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    Summary

    Spencer has no idea where all of this has suddenly come from. But he thinks Brendon probably won't complain.
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SUMMARY: Spencer has no idea where all of this has suddenly come from. But he thinks Brendon probably won't complain.
 KINK: Fingering
A/N: The rules of the game with Lib state that somnophilia qualifies as "Consent Play," even when the consent is clearly implied by the pre-existing nature of the relationship. You don't care about that, though. What this means, in practice, is that I have written yet more somnophilia, largely because I don't feel equipped to write, like, rape fantasy. Also, be advised that this fic contains barebacking. I'd warn for schmoop, but like. It's me. 
 
 
[bookmark: cutid1]Brendon is sound asleep, sprawled naked and face-down on top of the covers, when Spencer gets home. Spencer stands in the bedroom doorway for a long moment, just staring. He hadn't had any specific plans to do anything tonight—he'd known Brendon would be sleeping, he'd already been exhausted when they left the studio earlier today, and it's almost two o'clock in the morning now—but seeing Brendon like this, all exposed and vulnerable in sleep, thighs spread like an invitation...Spencer can't quite help himself.
 
He doesn't bother to undress, just kicks off his shoes and makes his way over to the bed. Brendon doesn't wake when the bed shifts beneath Spencer's weight, but Spencer hadn't expected him to. Brendon has a tendency to exhaust himself throughout the day, and sleep like the dead at night.
 
Spencer reaches out, mouth dry, and lets a finger slide lightly down Brendon's spine. He's warm in sleep, like he always is, putting out heat like a low-level furnace even without any sheets or blankets to cover him.
 
Spencer lets himself touch, skimming first his fingertips and then his whole hand over the smooth pale skin of Brendon's back, down over the curve of his ass and across his hips. Brendon sighs softly when Spencer brushes light touches along his sensitive inner thighs, but doesn't wake.
 
Spencer gently shifts one of Brendon's legs a little, spreading him open wider until Spencer has room to sit cross-legged between his knees. Brendon is pliant in sleep, letting himself be maneuvered at Spencer's whim. Spencer shouldn't be turned on by it, by Brendon's vulnerability like this, by his stillness beneath Spencer's hands, but...he is.
 
He's hard, his dick throbbing inside the confines of his jeans, but it's a low-level ache, a buzz of arousal humming under his skin. Nothing urgent, nothing he wants to do anything about. Not right now.  He's not ready to give up this moment, the thrill of sitting here, still fully clothed in the middle of the night with Brendon naked and sleeping before him.
 
He trails a long, slow touch down the line of Brendon's ass, from his tailbone all the way down until Spencer's fingers brush against the soft weight of Brendon's balls.
 
Brendon sighs again, soft.
 
Spencer repeats the touch, gentle, and then shifts to one side until he can quietly pull open the nightstand drawer, and reach inside to find the lube. Brendon doesn't wake up. Spencer can admit to himself that he's happy about it.
 
He slicks up the fingers of one hand and returns to tracing them between the cheeks of Brendon's ass, careful up-and-down strokes, wet now but still idle, still just playing. He uses both hands to spread Brendon open, exposing him, and spends a long moment just looking, rubbing the tip of one thumb lightly back and forth over his hole. Brendon's breath catches slightly, the tight muscle quivering a bit beneath Spencer's thumb, but he still doesn't wake. Just lays there, sleep-warm and boneless, while Spencer touches him in the most intimate of ways.
 
Spencer's cock throbs in his pants. He ignores it.
 
He wants to lean down, chase his fingers with slow swipes of his tongue, and he will—but not yet. When Brendon is awake, he will. He'll spread him open and lick him until Brendon is writhing under his mouth, but he won't be able to watch then, won't be able to trace his eyes over Brendon's sleeping face, his softly-parted lips and the shadows his eyelashes make against his skin in the soft light from the streetlamp that pours in through the window. He won't be able to watch Brendon's expressions change as he wakes, watch the confusion and arousal and the moment of surprised understanding, and he wants to. He wants to see that, watch it happen.
 
