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What was more frustrating than not being able to get to sleep? Especially when your whole body was relaxed and begging for it. Craving it. About three seconds from let you pass the fuck out in cotton sheets and the thinnest blanket possible.

Mike twisted angrily in his bed. He'd already tried out the three best positions and was moving to "half on back, half on side", a position he'd mastered when recovering from surgery and then quickly ignored the moment he was able to sleep right again. He'd taken a non-prescription sleep aid. He even caved and put on the sleeping mask his mother bought at the airport and pretended was actually a gift for him from her trip to Connecticut.

He drank the sleepy tea, the peppermint tea, the lemon tea, the honey tea. He drank the milk. He listened to lullabies, even cranked up the noise machine that "brrrrrm"ed on his table.

But still.

Two hours of desperately trying and he was bordering on crying with how tired he was. If he was still in college, he would've downed three cups of homemade espresso and stayed up, half studying the wrong chapter in his textbook and half trying to figure out how exactly the Real Housewives became a TV show.

But now he was twenty-three, graduated for a full year and a half, and coffee made him cramp like hell. Staying up for twenty hours made his body break down. No, he needed warm tea and a minimum of six hours sleep if he was to function like a human person.

He could never quite pinpoint when that had happened but at some point, the nervous fear of becoming his mother had turned into the aching reality that he was his father. 

He'd already started falling asleep on the couch, socks on, pants off, entire body propped up but head down, while Jeopardy played.

Not that he was complaining.

He rolled over onto his back and stared at his ceiling. Maybe couches were magical or some shit and he should get up and try sleeping on it.

Getting up to do that was a mission but he managed it and, successfully, pulled himself out of his room and into the hallway, bundled from head to toe in his duvet. The TV in the living room flashed blue light over the floor that lead into the kitchen. He squinted around the wall and almost cried.

Right.

Roommate.

Chase was the kind of man that made Mike nervous to have a roommate. Older by a good five years, weird hours, a vague job description that no amount of Googling could figure out and a suspiciously small amount of luggage. But he was clean, didn't smoke and offered to pay two-thirds of the rent instead of a solid half just so he could have the bigger bedroom so Mike was pretty set to keep him and let him have the room.

They didn't interact much, mostly because Chase's hours were difficult to pin down and Mike was a recluse by nature, but he was a decent guy.

Just not someone Mike was interested in falling asleep in front of. That seemed more like a thing that should happen after a year of living together. Not three months. 

Chase glanced back at the huddled mass of blankets behind him. "Hey, man. What's up?"

Mike jerked back. In the hostility of his own thoughts, he'd missed the moment he'd shuffled out into view. He pulled his blankets closer to him. "Can't sleep." He swayed pleasantly where he stood. "When did you get home?"

"Ten minutes ago," Chase said. He gestured to the TV. "If you want, you can watch this with me until you fall asleep. I'll tuck you back into bed."

Mike eyed the back of Chase's head warily. "Uh... maybe. What is it?"

"Web series about murder." He cracked open a soda. "This episode's real good. This girl murders her whole family, fakes evidence of her dad having an affair with the neighbour and gets him arrested at the end."

Mike stared at the back of Chase's head a lot more wary now. "That sounds... terrifying."

Chase laughed. "I guess that's fair. It can get fairly bloody." He lifted the remote just as a little girl who looked no older than thirteen began wildly stabbing someone. The channel lifted to a cartoon. Mike shuddered.

Well.

No getting rid of that image any time soon.

"So, how long have you been trying to sleep?" Chase asked. His arm, muscular and hit with a soft glow from the TV, slung over the back of the couch as he turned to face Mike.

"Two hours," Mike admitted. He shuffled unhappily.

"You take a sleep aid?" Chase began to stand. "I have, like, a ton of different ones. Prescript and non."

Mike squinted at him and resisted the urge to ask why he had a ton of different sleep aids. "I took one already. It usually works but this time..." He pulled his blankets around his face and let out a frustrated whine. He dropped the blankets and sighed. "Drank milk. Drank tea. Even took a hot shower."

