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    Summary

    (Part 2 in the Jack  Coke Nights series.) Brendon has a perfect view of the way Jon's mouth falls open, the moment he really gets where this is going.
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  Brendon isn't sure why he hadn't expected this to happen. He should have; it seems obvious, even in the midst of his shock. He should have.
 
It still catches him totally off-guard.
 
The only saving grace is that it seems to catch Spencer equally off-guard, and nothing about Ryan ever catches Spencer off-guard, so Brendon feels safe in assuming this is actually as out-of-the-blue as it feels to him right now.
 
Still, standing here in the middle of some random all-night grocery store in baggy gym shorts and a pilfered pair of Jon's too-big flip-flops, Brendon can't help being a little broadsided by Ryan's challenging stare as he picks up the bottle of Jack Daniels and holds it, only a little uncertainly, over the cart.
 
"Awesome," says Jon, who obviously has no idea what that bottle means, what it signifies, what Ryan is actually suggesting.
 
"Ryan," Spencer says hoarsely, eyes wide. Ryan lifts his chin.
 
Brendon swallows. They've never actually openly acknowledged this before, not like this, and it's far from being the biggest thing at play here in this moment, but it hits him nonetheless.

It's not something that happens a lot, okay, and they still pretend, every time, that nothing really happened at all. But it's happened enough—five times, Brendon doesn't know why he bothers to pretend to himself that he hasn't counted, that he doesn't replay every moment of every one of those times so often in his head that he can probably recite every word and every gesture off by heart—it's happened enough that a bottle of Jack means something now. It's a signal, even if they never talk about that signal. It's a question, an offer, and accepting a glass...it's accepting a lot more than a glass, and they all know it.
 
It's not even like Brendon didn't wonder about the cabin, wonder if it might happen at the cabin—all that uninterrupted time—but every time he let himself imagine it, Jon was...gone somewhere, mysteriously, or maybe just a really sound sleeper, he wasn't—he wasn't—
 
Brendon likes Jon, Jon is fucking awesome and Brendon has felt so much lighter and happier since he joined the band that it's almost like a miracle, he just never thought...this is theirs, Brendon's and Spencer's and Ryan's, this fucked-up thing they do together sometimes, this hidden secret thing that belongs to the three of them. In a way, the thought of including Jon feels a little like a slap in the face—aren't he and Spencer good enough for Ryan anymore?—and in another way it's so fucking terrifying Brendon can barely breathe, because what if Jon doesn't get it? What if it freaks him out and he leaves the band and he tells everyone and it all falls apart? What if his reaction is so bad it forces them to really face up to what they're actually doing here, and it all goes so wrong that they're never able to do it again? What if it changes everything?
 
It's already changing everything. It's changing everything just by standing here, Ryan's hand clutching that goddamned bottle, still suspended above the cart like a fucking question, and Brendon and Spencer just standing there staring at him, and it's all out in the open now, between the three of them at least, in a way it never has been before. They're actually discussing this, even if only with their eyes, and Brendon is so, so scared.
 
"Guys?"
 
Jon is confused, and rightfully so. They must look like assholes, standing around staring all intensely at each other over a stupid bottle of Jack like this in the middle of the night on a pot-riddled munchie run.

Brendon glances helplessly at Spencer, and finds him glancing just as helplessly right back. Eventually, Spencer raises an eyebrow, and Brendon turns to look at Jon—sweet, fuzzy-faced, flip-flopped Jon, who came along and saved them and sings Disney songs with Brendon—and Brendon drags in a deep, steadying breath, and nods.
 
Spencer nods back, a little hesitantly. Brendon feels better knowing Spencer is no more certain about this than he is.
 
"Jesus, Ross, you gonna put it in the cart, or what?" Brendon says, as brightly as he can, and the smile Ryan gives him is almost worth the sick way Brendon's stomach is squirming, and all the thousands of ways this could ruin everything.
 
Spencer disappears around the corner, and comes back a moment later with a twenty-four pack of Coke. Jon just continues to eye them all a little uncertainly.
 
"Cheetos," Brendon decides, and makes himself march off toward the chips-and-candy aisle like nothing is wrong.
 
It'll be fine. Jon is awesome, he will totally understand.
 
It'll be fine.
 
—
 
The Jack and the Cokes sit untouched on the dining room table for three days. Brendon catches Ryan eyeing them a lot, but he never makes a move to get the glasses down, and it isn't until he notices the way Ryan keeps looking at Spencer that Brendon realizes Ryan isn't going to make the move.
 
So Brendon does.
 
He checks with Spencer first, mostly by way of asking Spencer to help him grab drinks from the kitchen and then pulling down four tall glasses and just setting them on the counter and waiting to see what Spencer will do.
 