He brushes his thumb over Brendon's hole again, then replaces it with a fingertip and sweeps a firmer touch over it, around it, dipping just the very tip of his finger inside and twisting his wrist to rub a slow, light circle against that sensitive skin from the inside.
 
Brendon's breath hitches again, his hips shifting a little in his sleep. Spencer knows that motion, that little restless roll. Brendon is getting hard.
 
Spencer's mouth is dry, the ache in his cock just this side of becoming painful. He doesn't stop, just keeps moving his finger in deliberate, teasing circles until Brendon sighs and shifts again, and he's not awake yet but he will be soon. Spencer wants that, he does, part of him is desperate for it, but—
 
He stops moving, holds himself forcibly still for long seconds that stretch into minutes, not touching Brendon anywhere except for the tip of that one finger inside him, waiting. It probably doesn't take very long, though it feels like forever to Spencer, before the faint tension in Brendon's muscles relaxes again, before his breathing steadies back out into the slow, deep rhythms of sleep.
 
Spencer pushes forward, letting his finger sink all the way into Brendon's body in one smooth slide. Brendon twitches slightly under his hand, but doesn't wake.
 
And this—this is what Spencer wants. Brendon loves to be fingered, loves it almost as much as he loves sex, maybe sometimes even more, and Spencer never really thought about anything like this before, but it's fucking hot like this, fingering Brendon in his sleep, working him slowly toward wakefulness and then backing off a little, pushing it a little bit at a time. He wants to watch Brendon wake up already squirming on Spencer's fingers, halfway to coming while Spencer works him open, rubs over his prostate until Brendon is panting and desperate. He wants to make Brendon come before Brendon is even fully aware of what's happening, and then he wants to fuck him into the mattress all sleepy and sated, and maybe make him come again when it's over.
 
Spencer has no idea where all of this has suddenly come from. But he thinks Brendon probably won't complain.
 
He's up to two fingers before Brendon's hips start shifting again, before his breath catches in that way that means he's probably not far from waking, and Spencer thinks about backing off again, trying for three before he lets Brendon come fully awake, but Spencer's not sure he can stand to stop, can stand to wait any longer. He crooks his fingers inside of Brendon, lets his other hand fall down to rub his thumb in light, firm strokes behind Brendon's balls.
 
Brendon gasps, his hips rocking back onto Spencer's fingers even before his eyes flutter open, confused and disoriented. He makes a soft rough sound like a question and then twists a little until he can look back and see Spencer behind him, and the moment he realizes what's happening, his eyes roll back and his mouth falls open on the sweetest, most ragged moan Spencer has ever heard him make.
 
Spencer barely even registers the desperate sound he makes in response.
 
He twists his fingers, watches Brendon's back arch, watches his pale hands clutch at the dark sheets beneath him, and then Brendon really is squirming, writhing on Spencer's fingers, completely open and unabashed, and Spencer is so hard he feels like he might come just from this, just from watching and touching and listening and Brendon.
 
It doesn't take long for Brendon to come—he was probably well over halfway there before he even woke up—and he clenches down tight around Spencer's fingers while he shudders through it, cock still untouched beneath him.
Spencer doesn't even wait for Brendon to catch his breath.
 
He has his own jeans open faster than he'd known he could move, tearing at them one-handed and shoving them down his thighs, and Brendon is wet enough and open enough that he doesn't even bother with lube, just pulls his fingers free of Brendon's body with a wet sound that shouldn't be as hot as it is, and pushes inside in one smooth stroke.
 
Brendon makes a choked, inarticulate sound, and he's probably oversensitized but he's bucking back into it, so fucking eager and this isn't going to last, it isn't. Spencer is already about to come, he's been ready for so long—too long—and the way Brendon's body is arching into it, trembling and open under Spencer, it's too much.
 