Chase winced. "Sorry, man. That's shit." He settled back on the couch. "Well, you know, I never really have trouble sleeping-"

So then why the drugs? Mike thought wildly.

"-but when my friends do, they usually just knocked one out." He stretched. "You know. Fucked themselves until they were goo."

A strangled feeling built in Mike's throat immediately but he managed to croak out a cracked, "Oh."

"Or they got someone to screw them," Chase continued, like this wasn't the weirdest conversation they'd had. Honestly, Mike could barely remember a conversation in the last two weeks that lasted more than "Can you pick up some milk?" and "Sure".

"Actually, I know a couple guys who've been looking to experiment a little if you want." He thumbed his phone on and took a sip. "Uh, Gary is good. Recently divorced, no kids, very gay but only admitting it now. Over forty but, I swear." Chase flashed Mike a quick smile. "Very sweet, not creepy."

"Oh, God, no," Mike said quickly. "No, no, I'm good. I don't..." He faltered desperately and then ended with a nervous, "Please don't."

Chase shrugged. "Hey, it's no stress, Mike." He smiled soft. "Just throwing out options."

"Yeah. Right. Okay. I'm..." Mike began edging back around the corner to his room. "I'm gonna go back to bed."

"No prob. Hope you sleep soon!"

Mike grunted out a response as he shuffled away back to his room. Briefly he considered locking his door for good measure, but instead just laid down, pulling his blankets way up to his chin and staring solidly at his ceiling. His muscles ached. He yawned twice. Sleep quietly begged for him and ran off as he struggled to encompass its sweet embrace.

He wasn't a stranger to masturbation. No one should be, he believed, but that didn't mean he was particularly fond of doing it when someone else was around. For starters, he was loud and no attempts at muffling himself had worked. Once he'd bitten straight through his own hand and it was difficult to explain why he needed to stitch up a bite wound when they were staying in a no-pet hotel in the middle of the city at the time.

Fun vacation.

He didn't look at his parents for the whole week.

A second point would be that he just... got off way too quickly. It felt good and relaxing but that feeling came and went with speed. It was never really enough to fully relax him out to the point where he could comfortably fall asleep afterwards. Not to mention, he always felt way too slick in the aftermath and had to move around to clean that wetness up, wash his hands, go to the bathroom to avoid the ever hovering UTI. Not exactly sleep like activities.

He'd blame testosterone but facts were he'd always had a short fuse and T may build a drive up but as far as he knew he wasn't privy to that.

He closed his eyes and let his hands drift down beneath his boxers. Just thinking about it had him wet. He dipped his fingers low and whined behind clenched teeth. He was so warm.

He stroked himself slowly, up and down, over his clit, between his fold, spreading slick with every touch.

Already his thighs were quivering.

In his head, he saw the stark image of a heavy-set guy. Thick thighs, fat cock, painfully deep voice. His face was blurred and vague but God, sweet heavens, he was hot. Mike imagined rough fingers slipping inside him, working him open.

His stomach curled tight.

He moved back up, rubbing tight circles along his clit until he was shaking with the effort. He was so close, so close. He whined behind clenched teeth, heaving his hips into the air, just searching for the right angle, the right motion, the right anything.

"Please," he found himself muttering. "Please, please, please, please."

Pleasure began to trickle its way down his spine. It pooled hot and heavy into the pit of his stomach. He tilted his waist up even further, almost there. His imaginary man was whispering at him, "Come on, baby, come on" and he was so fucking-

Pain shot through his arm and he dropped like a rock. His bed creaked and his stomach churned.

Fuck.

Fuck, fuck.

"No." He whimpered, feeling himself come down from his high. The feeling didn't vanish completely but it didn't stay. He was just tired and horny and so close he was going to cry. "Not now."

His arm rarely ever cramped up in the middle of getting off - himself or someone else. Whenever it did, the cramp didn't last. It was just a cosmic joke really. Haha, you're trying to get off? Trying to feel good? Trying to make the endorphins happen?

Not today, pal!

Fuck the cosmic demand and direction of the universe.