Spencer swallows, but goes to grab the bottle and a few cans from the table. Brendon exhales sharply and nods to himself.
 
Ryan sits up abruptly when they bring the glasses into the room, and Brendon wonders at the relief on his face. Wonders if Ryan could maybe have an actual thing for Jon, and what that might mean for Brendon and Spencer, and what it might mean about him that he would even be worried about a thing like that, and then he just stops thinking about anything at all, because if he does he's never going to go through with this.
 
It's a little more tense this time than it has been before. There's very little pretense of nonchalance, and Ryan, Spencer, and Brendon are all drinking noticeably more than they've bothered to since those first couple of times. They usually just make a show of it now, a few drinks to get buzzed and uninhibited and then let nature take it's course, but tonight they need the excuse of actual drunkenness again, and it shows in the purposeful way they're drinking.
 
Jon goes a little bit quiet, a little bit still after the first couple of drinks, watching the rest of them with quiet caution like he understands there's something bigger going on here, but isn't quite sure what to do about it.

Brendon forces himself to laugh as brightly as he usually would, to make stupid jokes and poke Ryan a lot and cajole Jon into singing the harmony parts of California Dreamin' with him, just to keep the mood as light as possible.
 
Surprisingly, it's Spencer who makes the first real move.
 
He's not even shy about it, or careful, doesn't try for a smooth transition or even a clumsy one. He just drops to the floor and crawls over to Ryan, sprawls out beside him and licks into his mouth, just like that.
 
Jon chokes on his drink, his eyes shooting to Brendon, who smiles a little weakly at him and tries not to look like anything weird is going on.
 
Ryan whimpers in the back of his throat, arching up a little so that Spencer can get an arm underneath him, and Spencer moves until he's half on top of Ryan with one hand in Ryan's hair, and grinds down purposefully with his hips until they're both breathing heavy.

Brendon watches Jon closely, sees the way Jon's hands are shaking as he sets his drink aside, sees the way Jon is looking to Brendon for his cues now—keeps glancing toward the stairs like he thinks he wants to give Ryan and Spencer some privacy, but isn't quite sure what the protocol is here since Brendon is staying put. 
 
Brendon is watching him so closely that when Ryan moans, "Brendon," and flails one arm out to the side in invitation, Brendon has a perfect view of the way Jon's mouth falls open, the moment he really gets where this is going.
 
And the moment he really gets that he's being included.
 
"Brendon," Ryan says again, insistent, and Spencer lifts his head from Ryan's neck, his eyes hot and his lips red and swollen, and he's staring at Brendon too, so hot, and Jon—Jon is just watching, wide-eyed and so, so shocked, and Brendon sort of manages a flicker of a smile and something like half of a shrug before he slides off the couch and starts crawling across the floor.
 
Spencer has him pinned, flat on his back and breathless, within seconds of his arrival, and Brendon can feel the way Spencer's hands are shaking against his skin, the way his lips are trembling against Brendon's mouth, but Jon still isn't moving and Ryan is nudging Spencer out of the way to lean over and kiss Brendon himself, and this—this part feels familiar, feels okay. If Brendon pretends it's just the three of them, he can forget how scared he is right now, can forget how this all might be falling apart.
 
Except.
 
"Fuck," whispers Jon, and Ryan goes still against Brendon's mouth, Spencer's hands stalling out where they're tugging at Brendon's t-shirt. "Holy shit."
 
Brendon twists his head, turns to look at Jon's wide eyes and flushed cheeks and hanging-open mouth, and this moment makes or breaks everything.
 
Brendon holds out his hand.
 
Jon doesn't move at first. The moment seems eternal—Spencer's head drops down, his forehead pressing into Brendon's shoulder, and Ryan is a strung wire against his side, vibrating with tension, and Brendon's chest is beginning to hurt from the way he can't seem to drag in a breath—and then Jon sort of jerks in his seat, makes an abortive movement toward them and freezes again, but it's enough that Brendon can see he wants to.
 
It seems unfair to make him come to them when they've caught him so off-guard like this, blindsided him with this insanity on what should have been a normal night of stupid movies and pot and Guitar Hero marathons, so Brendon wriggles out from under Spencer and pushes up onto his knees, edging a little closer to Jon. He pauses, like maybe Jon is a skittish animal who will flee if Brendon makes any sudden movements, but really he just wants to leave the way open for Jon to say no.
 
Jon doesn't say no.
 
He doesn't say yes, either, not exactly, but then, Ryan and Spencer and Brendon never do either. Plausible deniability—and yeah, that's been shot to hell for the three of them now, but in the morning Jon will still have the excuse of being drunk and overwhelmed, even if the rest of them don't.
 
