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A/N: Okay, so I sat down to write this really porny ficlet about Spencer finding out Brendon has a kinky little sex toy habit, leading to lots and lots of kinky sex between them. Then Spencer developed all these morals, and all kinds of, like, internal conflict, wtf, and somehow in the end I wound up with a seven-thousand word fic containing very little sex and only two kinks, and I'm probably only getting credit for those because Lib is my friend and she lets me get away with a lot. So. Spencer spent a lot of time cockblocking himself during the writing of this fic, though he seems amenable to letting me write a porny sequel if I want to, and that's something, at least.
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Spencer does knock. He does.
 
In fact, he knocks, and then he calls out, "Brendon? I'm ordering a pizza, you want one?" and hears Brendon call back...something in reply over the sound of the shower coming on, and he even asks, "What?" really loudly through the door but that time it's Brendon who doesn't hear him, so really, he's honestly not thinking when he twists the knob beneath his hand and swings the bathroom door open far enough to stick his head inside.
 
It's just Brendon naked, right? Nothing weird about that.
 
And, okay. There wouldn't be anything weird about it, anything at all...if it weren't for the way Brendon is bent over at that exact moment, balanced on one leg and tugging his jeans off over his other foot, and in the instant the door opens, the instant before Brendon jumps and shouts and whirls around so fast he almost trips over himself and falls facefirst onto the floor—
 
In that instant, Spencer gets a clear, unobstructed view of the flat, heavy plastic base of the bright-blue plug buried inside Brendon's body—the plug that has apparently been inside Brendon's body all night, under his clothes all during the show, all during the ride to the hotel, all the time he was standing beside Spencer in the elevator, so fucking casual, standing there talking about watching a Harry fucking Potter marathon on HBO before bed, and—fuck.
 
"Sorry!" Spencer blurts. His voice sounds weird, strained and pitched too high, and it feels like his face is on fire. "Sorry, sorry—I—sorry."
 
He slams the door shut on the sight of Brendon's stricken face, and then stands there, paralyzed, for a long moment. He wants to run away, run out the door and down the hall and find...someone, anyone, someone who isn't Brendon, someone who isn't humiliated and frantic and probably terrified as fuck right now, someone who isn't standing on the other side of this door wearing a...
 
Spencer drags in a slow breath and forces himself to stop thinking. He walks back over to his bed at a calm, steady pace, and makes himself sit down and just stay. Brendon is going to come out of that bathroom eventually, and if he finds himself alone he's going to think Spencer is—is freaked out, or horrified, or that he thinks there's something wrong with Brendon, and Spencer can't just leave him here to sit alone and think that shit. He can't.
 
It's just.
 
The realization that he's hard almost sends Spencer right back off the bed and out the door. A fresh wave of panic washes over him, and he's torn between the need to make sure Brendon knows they're okay, and the need to make sure Brendon never, ever knows what Spencer is thinking right now, that Spencer is sitting here hard as a rock with the image of that bright-blue circle of plastic burning in his brain. It's going to be obvious. It has to be obvious.
 
The bathroom door opens before Spencer's fight-or-flight reflex has managed to settle on a course of action, and Spencer is stuck.
 
Brendon emerges in a cloud of steam, dressed more fully than Spencer has ever seen him bother with for bed—faded flannel sleep pants covered in a busy pattern of numbered sheep, an enormous t-shirt Spencer is reasonably certain used to be Zack's, and a grey hoodie with the hood actually pulled up over his wet hair. He's even wearing socks.
 
His shoulders are hunched in, making him seem even smaller than he already looks swimming around in those clothes, and his face is bright-red. He looks more miserable than Spencer has ever seen him.
Spencer can feel his own face still burning pink, his skin scratchy and hot beneath his beard. He wants to fidget, but doesn't let himself have the luxury.
Part of him thinks he should ignore the whole thing, try to be casual like nothing even happened—it'd be obvious, but Brendon would probably be grateful—but he can't do it. He feels like an absolute shit, and he's not sure he's ever going to be able to stop apologizing.
 
"I'm sorry," he says quickly now. "Brendon, I'm so sorry."
 
Brendon ducks his head, pulling in on himself, becoming impossibly smaller before Spencer's eyes. "No, I—it's not your fault, I locked the door, it just—I guess it's broken, it—"
 
"I shouldn't have opened it," Spencer insists. "I shouldn't have—I just couldn't hear you, I didn't mean to—I didn't think..."
 
"It's fine," Brendon says stiffly, and it's not fine, and they both know it.
 
