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Chase's fingers began a slow descent from the top of Mike's head to his neck, stilling at the spot where his hair began to wisp out. "Hey, Mikey?"

Mike leaned into the touch. "Mm?"

"Remember the first time? When I voice-fucked you over the phone?"

Mike snorted. "Yeah, I remember that. What about it?" He twisted his head in Chase's lap so he could see his face more clearly. "Do you want to do it again?"

"Well, I want to do everything with you so, yeah, of course. But actually-" He tugged Mike's arm. Mike sat up and faced him fully. "You asked me what I would do to you if I could do anything without consequence. Was that just desperate sexy talk or do you want to be fucked by force at some point?"

Mike went still and then choked out a nervous laugh. He dropped his gaze and feathered a hand through his hair. "Wow, really just get to the point, huh?"

"I don't like pussyfooting," Chase said. "Besides, it's normal. I've done it before. Both sides, even. So if you want me to fake-rape you, I'd be up for it."

Mike winced and pulled his knees to his chest. "Please don't call it that."

"Forced submission." Chase smiled softly and lifted Mike's head to face him. "Is that something you think you'd like, sweetheart?"

Mike's face burned but slowly he nodded.

It was a fantasy, a dream he'd had every so often. Never to the point of true concern but every once in a while, he'd find himself daydreaming of a tall dangerous person who'd make him beg, even when he didn't want to. There was something fascinating about that darkness, something that called out to him. But every time, the fantasy ended and he felt sick to his stomach. This idea of enjoying a complete absence of consent - it riddled down to his stomach and churned bile. 

It didn't help that he felt like he was contributing something without contributing anything. A trans gay man fantasizing about getting forced to his knees? That just seemed like a lot to process.

Chase thumbed over his jaw. "Do you want to talk about it now?"

"It- I just-" He dropped his gaze to his socked feet. "I guess, I mean I know that. I’m interested in it. As a... a roleplay perspective but also I just-" He bit his lip. "I feel weird about actually... Ya know."

"Babe, lemme put in sweet terms for you." Chase tugged him in close. "One. I've been where you are. And it's great. So hot. Especially when she made me cry. It's cathartic. Two. It's not real. It's like roleplay." He gestured vaguely. "You know, those moments when you get so overwhelmed you want things to stop but you don't want them to stop." Mike nodded quietly. "It can be like that if you need it to be, except when you say stop, I keep going. But if you say broccoli or some shit, then I actually stop and I put you in a bath and give you kisses and we watch some shitty Katherine Heigl rom-com."

"They're not shitty," Mike muttered, leaning into Chase's heat.

"Yes, they are, the plots are all the same." Chase stroked his hair. "Look, it's okay if you don't want to. Or if you're worried about how you'll feel after. It's just a suggestion."

Mike fiddled with Chase's shirt. Tugging on the fabric helped him relax, calm and soothing. "I just- It's just so weird. To want- to want it. I don't-" He let out a frustrated groan. "My brain is so stupid. I'm gay. I'm trans. I grew up fearing that I'd be raped because I was a girl and then fearing it because I was gay and then fearing it because I was trans and it just- it seems so wrong to want to- to want- to even consider-" He cut himself off and looked away.

Shame was burying itself into his chest.

"I'm so disgusting and weird." He buried his face into his hands and groaned. "It's just so confusing."

Peeling back Mike's hands to look at him, Chase shook his head. "No, babe. You're not weird or disgusting. And it's normal to be confused about it." He squeezed his hands. "I was where you were, okay? When I was sixteen, I bussed tables at a twenty-four hour fast food joint. During the summer, I'd take as many shifts as possible because I wanted money and had nothing else to do with my time. Which meant very often I would get out at the same time drunk bachelorettes and thirty-year olds would be pooling out of the bar across the street."
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