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It had been two weeks since he had asked Chase to have phone sex with him and woke up in his arms, warm, content, relaxed and yet simultaneously panicking.

They had to talk about it.

As he tried to sneak out of Chase's grip, the bastard woke up and greeted him with a smile to rock the world. Way too sweet for someone who was a possible murderer-for-hire and had, only hours earlier, dirty talked until his partner was crying.

But even then, he'd been sweet. Calling him baby, telling him he was good. He was so kind and nice. And Mike had been so desperate and needy and whiny.

Ugh.

Mike had managed to escape by lying about some early meeting and bolting out of the house in a record twenty minutes, ignoring the fact that it was seven in the morning and his office didn't even open until nine. He sat in a coffee shop, running through the events of the night in a blind panic, downing tea after tea after tea until the office opened and he could go drown himself in paperwork and forget everything.

Chase had texted him that afternoon that they should talk and he agreed. And then lied an hour later about having to stay past the time Chase said he'd be available. He hung out in that same coffee shop as the office closed and immediately went to bed the moment he'd gotten home.

Chase's weird hours made it so easy and yet so difficult to avoid him outside of office hours. But Mike was a master at avoiding people he didn't want to talk to and places he didn't want to go to. He feigned work emergencies when Chase surprised him at home early. He pretended to be going out with friends to dinner, to lunch, to the movies.

He spent more of his free time outside of his apartment in the last two weeks than he had since he'd moved in. 

God, it was the worst.

But this time Chase had wrestled him down. He had tried to fake another work emergency as Chase walked into the apartment but a sharp look told him it wasn't happening and he caved to a small spot in the corner of the couch. The armrest and back cushions nestled him safely.

Positioning it in front of Mike, Chase settled on the ottoman. "Hey."

Mike exhaled shakily. "Hi."

"You've been avoiding me," Chase said.

Mike winced. "I haven't-"

"You have." Chase waved him off. "Don't try. Please." He steepled his hands together. Guilt washed over his face and like a broken dam, his words flooded out. "Mikey, I'm so sorry if I made you uncomfortable or if I pushed you into anything. You just sounded so desperate and I thought I was helping and I'm so sorry if I hurt you or scared you or- I don't know. I'm just so sorry. I just wanted to help out. I should've done better as your roommate and friend."
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