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TITLE: Untitled Carnival Steal-Date Ficlet
WORD COUNT: 1,200-ish
RATING: G
WRITTEN FOR THE PROMPT: Spencer and Brendon go to a carnival. Spencer is stealthy about it being their first date. Brendon is oblivious but figures it out at the end. Ryan mocks Spencer by txt messaging :D
A/N: Originally prompted in comments here.
[bookmark: cutid1]"...what are you even doing?"
Spencer glowers at the little target, ignoring Brendon and aiming his stupid water-gun again. He can do this. He is a fucking drummer, okay, he has excellent hand-eye coordination. Fuck this stupid game, anyway.
"Spencer?"
"One sec," says Spencer, and opens fire on the little target. He misses by a mile, and no matter how he tries to correct it, he can't stay centered on the damn thing long enough to move his little horse more than a fraction of an inch at a time. He growls under his breath.
He is going to win that fucking monkey for Brendon. He is. It's stupid, and cheesy, and Brendon is totally both of those things, and if Spencer is going to do this, he is going to do it right, okay?
"Look," Brendon says gently, after Spencer has managed to lose the game yet again, and is seriously starting to contemplate throwing his water-gun at the smug attendant. "Can you just--hang on, let me--"
Before Spencer knows what is even happening, Brendon has handed the guy a couple of bucks and gently wrestled the gun out of Spencer's hands. While Spencer stares in total dismay, Brendon proceeds to casually sight down the barrel and fire a single perfect, steady stream directly onto the bullseye of the target. The horse practically prances to the finish line.
Two minutes later, Spencer is clutching a stupid purple monkey to his chest as Brendon drags him off to get a funnel cake.
("Here," he'd told Spencer happily. "I won it for you!")
Spencer sighs.
--
"I didn't think you even liked Ferris Wheels," Brendon says curiously, while they're waiting in line under the beating sun.
Spencer grits his teeth. He hates Ferris Wheels. But he can't kiss Brendon at the top of one without being willing to ride it to begin with, so here they are.
"I love Ferris Wheels," he lies. "They're awesome."
"Huh." Brendon shrugs. "Weird. I mean, because of your thing about heights, not that it's weird to like Ferris Wheels. Kind of cool, though, that you can do it without being scared."
Spencer wishes Brendon would stop talking about heights and being scared. He is going to throw up, and that is not going to be a very romantic first kiss at all.
"Lonely rider!" shouts the ride attendant in front of them. Spencer follows Brendon's gaze to the little girl of about eleven. She looks fatally mortified as the attendant keeps shouting. She's also completely bald, with the pale skin and skinny frame of a chemo patient.
"Spencer," whispers Brendon.
"Lonely rider!" yells the attendant again, and Spencer knows what's about to happen before Brendon even opens his mouth.
"He'll ride with her," Brendon says, pushing Spencer forward. "I'll just wait down here for you," he adds to Spencer.
Spencer opens his mouth to object, but Brendon is staring at him with pleading eyes and so is the little girl, and then somehow Spencer is climbing into a rickety bucket of death and the little girl is beaming at him as the attendant closes the bar.
"I'm Lily," she says brightly. She has a beautiful smile.
Spencer would introduce himself back, but the Wheel jolts into motion, and he's too busy clutching the bar for dear life.
--
Ahahahahahaha, reads Ryan's text. Lame.
Spencer deletes the message, and leans against the wobbly railing, still clutching his stupid fucking purple monkey like an idiot. He's mostly done shaking, now. Maybe, once Brendon and Lily are done riding the Octopus, he can buy Brendon some cotton candy and then lick the sticky parts off his lower lip or something.
This is totally still a salvageable day. Ryan is just being a dick.
That plan gets shot to hell the minute Brendon and Lily show back up. Brendon looks worried; Lily, sheepish.
"Dude, did you know Lily snuck out of her mom's house to come here? She just got out of the hospital last week!"
Spencer arches an eyebrow, because he just met Lily half an hour ago, how would he possibly have known that? On the other hand, it kind of seems obvious, when he actually thinks about it. Why else would a pre-teen cancer patient be all alone at a carnival, accidentally befriending random rock stars?
"We're calling her mom," Brendon says sternly, and Spencer can see the rest of the day disappearing before his eyes, but he can't disagree. Lily is only a week out of the hospital, still skinny and frail, and probably has no business being anywhere near this place, which is most likely why she snuck out to begin with.
They call from Spencer's phone, because Brendon's is, as usual, totally out of battery. Brendon does the talking, and he is charming and a little awkward, and even though Spencer can totally hear the frantic shrieks of Lily's mom through the tinny speaker from several feet away, Brendon never loses his cool.
In no time, they're standing out front with Lily, watching her mom squeal up in a beat-up old station wagon, and there's barely even time to say goodbye in the flurry of tears and scoldings that follow. Spencer sees Brendon slip Lily a piece of paper, though, probably an autograph but maybe his phone number for all Spencer knows, and Spencer himself manages to smuggle the purple monkey into her arms through the open window in the instant before they drive away.
Spencer turns to find Brendon staring at him, Spencer's phone still clutched in his hand. There's a strange expression on his face, one Spencer can't quite read, and then Brendon holds out the phone so that Spencer can see the display, and Spencer almost swallows his tongue.
Manage to kiss him yet? reads Ryan's text. Or has some new disaster gotten in the way?
Spencer...can't even make words. His stomach is suddenly swooping and churning, way worse than it was on the Ferris Wheel, and his face feels like it's on fire, and he has absolutely no idea what to say right now.
"Was." Brendon stops, bites his lip, then starts over determinedly. "Was this a date, Spencer Smith?"
Spencer can't do anything but stare.
That seems to be answer enough for Brendon, because suddenly Spencer finds himself with a mouthful of Brendon's tongue, and--hey, wow. Okay. Um.
It only takes a second for Spencer to snap to it and start kissing back, and seriously, wow, and he doesn't know how long they stand there making out in the parking lot, but he's just starting to have vague, dizzy thoughts about finding something--anything--to back Brendon up against or something, when Brendon starts laughing against his mouth.
Spencer breaks away, affronted. "What?"
Brendon shakes his head, still laughing, and drops his forehead onto Spencer's shoulder. His arms are tight around Spencer's waist, and he feels kind of amazing in Spencer's arms.
"Just--" Brendon says, squeezing Spencer tight for a second in a hug. "You--the monkey, and--oh, god. The Ferris Wheel."
"Shut up." Spencer can feel himself blushing again. Look, he tried, okay?
"No, no," insists Brendon, reaching up to kiss Spencer again, sweetly. When he pulls back, his smile is bright enough to light up cities. "I'm not--Spencer. This was totally the best date ever, okay? I mean it. Best. Date. Ever."
Spencer is pretty sure he's still being mocked, but he can't quite bring himself to care, because Brendon has gone back to kissing him again, and...yeah, okay.
Best date ever.
End.
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