Ignore. It. Spencer's brain insists, but his mouth refuses to listen. "I'm so sorry," he repeats lamely. 
 
Brendon flaps a vague hand. "Forget it." He shifts his weight from foot to foot for a second, and then drops his duffle bag onto the floor, and Spencer has a completely inappropriate moment of clarity, a shining burst of sudden understanding—they've all always made fun of Brendon for dragging his whole bag with him into the bathroom for his showers, only to emerge wearing—at best—a pair of boxers, maybe some loose pyjama pants if his supply of clean boxers is running low. Brendon always laughs it off, claims to have trouble deciding between all his bright colors of underwear, or that his bag is filled with secret beauty products designed to keep him pretty and marketable, but Spencer gets it now. He gets what Brendon has been hiding in that bag.
 
The renewed rush of heat across his skin is only half embarrassment, and Spencer drops his eyes to the ugly paisley bedspread and tries not to look directly at either Brendon or the bag until he can be sure his face won't show his thoughts.
 
Brendon edges fully into the room, finally, and sits down on the far side of the opposite bed. A deafening silence fills the room.
 
"Do—" Spencer says after the silence has stretched out for pretty much all of time. "Do you...is it all the time?"
 
He snaps his mouth shut, too late, and wishes he could die. Who the fuck thinks it's okay to ask somebody that, seriously? What is even wrong with him?
 
Brendon coughs. "Um," he says awkwardly. "No? I mean...no." He clears his throat, and Spencer watches from the corner of his eye as Brendon's fingers start plucking aimless patterns against the blanket beneath him. "I—it's not a thing," he says after a moment, and suddenly he's speaking very fast, almost defensive. "I mean, not an all-the-time thing. It's...it's just sometimes, if I know—if we have a hotel night that night, and I don't have to, uh, shower or anything at the venue, and it's just—I know it's weird, okay, it's just—"
 
"It's not weird," Spencer blurts, too loud. Brendon jumps at the sound. "It's not weird," he says again, a little quieter. "Don't say shit like that about yourself."
 
Brendon snorts, and it's a bitter, unhappy sound. Spencer wishes he could rewind time and stop himself from opening that door. He wishes it so hard.
 
"It's just," Brendon says suddenly. "It's not—I mean, I guess you've probably guessed that I'm...that I like. You know. Guys, or whatever. Or, I think I do. I mean, I've always kind of thought, but I didn't...I could look or whatever, and wonder, but there was no one I could—I don't know what the fuck I'm doing, you know? And the last thing I need is to fuck some dude after a show or something, pick up some random guy at a club and then, like. Read all about it on the internet the next day or some shit, like, you just never know, right? But so the only thing I could do was...experiment by myself. To see what it's like. So. You know." He pauses, shrugs awkwardly. "That's why."
 
Spencer nods, swallowing thickly, and ignores the little voice in his head going, I know what I'm doing, and I could show you what it's like, and you wouldn't have to worry about that stuff with me. He can't say any of that shit to Brendon, he can't tell him about the summer Ryan thought he might be bisexual and came to Spencer to help him figure it out, and the month and a half they'd spent blushing and snickering and trying things out—usually with hilarious results—until they had managed to figure out that Ryan actually wasn't all that into dick but it turned out that Spencer maybe kind of was. 
 
Maybe he could have told Brendon about it if this had gone down differently. If Brendon had just been coming out to Spencer, just telling him because he wanted to talk about it, then maybe Spencer could have told him all of that and it would have been helping, it would have been solidarity and understanding and friendship, and maybe it would have even made Brendon feel better, which is something Spencer really wishes he knew how to do right now.
But it didn't go down that way, it went down like this—with Spencer seeing something he never should have seen, knowing something Brendon hadn't wanted him to know, with Spencer not just seeing and knowing but wanting—and he can't sit here still half-hard in his pants and throw the bi thing out there without it looking like a come-on, without it being one. 
And that—that's not what Brendon needs, Spencer humiliating him and then sitting here hitting on him in the middle of it just because he suddenly can't stop thinking of the fact that Brendon is sitting there talking to him right this very second all...open, loose and relaxed and probably still a little wet inside under all those acres of clothes, just because Spencer knows what Brendon probably did in that shower before, or would have done if Spencer hadn't walked in on him. 
 
Just because Brendon has kind of an amazing smile, and Spencer never let himself wonder before but it doesn't mean he never noticed.
 
