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    Summary

    Brendon watches Spencer.
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Voyeur, Part 1: Barely Breathing
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The first time, he didn't mean to do it.
 
He does, now, and the shame of it feels like a prickling blanket across his skin, a cold curl of guilt and fear in his belly—what if he gets caught? Spencer will hate him, everyone will hate him—but no shame or guilt or fear in the world would be enough to overpower the rest of what it makes him feel, the longing and excitement and desperate want that keeps him coming back again and again.
 
He can't see much. Just a sliver of Spencer's face through the gap in the curtains—the gap where Spencer never seems to get them quite closed all the way—just a sliver of pale skin cast moonlight-blue in the darkness, mouth slack and eyes closed. Just a quick, rhythmic motion originating from somewhere below where Brendon can see, strong enough to rock Spencer's entire body gently back and forth with the force of each stroke. 
 
He can't see much. But oh, god. He can hear.
 
Spencer is quiet, always quiet—they all are, on the bus, it's a way of life—but nothing is silent, and Brendon holds his own breath, his hand squeezing so tight around the base of his cock, trying not to move, not to breathe or shift or rustle the blankets and alert Spencer that anyone else is still awake.
 
He's never been caught yet. But he could be, at any time.
 
Spencer pants, breath heavy and fast in against the quiet white noise of the road. His breath hitches every so often, a light quick sound that drives Brendon crazy with the need to move, to shove his hand down the front of his pyjama pants, grip himself in one tight fist, and just pull—but he can't, he can't do that.
 
So quiet, so still, and Brendon breathes in slow and deep through his nose, as silent as he possibly can. His cock aches, and fuck, Spencer is gorgeous like this, Brendon wants.
 
He wants. But he can't have.
 
The tiny hitches of breath speed up, and Brendon watches hungrily as Spencer's mouth drops open wider, his features tensing as he gets closer, closer...Brendon holds his breath again, desperate and waiting, and then Spencer turns his face on the pillow and his eyes open, locking unerringly on Brendon's across the aisle through the gaps in two sets of curtains, and Brendon's entire body freezes up as Spencer stares him straight in the eye and comes, trembling through it with a moan that's barely more than a whisper, but might form Brendon's name.
 
Time stretches out like a rubber band, tense and taut and frozen, and Brendon can't move or blink or think or anything in the instant before it snaps back in on itself and rockets forward again.
 
Spencer smiles at him—smiles at him, hazy and sated and surprisingly sweet—and then bites his lip and tugs the curtain quietly closed.
 
Brendon falls back onto his pillow in shock, his heart still racing in the back of his throat, hand suddenly slack around his forgotten cock. His head is filled with white static, jittery and blank and uncertain.

What the actual fuck?
 
Out of nowhere, his phone starts buzzing beside him, and Brendon freezes all over again, staring at it in something like horror. He can barely make his fingers work enough to fumble it into his hand.

The display is blinking innocently: 1 New Text Message (SpencerSmith)
 
Brendon swallows thickly, and presses the button with a trembling hand. He reads the message once, then again with wide eyes, knowing the sound of his shaky breathing is too loud in the quiet around him, knowing Spencer can hear him. His cock twitches again in spite of himself, and he reads the message a third time, just to make sure he's not hallucinating.
 
See you tomorrow night, same time as always. =)
 
Brendon looks back out across the aisle, at the now-closed curtain of Spencer's bunk, and drops his head backward against the wall again.
 
Holy fuck. 
 
"Shit," he whispers without thinking.
 
Across the aisle, Spencer laughs, low and soft.
 
—
 
Fin
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