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    Summary

    Spencer tells Brendon exactly what he's thinking.


  






    






  
TITLE: Waiting For Tonight
WORD COUNT: 830-ish
RATING: light NC17
SUMMARY:  Spencer tells Brendon exactly what he's thinking.
KINK: Dirty Talk
A/N: Part three of the voyeur-verse, written for an unofficial kink bingo game with [image: [info]]libgirl .
~
Brendon is doing vocal warm-ups when his phone buzzes in his pocket. He frowns when he sees that the text is from Spencer, who is sitting literally just on the other side of the dressing room from Brendon, fully in his line of sight, typing away on his Sidekick and occasionally nodding absently at Zack, who is talking beside him and making occasional sweeping gestures with his beer.
 
Brendon opens the text, and very nearly swallows his tongue.
 
Can't wait for tonight. Thinking about it all day.
 
Holy. Shit.
 
He can feel how wide his eyes have gotten. He can't look up at Spencer, can't do anything but stand there, frozen in place with his eyes locked on his phone, and just like that, he's hard.
 
In the dressing room. Jesus Christ.
 
The phone buzzes again before Brendon can even catch his breath.
 
Want to see you come again. 
 
Oh shit, oh shit. Brendon's hands are shaking and his heart is racing, and he does look up at Spencer now, he has to, but Spencer isn't looking back. He's just sitting there, totally straight-faced like everything is fucking normal, fingers moving busily over the keys of his phone while Brendon stands across the room and quietly goes up in flames.
 
Buzz.
 
Brendon can hear himself breathing. It feels loud and obvious, even in the noisy bustle of the room. Against his better judgment, he looks back at his phone.
 
Used to think about it every night while you watched me. Left my curtains open on purpose after that first time. You never returned the favor.
 
"Brendon?"
 
Brendon jumps half a foot in the air, actually squeaking as he looks up to find that Zack has made his way across the room and is now standing right next to him, and—fuck it.
 
"I have to go," Brendon blurts. "To, uh—bathroom."
 
In his hand, his phone buzzes. Brendon clenches his other hand into a fist so he won't press it up against his cock right there in the middle of the room.
 
Zack looks at him funny, but Brendon doesn't stick around long enough to care. He checks his phone on the way.
 
I was missing out all that time. You're fucking hot when you come.
 
"Oh, shit," Brendon says weakly, and stumbles through the door of the bathroom without a backwards glance. He's got his pants open almost before the door is all the way closed.
 
Buzz.
 
He fumbles the phone one-handed, almost dropping it in his rush to get his other hand around his dick, but Jesus, he can't fucking wait anymore.
 
I know what you're doing in there. Wish I could be watching. Think they'd notice if I followed you in?
 
Brendon's head drops forward, fingers twitching on his cock, and he barely manages to strangle a groan as it forces its way up from his chest. Fuck, Spencer is killing him. 
 
Buzz.
 
Want to see you without that fucking curtain in the way, see your hand on your dick, watch how you move.
 
"Fuck!" Brendon hisses, tightening his hand and speeding up his strokes until he's panting with the force of it. It's too dry, almost painful, but he can't stop, not even long enough to lick his hand, he just can't.  He's so close already, so fucking close.
 
Buzz.
 
"Shit," he gasps, and checks the screen.
 
Maybe I'll get a chance to see it soon. Hotel night tomorrow. Room with me?
 
Brendon comes, back arching and head banging backwards against the door. Everyone must have heard it, but Brendon doesn't even care—Spencer must have heard it, that's what matters, Spencer must have heard it and known, known Brendon was coming because of his words, and Brendon's entire body is still tingling with the aftershocks when his phone buzzes quietly again.
 
I'll take that as a yes.
 
God. Brendon closes his eyes, breathes in deeply through his nose for a minute to calm down, and shoves his phone into his pocket. He cleans up as quickly as he can, tucking himself back into some semblance of order, and by the time he leaves the bathroom, the only physical sign of what he did is the lingering flush on his cheeks.
 
Spencer is standing outside the door, looking a little pink, himself. He smiles at Brendon, a bright happy smile with a slightly sheepish edge, and ducks into the bathroom as Brendon leaves it. The back of his hand brushes lightly against Brendon's, and in a sudden rush, Brendon knows exactly what Spencer is going in there to do.
 
He grins, biting his lip and not even caring if he looks like an idiot, and pulls out his own phone. He maybe doesn't have the nerve to do what Spencer did, but he can get his point across anyway.
 
He types out his message and sends it before he can change his mind.
 
I'm holding you to that, it says. In the meantime, see you tonight.
 
—
 
Fin.






    



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


    