He struggled, pushing himself up to a pleasant and sloped sit and started again. Slowly stroking two fingers down between his folds. Dipping them steady inside himself. He was so fucking wet, he felt soaked.

His imagination man breathed hot against his ear. "Are you good? Do you deserve it?"

He tilted his head back. "God, fuck. Please. I'm so good."

He moved right back up to his clit and went slow this time, keeping his arm relaxed as much as possible.

Easily, he built back up. That hot coil was burning in him again like it'd never faded. He was already mumbling to himself, half aware that he needed to keep his voice down. It was a struggle. Every pleasured emotion punctuated out of him in hot breathy gasps.

So close. Fuck.

Without thought, he slid down to the flat of his back and tilted up. Tightness coiled thick in the pit of his stomach. It spread heavy throughout his skin.

"Come on, baby boy." He whined. "You wanna come?"

"Please, I'm so good, I deserve it, I promise." He moaned, chasing the ever-rising heat with every raise of his hips. Fuck, he was so close. "Please, please, please."

With a harsh gasp, he dropped. But the heat stayed. Tears burned at the edge of his eyes. Frustration boiled in his chest. 

He just. Wanted. To go. To sleep.

And now he was too horny to sleep and too tired to get off properly. 

He covered his mouth and sobbed out a broken wail. This wasn't fair. It wasn't fair at all. He rolled onto his stomach and shoved a pillow between his legs, humping it like a teenage boy just discovering what his dick could do.

Downside was Mike didn't have a fucking dick so humping did nothing but rile him up. If he was lucky, he could get far enough on thrusts alone and finish off with some hard and direct clit action without exhaustion slapping him down.

If he wasn't...

Well, there was always just jumping out the window. Eternal sleep. Or a coma. Either option sounded perfect right about now.

Or...

He glanced to the door, still pushing into his pillow. He swallowed thickly and buried his face into his sheets, muffling his resulting scream.

Fine, he thought. Fine.

He reached out and grabbed his phone from his side table. The charger fell to the ground in a heap of wire. He ignored it. Instead, he rolled over onto his back. His pillow was still clutched tight between his thighs. With some effort, he dialed the number without looking at the bright blue screen. He flattened the pillow with one hand, grinding up into the pillow. 

The phone rang once then Chase picked up.

"Okay, so other than Gary, there's Wilson. Now he's not divorced but he and his wife have an open relationship and ever since some threesome they had a month ago, he's been trying to see if that's a solo thing to repeat and-"

"Oh my God, stop talking, please," Mike begged. "I do not want to hook up with your friends."

"Oh, okay." Chase groaned and Mike's fucking pussy throbbed at the sound. "Well, you're gonna have to give me a couple. I haven't showered yet and I was digging a hole earlier."

Mike immediately imagined a grave. "What?" He shook his head. "No. Never mind. Don't answer that. I don't want you to fuck me either."

"Ah. Talk to you until you pass out. My step-dad made me do that to him when I was younger." Chase took a pause. Over the speaker, Mike could hear the TV lower. "Okay, so, let's see. Uh, when I was eight-"

"No! Just-" Mike groaned, tangling his calves over the pillow so he could pinch the bridge of his nose. "I just- I can't. I can't get off and I'm so tired. And I just want to sleep. And I just-" He sobbed, tears rushing down his cheeks. He felt so hot. "I just need help."

Chase's breathing stiffened. Then, in a low voice, he murmured, "What kind of help do you want, Mikey?"

Mike breathed hard, wiping at the wetness on his cheeks, around his eyes. "I need- can you please just-" He squeezed his eyes shut. His imaginary man jumped into his mind, breathing hot against his ear and holding him down with one arm around his chest. "What- what would you do to me? If you could do anything to me? Without- without consequence?"

That was an ugly way to phrase that, the small rational part of his brain considered but he ignored it in favour of rolling onto his side and thrusting up against his pillow.

"Oh, I'd do a lot of things, baby boy," Chase murmured. Mike moaned. The soft heat of his voice caressed him. "But first things first, sweetheart. What are your boundaries?"