Brendon shuffles forward a few more feet, and reaches out light fingers to touch at Jon's knee.
 
Jon's breathing pretty heavily, staring at Brendon like he doesn't know what to do, and Brendon bites his lip and stares back, because they've made this about as clear as it's possible to make it by now, and he doesn't think he can bring himself to make any more first moves than he already has.
 
"Jon," says Ryan, still tangled with Spencer where Brendon left him. 
 
Jon glances over, a little wild-eyed, and then looks back at Brendon's hand on his knee. Brendon pulls his hand back, worried. Jon looks up at him, and then drags in a shuddery breath, and lurches forward to smush his mouth against Brendon's in a graceless but unmistakable kiss.
 
Brendon breathes out shakily against Jon's mouth, and gentles the kiss as best he can, pushing close between Jon's parted legs and opening his mouth under Jon's until some of the panic seems to wear off and Jon's kisses turn slower and sweeter.
 
Slower and sweeter, in fact, than anything Brendon is accustomed to, not on nights like these—it's usually all heated sucking of mouths and tongues, urgent fumbles and rubbing and sloppy blowjobs between Spencer and Brendon and Ryan—and it's nice, and Brendon sort of can't help melting into it, making a soft happy sound in the back of his throat.
 
He's gay, he understands this about himself, or at least bisexual with heavily-gay leanings. But he can't really do anything about that, not without a media uproar he isn't ready to face, so these rare Jack-and-Coke nights are the only chance he gets to feel like this. It's always amazing, but there's something about making out with Jon like this, feeling the way Jon gradually relaxes into him as the tension bleeds away, the way his kisses turn lazy and searching...it's a different kind of pleasure, one that makes Brendon suddenly, fiercely glad that Jon is being included in this.
 
Ryan tugs Brendon out of the way and Spencer is there to take his place while Ryan yanks Brendon's shirt off with swift, impatient hands. Ryan himself is already shirtless, and hot skin slides against hot skin as Ryan kisses him deep and breathless like he's trying to lick the taste of Jon out of his mouth. The thought makes Brendon shudder, the memory of other things Ryan always likes to lick out of Brendon's mouth, and that's a kink the two of them share that Spencer's never really shown any particular interest in, so it flavors every kiss between them.
 
"Bed?" Jon asks breathlessly against Spencer's mouth, and everything goes very still for just a moment, because it's yet another change from the status quo—the three of them always just fuck where they fall, and if that usually happens to be on a bed, it's only because it also usually happens to be in a hotel, and there's something about getting up as a group and walking up those stairs that seems intimidating. Deliberate. Another way of admitting that they're doing this. Another way of admitting they're making a choice.
 
It's not like they haven't already done that, though, they've been doing that since the night at the grocery store when the whole thing first started to change, so Brendon shakes off the instinctive rush of embarrassed denial and lets Spencer and Ryan pull him to his feet.
 
They end up in Ryan's room, because it has the biggest bed, and this time Ryan and Jon are the ones to fall onto the bed together, so Spencer and Brendon are left smiling a little sheepishly at each other beside it. 
 
Spencer is the one to tug him down next to the other two, kissing and biting at his lips and letting Brendon undress him with their usual fumbling haste before slowing things down. It's Spencer who gentles the kisses into something more like what Jon was doing downstairs, Spencer who threads his fingers in Brendon's hair and rocks against him in slow careful thrusts instead of rubbing frantically together. Brendon can feel the edge of hesitation behind it, and wonders if Spencer saw the way he melted into Jon downstairs, wonders if Spencer is trying to do this because he thinks it's what Brendon wants. 
 
It is what Brendon wants, but he isn't sure he's really allowed to, so he shifts and squirms down Spencer's body until he can do something he knows he's allowed to do, something he knows Spencer loves that Brendon fucking loves, too. 
 
"Shit, fuck," says Spencer, and it's so familiar, the way Brendon can always get him to babble like this, the way a mouth on his cock just somehow unlocks the door to this hidden store of filth somewhere inside him. "Fuck, Brendon, that mouth, Jesus—"
 
Next to Brendon, Jon groans, low in his throat, and Brendon angles himself until he can see, can watch Ryan stripping Jon's clothes away to leave him naked and exposed, and Brendon has to close his eyes for a second to keep himself from getting distracted from what he's doing. 
 
Brendon focuses, puts all his attention on Spencer, on the taste of him, the feel of his lips stretching wide around Spencer's cock and the tug of Spencer's fingers in his hair. He isn't aware of the moment Jon and Ryan's attention shifts, the moment they move closer on the bed—he only registers the change when long skinny fingers are suddenly trailing down his spine to brush against the line of his ass, when Spencer's babbled profanities are suddenly muffled by another mouth against his. Brendon groans, scraping his fingernails lightly down the insides of Spencer's thighs, and chokes a little at the resulting buck of hips beneath him.
 