"I get that," is what he says instead, and it sounds lame and stupid to his own ears so it must sound even worse to Brendon, but there isn't much else Spencer can say. He shrugs at Brendon and manages something like a smile. "I'm pretty sure the marathon's still on if you want to catch some of it before we go to bed. I think I'm gonna go ahead and order that pizza. You want?"
 
Brendon's expression flickers from wary to relieved and back again, but after a moment he smiles back. It's small, tentative, but it's a smile and Spencer will take it.
 
"Extra cheese deep dish," Brendon says softly, and Spencer snorts, because what is he, new?
 
"I'm on it."
 
He reaches for the phone, and Brendon reaches for the remote, and if Spencer can ignore the way Brendon is still huddled in on himself a little, buried under layers of oversized clothes like he's got something to be ashamed of, if Spencer can ignore the way his own heart is still pounding a little and his face feels too hot and his hands are maybe shaking just a little as he dials—if Spencer can ignore all of that, it almost feels like any other night.
 
Good enough.
 
—
 
It takes a week for Brendon to stop acting a little skittish around Spencer, and a week after that before Spencer lets himself think maybe things can go back to normal now, that maybe the entire situation isn't hovering in the background just waiting to blow up in his face.
 
A week after that, it does.
 
It's a hotel night, but Spencer isn't even really thinking about that, honestly isn't thinking about hotel nights and what that might mean for Brendon—he's just playing his drums, sitting on his riser banging the shit out of things, and they're really fucking on tonight and everything is just feeling good.
 
Then Brendon moves to the edge of the stage, leaning out teasingly over the first row or two of screaming fangirls, and Spencer happens to glance up at exactly the wrong moment as Brendon's body turns just right and Spencer catches a glimpse of a faint, circular outline against the back of Brendon's jeans.
 
It's really, really not obvious. The...the plug, Spencer knows what it is, it's stupid to pretend he doesn't...the plug is flat along the base, lays almost entirely flush against Brendon's skin, it's not like there's a visible bump or anything disturbing like that. It's just a very faint outline when he leans just right, when he's half bent forward at the waist and his legs are braced apart for balance, and the backlighting from the stage is practically spotlighting that ass to draw Spencer's gaze, and it's just...there. He'd never have noticed it if he didn't know, but he does know, and Spencer almost swallows his tongue.
 
How he doesn't fuck up the song, he honestly has no idea. Apparently he doesn't, though, because nobody seems to notice that he's totally losing his mind at the back of the stage, and when the song ends Brendon wanders over to get a drink and beams at Spencer with nothing searching or suspicious or embarrassed in his eyes at all. He just looks happy.
 
Spencer swallows past the tight knot filling his throat, and spends the rest of the show on autopilot, trying desperately to not think about it.
 
Then he gets deliberately snippy with Ryan on the way to the hotel and keeps pushing it until Ryan calls him a bitch and tells Brendon they're trading roommate shifts for the night because Ryan won't actually be tempted to kill Jon in his sleep, and just like that, Spencer has Brendon for a roommate and a vague, sick sense of guilt in his stomach.
 
He at least does Brendon the courtesy of needling Zack into taking him out to find a Taco Bell before going up to the room, because he's not a total asshole, and he brings back a bag of chicken tacos for Brendon along with his own food.
Brendon is pink-cheeked and possibly a little shifty-eyed, damp from the shower, and he smells like girly herbal shampoo, and he's comfortably dressed in bright-red boxers and an ugly dinosaur t-shirt that isn't quite his normal half-naked state but is still way better than the full-scale winter survival-wear from last time. 
 
Spencer doesn't acknowledge what they both know Brendon did while he was gone, but he also doesn't turn on the TV. He just sort of...wants Brendon to be looking at him, talking to him and focusing on him, and god, yeah, he's a fucking moron.
 
But he's a moron alone in a room with Brendon. Sated, sex-happy Brendon, who is even now feeling the ache and burn of stretched-open muscles in his ass, who is smiling at Spencer over chicken tacos while the warm, fuzzy afterglow is probably still singing in his veins.
 
Spencer tells stupid jokes to keep Brendon laughing, to keep him engaged, to keep his attention, and only goes to take his own shower after Brendon has started yawning and climbed under the sheet of his bed.
 
Spencer comes so hard in the shower, his knees almost give out from under him.
 
—
 
He becomes a total creeper at hotel-night shows after that.
 
He knows what to look for now, what moments to wait for and what motions of Brendon's body will show him what he needs to know, and he watches for them. It's not every hotel night, but it turns out it's most of them, and Spencer has to get creative a couple of times to rig the roommate situation without Ryan or Jon getting suspicious, but he always finds a way.
 
