses over Brendon's tongue, thick and salty, and Brendon closes his eyes and lets it fill his mouth, tries to memorize the taste of it in case this never happens again.
 
Ryan yanks Brendon up off of Spencer's cock before he's ready to let it go, and slams their mouths together in a blindingly hot kiss, sliding his tongue into Brendon's mouth before Brendon even has a chance to swallow. It's messy and fierce, and there's a little bit of come actually dripping from their lips, and Brendon thinks he might explode just from this, just from Ryan licking Spencer's come out of his mouth, and fuck, do people actually do this shit? Is it just them, is this completely fucked up? Is Brendon fucked up for fucking loving it like this?
 
Ryan falls backward onto the bed and pulls Brendon down on top of him, tongues still tangled together between their open mouths, and then they're rubbing against each other and it's too dry but Brendon doesn't care because he's so fucking close, and when Spencer slides a hand down over the curve of Brendon's ass and lets his fingers barely dip between the cheeks, it's all over.

Brendon comes, whimpering into Ryan's mouth and bucking forward against his cock, and Spencer's hand slides lower somewhere and momentarily disappears, and then Ryan makes a begging sound against Brendon's lips and spreads his legs wide and he's coming, too.
 
Brendon collapses onto Ryan's chest and then lets Spencer roll him gently off to one side. Brendon's skin is still buzzing, but the alcohol and the orgasm are combining to make him very, very sleepy, and he knows he needs to get up and dress so he can go back to his own room in case Brent actually does start to wonder and comes to find him.
 
Spencer's arms wrap around his waist from behind, and Brendon decides he can wait a few more minutes.
 
He has no real illusions about what's going to happen tomorrow. They'll pretend this never happened, pretend it was just another drunken accident, and nobody will talk about it and nothing will change.
 
But maybe it'll happen again some other night. And that's more than Brendon had after last time.

Besides, right now Ryan is pressed up against him, sated and pointy and sleepy and warm, and Spencer's arms are tight around his waist, nose buried in Brendon's hair, and right now, Brendon doesn't want to think about tomorrow.

Tomorrow will come soon enough.

Brendon closes his eyes, and lets the alcohol and the afterglow take him over. He can afford the time for a little nap.
 
—
 
Fin.
 






    


  
      
        End Notes

        A deleted scene from the drinking games can be found here.
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