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More from the Author

When a man finds out about his disabled coworker’s active sex life, he’s very jealous, and maybe... something else, too.

Rated E, cis M/ cis M, 15k! Arden Rice has been friends with Sebastian April for years, and it’s never occurred to him before now that April might have an active sex life — let alone a sex life he want to involve himself in.

Contains massage, touch starvation, anal sex, size difference, D/s throughout, praise + affection kink, kink for following orders, frotting with intergluteal, somnophilia, mating press, rough sex, power dynamics.

Note CWs for ableism and some mild homophobia and slutshaming, plus a CW for unnegotiated somnophilia, but the character is okay with the latter. 

Touch-Starved is a work of fiction created from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to living persons, living or dead, or resemblance to actual events, places, or names is purely coincidental. 
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The thing is, Arden Rice has known Sebastian April for years, and he’s known he dates. Rice thinks he’s kind of attractive, after a fashion — he’s not into men, so it’s not like he would know, but he’s decent looking, could be called pretty even, or handsome, or whatever the fuck.

But you know, he uses a cane, and he’s a little wheezy — asthmatic — and he needs reading glasses to see by. He’s not much older than Rice is, so a bit young to need all that, but he’s needed it as long as Rice has known him. He’s skinny and he wears woollen vests and cardigans and wears a tie every day even though he very much does not need to.

He’s kind of a kooky guy anyway — great at his job, sure, and Rice would probably even say the two of them are good friends. Everything they do together is typically a bit nerdy: they play boardgames, they see sci-fi flicks sometimes, but April’s not into any of the sports that Rice is into, doesn’t really fit in — or particularly wants to — fit in with April’s other friends, and he doesn’t care much about pop culture beyond what he’s into himself, doesn’t club much either.

And then one Monday April is late for work, and he comes in with his hair ruffled and his clothes rumpled too — clothes that Rice is pretty sure he was wearing yesterday.

He can’t help but chuckle as he goes, “What, DnD ran late last night?”

April laughs and goes, “Nah.”

“Then what?”

“Well, you know how it is,” says April, “I met a girl, I took her home, meant to leave, she wanted to go again, I stayed over, I’m about to go home in the morning, she says, please, one more time...?” April’s laugh is soft and breathless as he rubs the back of his neck. “And here I am in yesterday’s clothes.”

Rice stares at him.

It doesn’t compute, exactly, because he loves April, they get on fucking well, they’re friends, and he’s never been bothered by him being a bit of a geek when he’s fun, and Rice can be a bit of a geek with him too.

And he was just out for a one-night stand? Okay, kind of possible, but... three times? Twice in one night? “You know how it is?”

“You do that often?”

“Not on work nights,” says April, and winks.

“No, right, but I mean,” says Rice, “where do you meet them?”

“Meet whom?”

“Girls.”

“Women, you mean?” asks April. “I meet them everywhere — they’re not under lock and key, you know — they go where they please, and where they please is sometimes home with me.”

“No, I know, but how do you...?”

April tilts his head, smiling, like he doesn’t understand. “How do I what, talk to women?”

He realises what a pussy he must look like, asking that, and he forces a laugh and waves his hand, mutters, “Nah, no offence, but I don’t need tips from you.”

April chuckles, and they both head back to work, but Rice keeps thinking about it, can’t stop thinking about it.

He thinks about it when he and April stand close together over one of the printers and he can smell what he assumes is that girl’s perfume on him, when April reaches up to scratch his neck and pulls down his collar and Rice sees lipstick underneath it still.

For the whole week it’s all he can think about.

He doesn’t really get girls — he meets them sometimes in bars but he’s never done the whole casual thing, has never actually, really had sex at all except fumbling around at school.

But April? With girls? Regularly, casually?

Girls in the office talk to April, and Rice can’t exactly believe he never noticed before, but they kind of... like him. Or they seem to like him, anyway, they laugh with him in a way they don’t with Rice — they touch him, put their hands on his chest, his arms, even play with his hair while they’re talking.

April catches one of the secretaries by the hand and kisses the back of it as he thanks her for copying something for him, and it’s a piss-take, but she laughs and smacks him in the chest and blushes, and obviously likes it.