Brendon almost has to be suspicious, because there's no way he hasn't noticed the "coincidence," but if he has, he isn't saying anything about it to Spencer.
 
Spencer always manages to give Brendon those first necessary minutes of privacy, if not by making Zack drag him out somewhere, then by grabbing his shorts and running down for a quick dip in the hotel pool, or—once—developing a sudden need for overpriced but cheaply-made gift-shop sunglasses and somehow ending up with a whole bag of ugly shot glasses with OOOOOOO-KLAHOMA! painted on the sides. Brendon hadn't stopped singing that song for four days. Spencer is never going into a hotel gift shop again.
 
Still, he makes sure Brendon has his time alone, because he is determined not to embarrass him again. And then he goes back to the room and monopolizes every bit of Brendon's attention that he can for as long as he can, and jerks off under the shower until he sees stars behind his eyes.
 
They're down to the second-to-last hotel night before the end of the tour when Brendon finally calls him on it.
 
"You don't have to try so hard, you know," he says out of nowhere, when Spencer is letting himself into the room, laden down with Subway sandwiches, bags of chips, and bottles of soda. 
 
He's sitting on the bed, comfortably shirtless in baggy Scooby-Doo sleep pants, and Spencer would stop to appreciate that show of progress—and skin—if Brendon weren't currently staring at him with a serious, if strangely fond, expression on his face, and by all appearances calling out the giant pink elephant in the room, right out loud.
 
Spencer freezes, his stomach lurching sickly and his fingers going numb. He barely manages to avoid dropping sandwiches and bags of chips everywhere.
 
"What?" he asks stupidly.
 
Brendon grins. He's a little tense, maybe a little pink in the face, but he doesn't seem angry or...you know. Freaked the fuck out or anything.
 
Spencer doesn't understand.
 
"Get in here and give me my sandwich," Brendon says.
 
Somehow, Spencer does. His mind is kind of a blank, white static overlaid with vague panic, but somehow he ends up sitting on his own bed with his own food in front of him, staring at Brendon across the divide between the beds.
 
Brendon studies his sandwich carefully to avoid meeting Spencer's eyes. "I don't know how you always know," he says finally. "And, uh. I probably don't really want to. And it's not that I don't appreciate what you're doing," he adds hurriedly.
 
Spencer blinks. Brendon appreciates—?
 
"I just...you know. Wanted to say it's okay. You don't have to—help me, or whatever. The thing with you, that's the only time—I mean. I've never been caught before, and it's really sweet the way you always step in and then make sure I have the room to myself and stuff, but like. I think you're actually kind of pissing Ryan off? And I don't want—I don't need you to do that for me. If I end up rooming with Ryan or Jon, that'd be okay, you know? I've done it before, they never guessed, or. Um. Saw. And if I room with you, you don't have to...be somewhere else. I mean, it's weird? But you can, like. Be here. It's your room, too." He pauses, looking really uncertain for the first time since he started talking. "Unless. Unless you leave because it freaks you out—"
 
"No!" Spencer blurts. His stomach is swimming around, a combination of guilt and relief making him feel almost physically sick. "No, that's not—I don't—Brendon..."
 
He trails off, miserable, and has no idea what to say. 
 
"Oh," says Brendon. "Good." He sets his sandwich down, fiddling with the paper wrapper and not looking at Spencer. "It...it would be okay if it did freak you out," he says awkwardly after a moment. "I mean. It wouldn't make you, like, a bad friend or anything, if that's what you're—"
 
"Ryan and I spent half the summer we met you fooling around," Spencer says loudly, cutting into Brendon's speech before it can go any further. His heart is pounding in his ears, and his stomach is somewhere in his throat, and he has no idea what the fuck he's doing. He only knows that he can't let Brendon think like that, can't sit here and accept credit for being so fucking sweet about this when it couldn't be further from the truth and then let Brendon reassure him that it's okay if he thinks Brendon is some kind of fucking freak.
 
He can't.
 
"...Uh." Brendon's eyes are saucer-wide.
 
"Yeah," Spencer says dully.  "I'm...he thought he might be bi or whatever, and it turns out he isn't but I—you know. Am. So." He shrugs stiffly. "Just. Don't think that, okay? I'm the last person who would think less of you for being...gay, or bi, or whatever works for you. And the rest of it—Brendon, there is nothing wrong with what you do. I left the room because I didn't want you to have any more reason to be embarrassed around me, that's all, I never thought—"
 
God, he sounds so fucking noble. It makes him sick.
 