They've only done this a couple of times since they officially threw the condoms away, and it's still new, the hot wet slide of it around Spencer's bare cock, the heat and the tightness and the slick glide of skin on skin—Spencer groans, overwhelmed, low and gravel-rough in the back of his throat.
 
He lets himself fall forward until he's covering Brendon's body with his own, and fuck, he's still fully fucking clothed, his shirt rasping against Brendon's skin but he doesn't care, that's hot too—it just makes Brendon seem even more naked somehow, more exposed, more Spencer's—and Spencer tangles his fingers with Brendon's against the sheets and just rocks his hips in short shallow strokes until he comes so hard he sees sparks behind his eyes.
 
He's got to be crushing Brendon under the weight of his body, but Brendon doesn't seem to care. He flexes his fingers in Spencer's, squeezing a little, and just lays there while Spencer slowly returns to himself, his cock still nestled inside Brendon's body as it softens. Spencer knows he should move, but doesn't want to.
 
He turns his face until he can press a tender kiss against the warm skin of Brendon's shoulder, and feels Brendon smile against his forehead.
 
"Mmm," Brendon says, after a long quiet moment. "Hi."
 
Spencer laughs quietly into Brendon's neck. "Hi."
 
"What time is it?"
 
"Pretty late." Regretfully, Spencer starts to push his weight up onto his elbows—he really does need to get up off of Brendon's ribcage, not to mention think about cleaning them up a little—but Brendon tightens his fingers in Spencer's, tugs ineffectually.
 
"Stay," he murmurs. "Just for a little while. I like feeling you inside like this."
 
Spencer's breath catches. "I'm crushing you."
 
Brendon smiles into the pillow again. "I'm kind of okay with it."
 
Spencer lets himself lay back down, tucking his face into Brendon's neck. "You're kind of amazing," he says, softly.
 
"Me?" Brendon laughs a little, and Spencer can feel the way he's trying not to let his body move too much, trying to keep Spencer's soft cock from slipping free. It makes Spencer's chest feel tight. "I'm not the one waking people up with mind-blowing sex in the middle of the night. You're the amazing one."
 
Spencer doesn't have the words to explain all the ways in which Brendon actually is the amazing one, doesn't know how to say that nobody else has ever made him feel like this, made him need—made him want—like this. He doesn't have the words, but this is Brendon, so he sort of doesn't have to.
 
Against the pillow, Brendon grins, wicked and sleepy. "It's okay," he says, a little blurrily. "I can be the amazing one tomorrow." He waggles his eyebrows in a silly leer that still somehow manages to be sexy. "I wake up earlier than you."
 
Spencer laughs again, and this time the motion of it does make him slip out of Brendon, who makes a small sad sound in response. Spencer takes advantage of his new freedom of movement to roll off to the side and lean in for a long, sweet, lazy kiss. Brendon tastes like sleep and like Brendon, and Spencer's chest does that squeezing thing again.
 
"I kind of love you," he confesses quietly, seriously, against Brendon's mouth.
 
Brendon stills for a second, because he's known that—he's had to have known that—but they haven't ever actually said it, and Spencer holds his breath a little without meaning to.
 
And then Brendon smiles again, bright and blinding, and says, "I kind of love you back," and wow. Spencer had known that, too, if not from the moment when he basically moved into Brendon's bedroom, then definitely from the moment Brendon had said, with a sort of careful nonchalance, that there wasn't really anyone else for him and he didn't have any particular plans for that to change, so what would Spencer think about trying life without condoms? He'd known, then, but there really is something different about hearing it out loud.
 
They lay there smiling at each other like idiots for a minute or two before Spencer realizes he's still fully clothed and hasn't made any moves to so much as offer Brendon a washcloth, which isn't very romantic, and starts to roll away to go and find one.
Brendon squeezes his fingers again, pulling Spencer back against him, and his smile is drowsy but his eyes are bright and happy.
 
"Stay," he says again, softly. "Just for a little while."
 
Spencer stays.
 
—
 
Fin.
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