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Voyeur, Part 4: Hands


 

[bookmark: cutid1]
Brendon is going out of his mind.
 
There's only half an hour before the show, but that hardly even matters because he isn't going to live that long. He is going to die before he ever even gets anywhere near the promise of that hotel room tonight.
 
Pretty much from the moment he rolled out of his bunk this morning, Spencer's been—well. Manhandling him, is really the only word for it. Not just touching him, although even that might have been too much for Brendon in the state he's in right now, but this is so much worse. 
 
This is a hand on the small of his back, physically steering him around the bus and down venue hallways he is perfectly capable of navigating on his own. This is fingers wrapped tightly around his wrist to tug him up off of couches with enough force to set him stumbling against Spencer's bigger body. This is warm hands casually pushing and pulling him until he is exactly where Spencer wants him, whether that be wedged into a tiny sliver of couch until their thighs and hips and shoulders are practically welded together at every point, or pulled flush against the length of Spencer's body and held there while Spencer edges past him in unnecessarily tight spaces, or—
 
This is Brendon losing his fucking mind.
 
It's possible he might have a slight kink for being manhandled.
 
Brendon bites down hard on the inside of his cheek to avoid reacting as Spencer slides up directly behind him in front of a dressing-room mirror that runs, seriously, the entire length of the room, and presses himself pretty blatantly all along Brendon's back as he leans forward to peer intently at himself in the mirror.
 
The weight of his body against Brendon's back has actually partially bent Brendon over the counter, which is just too fucking much, okay? Brendon tries to edge out from between Spencer and the counter, keeping one eye on the mirror the entire time—nobody has noticed yet, but Spencer isn't exactly being subtle, here—but Spencer's fucking hand is on Brendon's fucking hip—again—and he's exerting a light-but-insistent pressure there that's just enough to keep Brendon stuck in place.
 
Brendon gives in and locks eyes with Spencer in the mirror, pulse pounding. Spencer just shoots him this bright, blinding smile, lightly squeezes Brendon's hip, and then steps away like nothing just happened.
 
Brendon rakes a shaky hand through his hair, his skin burning everywhere Spencer's been touching him, all day long, Jesus fuck, and he's never been so relieved in his life to hear the five-minute stage call.
 
Tonight, tonight, just a little bit longer.
 
Jesus, he's never going to make it.
 
—
 
They're barely out of sight of the stage before Spencer is shouldering his way up next to Brendon in the tiny hallway, smiling brightly at him and telling him what a great show it was, totally nonchalant like his hands aren't wandering absolutely fucking everywhere—wiping trails of sweat from the back of Brendon's neck with his own towel, rubbing at the tense muscles between Brendon's shoulderblades, hooking a playful finger through the beltloop of Brendon's jeans and tugging him lightly into a companionable hip-bump.
 
Brendon is seriously ready to throw him up against the nearest wall, and not even give a fuck where they are or who can see him. 
 
Ooh, or maybe Spencer can throw him.
 
Brendon doesn't even realize he's actually made that shaky groaning sound out loud until Spencer catches his eye with this little smile that totally takes Brendon's breath away—wicked and conspiratorial and just sort of blindingly happy, like. Like this is theirs, his and Brendon's, like this is something just for them, something fun and sweet and maybe real, not just a quick dirty fuck that's been inevitable since the discovery that they apparently have startlingly complementary kinks.
 
God, it's staggering how much Brendon wants.
 
He's been trying not to think about that part, trying not to make this more than what it is, trying not to hope for more than he can have, because what he can apparently have is pretty fucking awesome, and Brendon is not ungrateful for it. 
 
But, okay. Spencer is killing him, here.
 
Spencer tugs at Brendon's wrist, pulling him away from the others and into a half-hidden alcove of vending machines, and Brendon is already breathless by the time Spencer crowds him against the wall, not even feinting toward the soda machine.
 
"Fuck," Spencer whispers, leaning in close, bodies practically flush and mouth pressed hot against Brendon's ear. "Almost, almost..."
 
Brendon whines, high in the back of his throat, and lets his hips rock forward against Spencer's, just once. Spencer sort of gasps and sort of laughs, low and raspy against Brendon's ear, and Brendon shivers, his hands coming up to clutch Spencer's hips. Risky, risky, but Brendon doesn't care, he just—
 
He just wants.
 
"Soon," Spencer mutters, and it's his turn to rock his hips forward against Brendon.

Brendon turns his face blindly, searching for Spencer's mouth—fuck it, fuck waiting, he'll kiss him right here, he has to—but Spencer steps back, eyes bright and happy.
 
"At the hotel," he murmurs, a promise. "If we start this here I won't stop."
 
He backs away another step, then grins and turns to leave. Brendon lets his head thunk backwards against the wall a couple of times, willing the fire in his skin to die down enough that he can actually move and walk and talk like a reasonably normal human being again before following Spencer out of the alcove and down the hall.
 
Soon.
 
—
 
Following Spencer into the hotel room is the single most surreal experience of Brendon's life so far, topping out even the last two nights on the bus of locking eyes with Spencer while they jerked themselves off behind the flimsy shield of two sets of curtains, and the dirty texts in the dressing room yesterday evening. 
 
There's a vague, dreamy sense of this-can't-be-real-this-can't-be-real-this-can't-be-real playing on a repeating loop in Brendon's brain, right up until the moment the door clicks shut behind him and Spencer turns without fanfare and takes his mouth in the hottest, sweetest, most demanding kiss of his life.