Brendon just stares at him for a very long time, and then picks up his sandwich and starts to eat like the entire conversation never even happened.
 
Spencer wants to say a thousand things, like, What happens now? and Are you freaked out? and I can't stop thinking about you.
 
He doesn't say any of them.
 
—
 
The last hotel night of the tour, Brendon is wearing the plug. Spencer is painfully, painfully aware of it all throughout the show and the ride to the hotel, but he's determined not to do anything about it this time. 
 
Brendon called him out, pretty much told him to leave it alone, so.
 
It's a surprise, then, when Brendon grabs two key cards from Zack and announces, "I do not even care about the rotation, I'm claiming Spencer tonight and you can't stop me. I cannot take one more night of the snoring, I swear to god. I nearly killed you both last night," while glaring at Ryan and Jon with enough exasperation that even Spencer believes him.
 
Spencer hesitates when they get to their room, because this is usually the moment he'd leave, give Brendon some privacy.
Brendon is watching him curiously, like he knows exactly what Spencer is thinking for once, and is interested to see what Spencer will do. 
 
After a second, Spencer falls onto his back on the bed closest to the window and says, "I will never get tired of real beds," which doesn't even make all that much sense, but it's something to say. 
 
Brendon smiles. "I'm gonna shower," he says, and disappears into the bathroom with his duffle bag.
 
Spencer lays perfectly still, staring at the ceiling and listening helplessly to the faint sounds coming from the bathroom. There's nothing definable, the walls are too thick for that—he can't hear zippers rasping, or breath catching, or any of the things his brain is feverishly filling in for him. Just vague sounds of movement, followed by the shower coming on.
 
Spencer wonders if Brendon is still wearing the plug. Does he take it out before he gets into the shower? Does he leave it in and play with it under the spray of hot water, jerking off half bent forward at the waist, pressing against the base until it hits him just right?   Maybe he fingers himself instead, one foot braced on the ledge of the bathtub, head thrown back and mouth open while his fingers push in where he's loose and open, warm and mobile the way the plastic plug isn't?
 
Spencer flips over onto his stomach and groans soundlessly into the pillow. He's so fucking fucked.
 
The bathroom door opens sooner than he expected—that wasn't even time for a worthwhile quickie, even if Brendon was already all worked up from the plug and the show, not if he actually showered at all while he was at it—and Brendon bounds out in a burst of nervous kinetic energy. Spencer eyes him warily.
 
"You want to shower?" Brendon offers, waving at the open door behind him. "It's all yours."
 
Spencer usually showers right before bed these days, and Brendon knows that, but there's something weirdly expectant about the set of his shoulders and the twitch of his foot against the carpet.
 
"Do I smell bad?" Spencer wonders. He's mostly kidding; they've all lost the ability to even register the smell of sweat anymore, he's pretty sure.
 
"Yes," Brendon says seriously. "Like sewage and skunk and rotten eggs."
 
"Awesome," says Spencer. "Maybe I'll just hold off on that shower for awhile so that you can continue to enjoy that."
 
"And feet," Brendon continues, ignoring Spencer. "Ryan's feet. And...morning breath, and sour milk, and—vomit."
 
"Dude. You had me at Ryan's feet. You didn't have to bring vomit into this."
 
Spencer is already pushing himself up from the bed, because if Brendon's random list of Bad Things Spencer Smells Like was good for anything at all, it was getting rid of inconvenient hard-ons. Spencer may never get it up again.
 
He showers quickly and efficiently—even if he hadn't gotten rid of the hard-on, he wouldn't be cool with jerking off right now, not when he's going to have to go back out there and face Brendon this time, sit and talk to him like it's any other night and everything is totally normal—and makes his way back out into the room with the towel still laying loosely over his head, wet hair dripping down the back of his neck and dampening the collar of his t-shirt.
Brendon is sitting on his bed, TV off, fingers plucking nervously at the bedspread beneath him. 
 
Spencer stretches his arms out to the sides, grinning at Brendon from under his towel. "Better? Roses and sunshine? Pine trees and vanilla and that fresh new car smell?"
 
Brendon grins back. "Would you fuck me?" he asks, kind of too-bright. "If I asked you to?"
 
Spencer's brain actually stalls out for a second, his heart stopping cold in his chest, and he has to replay the last few sentences back in his head until he's sure he heard that right.
 
"What," he says blankly, his arms falling to his sides. "What. Brendon."
 