Somewhere to one side, a drawer opens and closes. Brendon goes still, because it's never been anything more than this, but everything is already different now, and somewhere deep inside, he knows.
 
A faint click, a cap snapping open and then closed again a moment later, and Brendon sucks hard around the head of Spencer's cock to keep himself from crying out when those fingers return to his ass, wet and slick with lube, questioning.
 
Brendon closes his eyes and slides his knees apart against the bedspread.
 
"Fuck," whispers Ryan, and one long finger circles Brendon's hole.
 
The wet muffled sounds of Spencer and Jon kissing stop abruptly, and Brendon knows they're all watching now, watching Ryan press against the tight ring of muscle until his finger slips inside, and this is something Brendon has tried by himself but oh, fuck, it's different when it's Ryan, it's different and so hot, and Brendon hasn't even touched his own cock yet but for one blinding terrified second he's afraid he might come.
 
He whimpers around Spencer's cock, and Spencer bucks again and then actually pushes Brendon's head back until his cock pops free, threads his fingers in Brendon's hair and makes him look up to meet the hot wild look in Spencer's eyes, and he must look like such a slut right now, knees spread wide and lips swollen, panting helplessly with Spencer's hand in his hair and Ryan's finger in his ass, and it's different, and it's terrifying, and it's so fucking good, Brendon can't breathe.
 
Jon is watching, too, wide-eyed and open-mouthed, and when Ryan starts to slide a second finger inside, Brendon has to drop his forehead onto Spencer's hip and just hide for a second, can't look any of them in face and watch them watch him right now.
 
Spencer seems to get it, because his hand gentles in Brendon's hair, almost petting him in a soothing gesture, and he leaves his hand there but the sounds of kissing pick back up above Brendon's head, and then Jon's hand is winding down to wrap around Spencer's cock, and Brendon has to watch again because it's right there, so fucking hot, Jon's calloused fingers and Spencer's muffled curses, and Ryan makes it to three fingers before he crooks them inside Brendon and Brendon bites down without thinking on the skin of Spencer's hip.
 
Spencer shouts, his fingers twisting tightly into Brendon's hair, and he pulls, even while he's coming hot and thick, and Brendon feels it hit his cheek, his jaw, his open mouth, and fuck, his eyes roll back in spite of himself as he lets out a shaky groan.
 
"Fuck," whispers Spencer, staring at Brendon's face. "Fuck, god, Brendon—"
 
And then Ryan's fingers are pulling free, sudden and shocking emptiness, and Brendon is flat on his back before he even knows what's happened, Ryan sucking frantic kisses over the lines of come on Brendon's face.
 
"Christ," whispers Jon.
 
Ryan licks into Brendon's mouth, shares the taste with him while Brendon shudders, searching for friction against Ryan's thigh, but suddenly Jon is there and everything is different again—Brendon is being pulled away from Ryan's mouth and into a sloppy, heated kiss, tugged against the length of Jon's body until their cocks rub together and one thigh slides between Brendon's and Brendon is going to come. It's too much, this has all been too much and he can't hold out anymore, can't wait, and his hips are bucking forward against Jon's body just like that as he shudders his way through it.
 
"Fuck," Jon says faintly, and somewhere off to Brendon's side, Ryan makes a choked-off pleading sound into Spencer's mouth that tapers off into a shaky moan of relief, and then Jon is coming hot and wet against Brendon's belly and Jesus fucking Christ, Brendon doesn't even know what to do with all of this.
 
When it's over, they all lay in a quiet tangled heap on top of the blankets, catching their breath, and maybe trying to adjust to all the ways that everything is different, now.
 
Brendon doesn't even know what's supposed to happen next, not this time. In the past they'd just pass out like this, and Brendon would wake up in the middle of the night and quietly disentangle himself from the confusion of limbs and angles around him, slipping back to his own room or his own bed or whatever passed for his own space in whatever situation they happened to be in. He never did know how Spencer and Ryan handled it between them, if they woke up still naked and sticky together in the morning, or if one of the two of them slipped away in the night after he did. In the morning, they would all pretend nothing had happened, and life would go on.
 
Jon changes everything, and maybe he'll change that, too. Brendon doesn't know, doesn't even know if he wants that to change, doesn't even know what that kind of change would mean.
 
Right now, no one is talking yet, and Brendon is content to wait for the answers. Maybe if he falls asleep right now, he won't have to face any of those answers at all.
 
He turns his face into Spencer's shoulder and closes his eyes.
 
It's worth a shot.
 
—
 
Fin.
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