Brendon whimpers in the back of his throat, tilting his head back and opening his mouth, letting Spencer take control right from the start. Spencer licks into his mouth with one hand buried in Brendon's hair and the other sliding down to his hip, yanking him forward against Spencer's body while one hot thigh slides boldly between his legs.
 
Fuck.  Fuck. Brendon doesn't even know what to do with himself, his hands are fluttering everywhere—sliding restlessly across Spencer's chest, skimming down his sides to those fucking hips, Jesus Christ, wandering up to twist in Spencer's hair, reverent and impatient all at once.
 
Spencer breaks the kiss too soon, laughing breathlessly against Brendon's mouth, and he's already pulling Brendon toward the bed before Brendon even registers that they're moving.
 
"Oh my god, get naked," Spencer tells him, fingers already pulling and plucking at Brendon's buttons in aimless, inefficient patterns. "Fuck, I want to see, you need to be naked right now."
 
"Spencer," Brendon mumbles, not really because he has anything else he wants to say, just—Spencer. The sheer wonder of it is still a little overwhelming to contemplate.
 
Spencer gets distracted by the apparent need to be kissing Brendon again, right now, which Brendon fully supports in every way, and then somehow they're falling onto the bed and Spencer is on top of him, pressing him down into the blankets, surrounding him, grinding his hips down hard against Brendon's, and Brendon has to break away and pant heavily for a second before he bursts into actual flames.
 
"Fuck," says Spencer, and yanks Brendon's thigh up with one strong hand, shifting until his body is settled between Brendon's legs, and oh, fuck, they should've gotten naked after all.
 
"Naked," Brendon gasps against Spencer's mouth. "Remember how we were going to be naked? That was awesome."
 
Spencer laughs again, and it's so easy between them, so happy and bright, and Brendon hadn't expected this, hadn't known it could be like this. He feels a little dizzy with it.
 
They manage to peel themselves away from each other long enough to get independently naked in the fastest, least sexy imaginable ways—hopping around tugging at socks and getting tangled in shirtsleeves and tripping over their bunched-up jeans as they try to step out of them, but none of that matters because they're naked, Brendon is naked with Spencer, and holy fucking shit, this is the most amazing thing that has ever happened to him.
 
Spencer spends a long moment staring so openly and so hotly at Brendon's body that Brendon's knees actually go a little weak with it, and then he seriously all but tosses Brendon back onto the bed again, tugging and pulling and arranging until he has Brendon the way he wants him, which is apparently flat on his back with Spencer on top of him and Brendon's legs pushed wide, one of them held up by Spencer's own hand behind his knee, and fuck, Brendon shifts his hips until their cocks rub together and that's almost it for him, right there.
 
Spencer kisses him again, hard and fierce, and Brendon almost doesn't even recognize himself in the desperate sounds he hears coming from his throat.
 
"I wanted to make you jerk off for me," Spencer says hoarsely, mouthing a sloppy line along Brendon's jaw. "I wanted to see, but fuck—I can't stop touching you."
 
Brendon clutches convulsively at Spencer's hips and rocks up against him again. "No, no. Don't stop touching me."
 
Spencer groans, hitches Brendon's leg even higher until his hips actually leave the bed a little, and just holds him there like it's nothing—so fucking strong, those arms, and Brendon can't help the sound he makes in response, practically a whimper.
 
"So fucking hot," Spencer mutters, breathless.

Brendon squirms. He wants—he wants, this is so fucking good but it isn't enough, he wants everything—and before he can stop himself he opens his mouth. "You can fuck me," he says hoarsely. "You can—Spencer, I want you to. Please. Fuck me."
 
Spencer's eyes roll back a little, his head falling backward as his hips buck forward against Brendon, hard, and they're not lined up quite right anymore but it almost doesn't matter, fuck. Brendon reaches up, drags Spencer's head down for another frantic kiss, and Spencer has to break away after only a moment to pant against Brendon's mouth.
 
"Next time, next time," he murmurs urgently. "I can't, I won't last—"
 
The words ricochet around in his head—next time, next time—and Spencer rolls his hips again, just once, just right, and Brendon hangs there, half-suspended above the bed in those strong fucking hands, and just like that, without warning, he comes.
 
"Fuck, fuck," Spencer says desperately, and then he's dropping Brendon's leg and pushing up onto his knees above him, eyes hot and locked on Brendon's face as he jerks his cock in quick, rough strokes.
 
"God," Brendon chokes out weakly. He can't breathe.
 
"Brendon," Spencer groans, and Brendon reaches up almost dreamily to brush his fingers over the head of Spencer's cock, and that's it—Spencer comes, hot and wet all over Brendon's belly, head thrown back and mouth slack, so fucking beautiful it takes Brendon's breath away.
 
Spencer collapses on top of him, and Brendon thinks about mentioning that he can't move or breathe, but worries that might make Spencer actually move away. Instead he wraps his arms around Spencer's waist and holds him there.
 
Next time, he thinks dazedly, and lets himself thread his fingers through Spencer's hair and pet him lightly, a daringly tender gesture.
 
Spencer makes a low, rumbly hum of approval somewhere deep in his chest, and turns his face in to press a sloppy kiss against Brendon's neck.
 
Brendon smiles, bright and blinding, at the ceiling.
 
Next time.
 
—
 
Fin.
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