Brendon jumps up from the bed, eyes wide and anxious and fixed on Spencer, even though his smile is still pasted firmly in place. "No, but listen," he says. "I have this plan, okay, it's like. It's a win-win plan. Because—you said you're bi, right? And I'm...Spence, I'm going crazy. I almost went home with three different guys on this tour alone, just to see, just to finally know, right, but I didn't want them. Not really. I mean, I didn't want to find out like that, didn't want it to be like that, but you—you're Spencer. And that could be so, so awesome. For me, I mean, because I'm probably not going to be Mr. Smooth Moves or whatever, I won't even lie to you, it'll be my first time so I'll probably suck, but. It's still sex, right? Sex is always good, and I might not be great at it or whatever, but I'm up for anything you want, seriously, anything, so—that's something, right? And—"
 
"Brendon," Spencer pushes out through suddenly-numb lips. "Brendon, stop."
 
Brendon shuts up, the smile sliding off his face as he swallows thickly. "I'm sorry," he says, covering his face with his hands. "I'm sorry, Spencer, I shouldn't have asked, I shouldn't have said anything, you must think I'm—"
 
"Shut up," Spencer tells him. "Shut up, just stop—Brendon, you're fucking gorgeous, man, sex with you is not a favor, okay, it's not—I just need to think for a second, I just need..."
 
He can't have this. He's a total creep for even thinking about saying yes. Except. Is he really a creep, if Brendon's the one who came to him? If Brendon wants this for his own reasons, that makes it okay, right?
 
No, whispers a voice at the back of Spencer's mind. No, because he still doesn't know about what you've been doing, he still thinks you're sweet and noble and he can trust you—
 
"If I told you I'd thought about this before," Spencer says, very slowly, "would that freak you out?"
 
Brendon's hands fall away from his face, his eyes wide and surprised, but he doesn't look freaked out. In fact, he looks kind of—
 
"Really?" And there it is. A huge, beaming smile is spreading over Brendon's face, and Spencer breathes in slow and deep to steady himself. "No, dude, that's—" He visibly stops himself from finishing his sentence, but he's still beaming so brightly that Spencer isn't worried about it.
 
"Okay," Spencer says, feeling a little lost. "Okay, then—Brendon, are you sure about this? Are you—"
 
"I'm sure," Brendon says hurriedly. He takes a couple of quick steps toward Spencer, stopping short of actually touching him. "I'm...I'm really, really sure, Spence."
 
Spencer exhales sharply, and then nods. His eyes are already locked on Brendon's mouth, and he's hard again and they haven't even touched yet. Maybe he's been hard since Brendon first said, Will you fuck me? He doesn't even know, it doesn't matter, he just wants...
 
"I'm—is it okay if I kiss you, then?" he asks, feeling stupid and clumsy as all fuck.
 
Brendon laughs, breathless and just really kind of stunningly happy, and takes another step into Spencer's space. "I'm not an actual virgin," he says, lifting his hands to Spencer's hips. "You don't have to be so careful with me."
 
Yes, he does, but there isn't any point in arguing about it. "Stop me if you're not cool with something," he says firmly, and Brendon nods as seriously as he can through the giant smile on his face. "I mean it, Brendon, you have to stop me if—"
 
"Spencer," Brendon says, reaching up to push the stupid towel off of Spencer's hair. "I get it. Can you get on with the actual kissing now, or are we just going to stand here and talk about it all night?"
 
Spencer kisses him.
 
Brendon makes a quiet eager noise and opens for Spencer immediately. He tastes like toothpaste, and his mouth is soft and hot and mobile under Spencer's, and he's kind of an amazing kisser, which Spencer probably could have guessed, given that mouth. His hands move restlessly, slipping from Spencer's hips to his back to his shoulders and back down again, like he isn't quite sure what to do with them, and Spencer has a rush of startlingly clear memory of his first kiss with Ryan, that sudden burst of uncertainty about whether there were different rules for kissing guys, for where your hands should go or what you were supposed to touch—he smiles against Brendon's mouth and slides one of his hands up from Brendon's waist to tangle in his hair. After a moment, Brendon mirrors him almost exactly, and Spencer smiles again because he can't help himself. 
 
Brendon smiles back, and then breaks away and drops his forehead onto Spencer's shoulder. "You're laughing at me," he says ruefully.
 
Spencer does laugh at that, quietly. "No, I'm not. I'm just—" Happy, his brain supplies. Enjoying this. Enjoying you. He shrugs slightly.
 
Brendon lifts his head and makes a stupid face for no good reason. Spencer laughs again.
 