"What?"

"You're a trans man, babe," Chase laughed. "What can I talk about, what can I say? You mind feminating words? You mind me fucking your pretty vag? You prefer your ass?"

Mike shook his head. Barely, he remembered Chase couldn't see him. "No," he said. "I don't mind any of that."

"Okay, good. Because if I was there with you right now, I'd finger fuck your soaked fucking pussy until you cried and then I'd pound your ass until you couldn't feel anything but my dick."

Mike whimpered. His hips gave a pointed thrust against his pillow.

"Would you like that, sweetie?" Chase let out a soft sigh. "You want me to take care of you?"

"Yes, please," Mike begged. He rolled onto his stomach, fumbling as he struggled to turn on the speakerphone. "I've been so good, I promise."

"You have been good," Chase said. "Such a good boy, haven't you? Left me that nice slice of pie yesterday. Even took my car to get serviced for me when I was out of town last month. You're so fucking good, baby boy, and I'm gonna reward you so much." His voice shifted from praise to something dark and primal. "Are you touching yourself?"

"I'm- I'm using a pillow," he admitted.

"How precious," Chase teased. His voice stayed dark. "Get on your back. Spread your legs out for me, baby boy. I wanna see your pretty pussy."

A full moan filtered through Mike's throat out his mouth. His eyes squeezed shut and slowly he rolled onto his back. He tilted the phone closer to him, careful not to jostle it right into his face.

His legs spread wide, blankets barely on. It was cool against his heated skin but he felt so exposed.

"Okay," he murmured, shy. "I'm- I'm-" His breath hiccupped. "I-"

"You're spread for me?" Chase's voice was a borderline growl. "Such a good boy, aren't you?'

"I- I am."

"Good boy. Now follow me with your fingers, sweetheart." Mike's breath held painfully still as he waited for Chase to continue. "Let's see. God. Spread out for me? All mine and willing? Think I'd give you some nice kisses on that pale ass neck of yours for being so sweet."

Mike danced his fingers across the skin of his throat. It was so soft. He whimpered.

"Yeah, that's it, baby boy. Nice and soft all the way up to your ears. Then I'd fucking bite you." Just under his earlobe, Mike dug his fingers into a hard pinch. An involuntary gasp shot out through his mouth. "Leave a trail of hickies all over you." His voice took on a teasing lilt. "You're so fucking white, they'd stand out so much. Everyone would know. Everyone would see."

Another whine snapped out of his throat. God. Was it even possible to be wetter than he already was? But he could feel it between his legs as he pinched his skin rapidly all over his neck. Just a gush of slick, lubing him up like an offering to the man on the couch just outside his room.

"Everyone?" he squeaked.

"Fucking everyone," Chase promised. "You can't hide them, baby. They'd be too obvious, too much, too high. Even a turtleneck wouldn't save you. Everyone would see and know exactly what I did to you, what I'm doing to you, how much you wanted it."

He moaned. His stomach clenched, pussy throbbing. "Chase- please."

"You know, I like it when you beg," Chase laughed, dark and mean. "It's cute."

"You said- you said you'd-" Mike let out a frustrated wail. He just wanted to touch himself. He just wanted to get off.

Chase's tongue clicked. "I did say I'd reward you, didn't I? Guess I'll kiss your pretty custom nipples, lick them." Mike trailed his fingers down to his nipples. He lacked erotic sensation after surgery - not that he ever had much to begin with - but fuck, it still felt good. "Bite them a little. Wouldn't even matter if you could feel it, ya know? I just want to touch you. Every little bit, sweetheart. Wanna mark you up "

"I can feel it," he breathed out quickly. "I can."

"Oh, that's perfect, baby. Because those wet strokes? My tongue? So close to touching your clit. Would drive you insane." Mike moaned. "Mm. Is driving you insane, isn't it? You'd know exactly what it's going to feel like. How hot, wet." His breaths were becoming punctuated over the speaker and Mike shivered, twisting his nipples with spit-soaked fingers until a shock slid through his skin. "Fucking deliberate."
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