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  Untitled Football Ficlet

  by reni_days

    Summary

    Written for the prompt: Spencer and Brendon watching football.


  






    






  
TITLE: Untitled Football Ficlet
WORD COUNT: 400-ish
RATING: G
WRITTEN FOR THE PROMPT: Talk to me about Brendon watching football with Spencer.
A/N: Originally posted in comments here.
[bookmark: cutid1]"Brendon," Spencer says slowly.  "What are you doing?"
Brendon looks up.  "Watching football."
Spencer waits a little while, lets that run around in his head a few times, but it doesn't start making any more sense. "You don't even know anything about football."
Brendon huffs.  "I do, too.  Right now it's a first and ten on the fifty-yard line with a buttonhook around the...field goal."
There is a long silence.  Spencer arches an eyebrow.
"...I like it when they do the touchdown dances," Brendon admits.
Spencer laughs, dropping onto the couch next to Brendon.  "You're an idiot."
"You're an idiot," Brendon says sulkily.  "Your mom's an idiot."
"Do you want to learn about this or not?" Spencer asks, smacking Brendon on the back of the head. "Shut up about my mom and pay attention."
Brendon looks dubious, but obligingly turns to stare at the screen.
"Okay," says Spencer after a minute or two. "This is called a first down. That means the offense--the team with the ball--has to try to make it ten yards, so they can--what?" he interrupts himself, catching sight of Brendon's expression.
Brendon looks a little awed.  "How come you never told me you actually know about this stuff?"
Spencer shrugs. "I used to watch it with my dad. Now, look, see--hang on, they'll replay it--that's called holding, that's totally illegal, that's a five-yard penalty and a--"
Brendon's head drifts down to rest on his shoulder, and Spencer is pretty sure that he's not paying any attention at all, but he keeps talking anyway because he kind of likes the way Brendon is all curled up and quiet against him.
"--and if it's intercepted, then the--oh, come on, Christ, that was a shitty call, what the fuck?  Fucking blind fucking--"
Brendon laughs quietly into Spencer's shoulder, and Spencer snaps out of his rant and glances down.
"Sorry," he says, and goes a little pink when he realizes that Brendon has somehow managed to wriggle in under his arm when he wasn't paying attention. He clears his throat. "Okay, well, you'll like this part, because they're totally going to go for the touchdown."
Brendon brightens.  "And then he'll dance?"
Spencer sighs.  "Yes, Brendon," he says, rolling his eyes fondly.  "Then he'll dance.  Probably."
Brendon smiles, and burrows even closer into Spencer's side.  "Awesome," he says, and Spencer agrees in spite of himself.
It's pretty awesome.[bookmark: cutid1-end]


Comment Fic (Football)








    



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


    
