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  Can't Take My Eyes Off You
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    Summary

    Brendon is still watching.  This time, Spencer is watching back.
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Voyeur, Part 2: Can't Take My Eyes Off You
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Brendon's fingers tighten around his cock, almost to the point of pain. Fuck, fuck, he can't believe they're doing this. He can't believe this is happening.
 
Across the aisle, Spencer bites his lip, eyes wide and blue as he stares at Brendon, shoulder moving furiously just out of sight.
 
Brendon had barely been able to look him in the eye all day long—not after last night, Jesus—but now. Now he's looking, can't look anywhere else, fuck, Spencer.
 
He'd been hiding in his bunk when the text came, curtain pulled tightly closed, pretending not to exist. After a whole day of walking around like everything was totally normal, Spencer was crawling into his bunk across the aisle, and Brendon hadn't been able to face the idea of peeking to see if there was a gap in Spencer's curtains tonight, hadn't been able to stop thinking about the text from last night and what it might mean. Hadn't wanted to risk hoping, risk misunderstanding and feeling even stupider and more mortified than he already did.
 
So. Hiding.
 
Around them, the sounds of the bus had faded and grown nighttime-quiet, all deep rhythmic breathing and rumbling engine. And then Brendon's phone had buzzed quietly.
 
Open your curtain, Spencer had texted, and Brendon's heart had lodged itself in his throat until he nearly strangled on it, but he'd done as Spencer asked.
 
Across the aisle, Spencer's own curtain was open, not all the way but definitely more than he usually did, his entire face visible in the light from—holy fuck—his softly-glowing reading lamp.
 
He was on his side, facing Brendon. Watching Brendon.
 
And then he'd bitten his lip, and somewhere just out of Brendon's line of sight, his arm had started to move.
 
And now...fuck, now here they are, staring each other in the face as they stroke themselves off, so quiet but watching—
 
Watching, and being watched.
 
Brendon's stomach tightens, his breath hitching again at the way Spencer's eyes are locked on his face, hungry and sort of fierce, and Brendon knows he can't see anything below the shoulders either but god, he's never felt so naked. So exposed.
 
His mouth falls open a little, involuntary, and his hand moves a little faster on his cock. He watches Spencer's eyes track the movement of his tongue, sweeping across his lower lip, and there's something so blindingly hot about Spencer like this, panting and flushed, eyes a little unfocused and only for Brendon.
 
"Fuck," Brendon whispers—not even a whisper, it's soundless, nothing more than a motion of his mouth, a half-formed word-shape—but Spencer can see that, too, and his mouth goes a little slack, his rhythm speeding up even further until his hand must be nothing more than a blur behind that curtain, a blur of speed flying along the length of his cock, Jesus—
 
Brendon comes with a harsh breath, too loud, his body arching and his skin flashing hot all over his body as he shakes his way through it.
 
"God," whispers Spencer, and that's too loud too—this is risky, so fucking risky, they have their fucking lights on, for the love of god—but Brendon can't breathe as he watches Spencer watching him, watches it push Spencer right over the edge until he's coming too, and holy shit, it's too much. It's overwhelming, Brendon's body doesn't even know what it's supposed to be doing anymore, sparks of excitement racing over his skin even though he just came, and he doesn't want this to be over, he wants to be hard again, wants Spencer to be hard again, wants to start the whole thing over and just keep doing this, keep feeling like this until he dies.
 
Spencer comes down slowly, his smile sleepy and blurry and lopsided. Brendon's heart clenches, and he doesn't know what this is, what they're doing, he's in so fucking far over his head.
 
He lays there, dazed and blissed-out and terrified, and watches Spencer's mouth form the words, 'Night, Brendon' through his smile as the curtain across the aisle slides closed again.
 
Brendon falls back against his own pillow, sliding his curtain shut with one shaky hand and staring at the ceiling with wide eyes.
 
Fuck. He can't wait until tomorrow night. 
 
—
 
Fin.
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