"I warned you I wasn't gonna be Mr. Smooth Moves," Brendon says. "So, uh. Wanna move this to the bed?"
 
Spencer grins. "Smooth enough for me."
 
He lets himself be dragged by the hand to Brendon's bed, and they flop down onto it on their sides, close together but not quite touching. They're both grinning again, like they can't help it.
 
"If you have questions or anything, you can ask them," Spencer says, after a moment. "I mean, I know you want to try stuff, but I remember when Ryan and I were figuring this shit out, there were a lot of questions. Some of them sounded stupid in our heads so we didn't want to ask them at first, but—" He shrugs with the shoulder not pressed beneath him. "I won't think anything's stupid, and I want this to be—what you need, so...."
 
Brendon reaches out and trails his fingers absently along Spencer's arm. "Okay, so. First question. How weird would it be if I asked you to get naked right now?"
 
Spencer laughs, even as his breath hitches. "Not weird. I mean, I'm going to pretty much demand equal-opportunity nudity, but as long as you're cool with that, we're all good."
 
"Yeah." Brendon rolls his eyes. "Well, you know how much I hate being naked."
 
Spencer snorts, then leans forward and kisses Brendon again, just because he can, because he's allowed and he wants to and it's okay that he wants to, and he's trying pretty hard not to let himself think any further ahead than this moment, because he's afraid he'll embarrass himself pretty quickly if he does, but in this moment, kissing Brendon is new and awesome and all he really wants.
 
Brendon breaks the kiss after a few lazy minutes to accuse Spencer of making false promises, and Spencer is laughing again as they push themselves up and strip off the few clothes they're wearing. They don't bother trying to be particularly sexy about it, or taking the time to undress each other. Those things are awesome, too, but right now Spencer just wants to be naked with Brendon.
 
Spencer lays down on the bed again, but Brendon just climbs up to sit cross-legged beside him and stare. Spencer tries not to feel self-conscious about it, about the way his body doesn't look like Brendon's body, about the way his dick keeps twitching against his belly. He makes himself lay still and just let Brendon look.
 
"Pretty much all equipment you're already familiar with," he says eventually, grinning.
 
Brendon smiles back. "Different like this, though. It's different when it's you."
 
And yeah, Spencer remembers that, too. How fascinating a hard cock suddenly seems when it isn't your own, the way the sight of another guy's balls in a sexual situation can be randomly intimidating for no good reason. He reaches out and pokes Brendon's thigh.
 
"Wanna make out some more?"
 
Brendon beams. "Always."
 
He drops back down to lay beside Spencer, close enough that Spencer can feel the heat from his body, and leans in for a kiss. And—wow, yeah. It's different this time, less exploratory and more intense, and that makes it a whole lot harder not to think about any of the things Spencer is determined not to think about, not yet, like the way Brendon's body is probably still a little open from before, maybe still a little wet inside with lube. Like the way he could reach back right now and slide a finger in, so easy—maybe two, even, or his tongue—and Brendon would like it, would be ready and eager and—
 
Brendon shifts a little closer, and their cocks brush together against their bellies. Spencer's breath hitches, but Brendon actually gasps, his head falling back a little and his hips jerking forward, and Spencer suddenly thinks, this is his first time like this, this is the first time he's felt this, and that thought feels different from before, feels exciting and new and sort of blindingly hot, and suddenly Spencer wants to show him everything his body can do, right now.
 
He pulls back a little, looks at Brendon's bright eyes and flushed face, and makes himself ask, just in case. "Can I show you some stuff?"
 
Brendon nods, eager, and Spencer grins at him and pushes him over onto his back. Brendon goes easily, lets his legs fall open in invitation, and Spencer takes it, lifting himself up over Brendon until his body is cradled between Brendon's thighs. He bends his head for another kiss, and while Brendon is distracted by that, Spencer grinds down firmly.
 
It's rough, a little too dry, not exactly comfortable. It's also perfect, because Brendon moans and spreads his legs even wider, grinding back up against Spencer and clutching at his back.
 
Spencer says, "I'm gonna go down on you, is that okay?" and rolls his hips down again. Brendon grunts, his eyes rolling back a little, and nods feverishly.
 
Spencer bites at his collarbone and then lifts his hips away so he can slide down Brendon's body, scattering kisses on his way but not bothering to tease. Not about this.
 
"Can I use my fingers?" he asks, as he's sliding into position, his shoulders between Brendon's thighs.
 
