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  Deleted Scene (A Thing Goes On)

  by reni_days

    Summary

    (Extra content from the Jack  Coke Nights series.) Cut scene from A Thing Goes On, during the drinking game scene not shown in the final edit:


  
    Notes

      Not a part of the actual series, just a deleted moment from the 1st in the series.








    






  "I give up," he says finally, sitting back in exasperation as, yet again, his quarter goes rolling off the side of the table instead of flipping neatly into the glass. "I forfeit, I lose, I'm fired, I suck, the end."
 
"Penalty," Ryan says smoothly.
 
Brendon narrows his eyes.
 
"Fuck off." He crosses his arms, his lips quirking up in spite of himself. "What penalty?"
 
"A dirty prank call," Ryan says promptly.
 
Well. That was quick. Brendon is a little taken aback. "A dirty—what? Who am I calling?"
 
Spencer started grinning the minute Ryan opened his mouth, and now he tosses Brendon the local phone book, eyebrow arched in clear challenge.
 
Brendon narrows his eyes. "Traitor," he says, and flips open the book to a random page.
 
"You have to actually start dirty-talking whoever answers," Ryan instructs. "No matter who it is."
 
"I'm not dirty-talking a little kid, and you can't make me."
 
"Christ." Ryan makes a face. "Of course not, assface. I just meant no pussing out just because a guy picks up."
 
Brendon rolls his eyes, and holds out his hand for the phone. "I hope a guy does pick up," he says, calling up all the bravado he can. "Watch and learn, motherfuckers."
 
He points to a name at random, which turns out to be for Eugenia Mae Carpenter, wrinkles his nose, and dials the number below that, for M. Carpenter. It takes a few rings for the line to connect.
 
"Hello?" says a sleepy-sounding voice. A sleepy-sounding, young, male voice.

Score.
 
Brendon doesn't bother with niceties. He's never made a dirty call before, he has no idea what he's actually supposed to be doing here, so he just goes with the only plan he's got, which is to recite random lines from porno movies in the lowest, huskiest voice he can manage until the dude hangs up on him.
 
"I want to suck your cock," he says first, because why not come out swinging. On the other bed, Ryan and Spencer are wearing identical expressions of shock. Brendon has to look away, or he's going to burst out laughing. "I want to kneel on the floor with your dick in my mouth, can I do that?"
 
There is a short silence on the other end of the line, a heavy breath or two. Then, "Yeah," the guy says back, every bit as low and husky as Brendon. "Yeah, do it."

What. The. Fuck.
 
Brendon actually pulls the phone away from his ear to stare at it for a second, but the guy is still there, murmuring "Hello?" into the phone, and Ryan and Spencer are still watching from the other bed, and Brendon doesn't know what to do so he just starts talking back.
 
"Fuck, yeah," he says nonsensically, and then, "I bet you taste so fucking good."
 
"Yeah," the guy says again, breathless. "Keep talking, what else?"
 
Um. "You want to fuck me? You can," Brendon says, and seriously, how much longer does he have to keep doing this? This was so not part of the plan. He breathes heavily into the phone for a second, and then adds, in his dirtiest Lying-voice, "You can fuck me like the whore I am."
 
Jesus. He hopes he really does drink enough to forget this night. His face feels like it's on fire.
 
"Shit, yes," says the guy, and oh god, he's actually panting now. "Fuck you so hard, make you ride me."
 
"Yeah," Brendon murmurs. "Ride you all night." God, who actually talks like this? Brendon wants to die. A quick glance at Ryan and Spencer's shell-shocked expressions makes him keep going. "Touch yourself. Stroke your cock and let me hear you."
 
Dude. He is so cutting back on the porn from now on.
 
"I am," breathes the mystery dude. "I am, fuck, I'm stroking it so hard—"
 
Spencer's fingers slam down against the phone, disconnecting the call while the guy is still talking, and Brendon releases a shaky breath. "Fuck, I though you were going to make me keep going all night!"
 
Possibly his phrasing could use some work. Brendon is hanging on the very edge of laughter, has been pretty much since he picked up the phone, but there is something in the way Spencer and Ryan are looking at him right now that reminds him what they're really doing here, that makes him bite his lip against the smile that wants to break out, and walk as casually as he can to the table to pour himself a drink. 
 
"So," he says, taking a long pull from the glass. "What are we playing now?"
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