"Oh my god, stop asking," Brendon says hoarsely, and lifts his hips in an impatient gesture that makes Spencer laugh into the crease of his thigh before licking a line up his cock.
 
He doesn't exactly have a lot of experience with this.  The only blowjobs he's ever actually given were to Ryan during that one month, though he's given a handjob or two in the years since, but he never actually got, like, stunningly good at this or anything. He has to use his hand around the base to keep from gagging, and it's a little wet, a little sloppy and uncoordinated, but Brendon isn't really even here for the blowjob. He just wants the experience, and that—that, Spencer can give him.
 
He takes a moment to reacquaint himself with the way this feels, the stretch of his jaw and the weight of a cock on his tongue, the salty-thick taste and the slide of the blunt head against the roof of his mouth. He may not be a master or anything, but he always kind of loved this.
 
After a moment, he finds his rhythm, or at least as much of it as he's going to find right now, and shifts up to support his weight on his knees so he can drop his other hand down between Brendon's thighs.
 
There it is.
 
Fuck. Brendon's hole is tiny and tight beneath his finger, but the muscle is still pretty relaxed from before, just like Spencer had known it would be, and yeah, it's just a little bit wet when he runs his finger in a quick firm circle around the rim. Spencer groans around Brendon's cock, and slips one finger slowly inside.
 
Brendon makes a sound like a helpless whimper, his hips snapping upward involuntarily, and Spencer groans again, crooking his finger right away and searching out Brendon's prostate. When he finds it, Brendon's entire body jerks, and he starts talking.
 
"Fuck," he says weakly, clutching at the sheets beside his hips. "Fuck, Spence, so good, another one, okay, I can take another one, please—"
 
And Spencer gives it to him, twisting and rubbing and sucking until Brendon is a whimpering mess beneath him.
 
"I'm gonna come," Brendon babbles, frantic. "You have to stop, I'm gonna come, I'm gonna—"
 
Spencer sucks harder, pushing his fingers in a deliberate massage against Brendon's prostate, and pulls almost all the way off until he can sweep his tongue around the head of Brendon's cock.
Brendon pushes weakly at Spencer's forehead, but Spencer hangs on, and just like that, Brendon falls apart, groaning loudly as he comes over Spencer's tongue.   Spencer swallows thickly, pulling off to push his burning face against the skin of Brendon's thigh, and tries to catch his breath. He wants to shove himself up onto his knees and jerk off over Brendon's chest, his belly, maybe even his face; he wants to slick up his cock and push into Brendon's body, fuck him until they both forget their own names; he wants to fall onto Brendon's chest and lick into his mouth with the taste of come still on his tongue while he rubs off like a high schooler against the crease of Brendon's thigh.
 
It takes a superhuman effort, but he manages not to do any of those things. This is supposed to be about Brendon, and he doesn't know yet what Brendon wants. He's also a little too incoherent to ask right now.
 
He's physically shaking by the time Brendon recovers himself enough to speak.
 
"I didn't—I didn't want to come, asshole," he says plaintively, smacking weakly at Spencer's shoulder. "I wanted—I didn't get to—"
 
Spencer doesn't lift his head, but manages to make his mouth work. "Dude. You're not an eighty year old man, I'm pretty sure with a little teamwork we could get you back in business. Besides—" and now he does lift his head, because Brendon should really know he's serious about this, "—you're not...I mean. Look. I know you're not a virgin or whatever, and you've experimented on your own, I get that. But this stuff, the gay stuff. It's kind of a big deal, okay? You don't have to—I'm not actually some guy in a club you took home for a night. You don't have to do everything at once, maybe just messing around tonight would be...kind of a good thing, you know? And then if you want to try some more stuff later, it's not like you don't know where to find me. It's not like I'm gonna say no."
 
Brendon opens his mouth like he's going to object, maybe, but then he pauses, his expression going kind of soft.
 
"We can still mess around tonight, though, right?" he asks hopefully.
 
Spencer snorts. "We can do anything you want to, I'm not trying to tell you what you can and can't do. I'm just—I just wanted—"
 
"I know." Brendon grins at him and tugs him up the bed. "And I bow to your superior wisdom and gay experience. I'm totally down with multi-part lessons." He waggles his eyebrows a little, and pushes Spencer over onto his back. "Besides, this means I can play with you now, right? You haven't come yet, and I have a lot to learn."
 
Spencer's eyes roll back, and he shudders as Brendon wraps curious fingers around his aching cock.
Fuck. Yeah. This is an awesome idea.
 
—
 
Fin.
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