It’s one of the graphic designers’ birthdays, and he brings her fucking flowers, and she squeals and throws her arms around his neck, nearly knocks him off his balance.

“You — April.”

“Rice.”

“Not — you’ve never, uh, with any of the girls at work, right?”

“Hm? No, no, I wouldn’t, I don’t really date, and not everyone is made for a casual fuck. I wouldn’t want to make things awkward.”

“But I mean — A lot of ’em would. Wouldn’t they?”

April laughs, grins at him, and says, “Sure, maybe, but this is a workplace, hm? Besides, I wouldn’t want anybody to think I’m looking at them like they’re meat, like I’m not respecting their work. I like to fuck, but hardly at anyone’s expense.”

Rice can hardly understand because if he’s fucking like he’s fucking and it’s not with the girls from work, who already know him, what? He’s meant to believe April is just picking them up in bars?

And he’s out one night and sees a guy in between a woman and a man, arms around their waists, both of them with their arms around his shoulders, and the man is holding his cane for him, and he and the girl are sharing a cigarette, because it’s fucking April.

“April,” he says, and April glances his way, grins.

“Rice,” he says. “Anya, Van, this is Arden Rice, he’s a coworker of mine.”

“Is everyone you work with as handsome as this one?” asks Anya immediately, making Rice’s cheeks flush. “What are you, Arden, six three?”

“Uh, yeah, that’s right.”

“Those abs real?”

“Ha. Pretty real, yeah.”

The guy has his fingers curled in April’s hair and the girl’s hand is splayed over his side, squeezing his waist. It must be half-resting over his arse.

“Well, excuse us,” says April. “The three of us want to get in and out of the cold.” He winks, and he’s always been someone who winks, always been someone who does those playfully and mischievously, and in this moment, it makes Rice’s stomach do a sudden strange flip.

Rice steps back, laughs to disguise the fact that he’s internally screaming, and goes straight home from there.

Two of them. A guy and a girl. And both of them tall and hot and attractive and charming, and what, he and the guy are both gonna double team her?

Or he’s...?

Nah.

No. He’d have mentioned it if he was gay, if he was even half-gay. It’d make more sense if he was with guys though — guys had lower standards, right? Guys didn’t care so much if guys were short or kinda weird or geeky?

The next morning at work, April stays sitting a lot. When he gets up, he actually leans heavily on his cane — he normally uses it to stabilise himself, keeps it for the sake of ensuring he doesn’t get too fatigued, especially when he’s standing for a while. Today, though, today he’s using it a lot more as he walks — he’s kind of... bow-legged.

“How was last night?”

“Mmm, good. Very good. A challenge, but not an unwelcome one.”

“You, uh, you had to deal with them both at once?”

“Deal with them? You make it sound like a chore. No, Rice, I just strained myself a bit, that’s all. Rode hard, got ridden hard. My hips are tired.”

“Where’d you meet them?”

“A poetry reading at a bookshop.”

“Serious?”

“Mmm hmm.”

“How many — You do this often, right?”

April laughs, putting his pencil behind his ear and leaning back in his seat, looking up at him. “I’m a bit of a slut, Rice, is that what you want me to tell you? We’re not all waiting for marriage.”

“I’m not fucking waiting for marriage,” Rice snaps at him, angry and indignant for reasons he doesn’t quite understand, and April’s eyes widen, surprise showing in his expression.

“Hey, no shame in it,” April says softly. “Sorry. Just — I know you don’t do what I do.”

“I don’t know how you do it.”

“Well, it’s very simple — when two people like each other very much — ”

“No, I mean, with your...” Rice gestures vaguely. “You know.”

Something cools in April’s expression, and Rice knows he’s misstepped. “My... you know.”

“Not every girl gets hot for a guy who needs something to help him walk, that’s all,” says Rice, even knowing it’s the wrong thing to say, feeling like he’s sliding down an embankment and can’t stop himself. “I don’t mean anything shitty by it, just, I don’t get how you can get them all eating out of your hand.”

“Mm, well, people’s overwhelming revulsion to my disabilities aside, Rice, I’m a tremendous lover, for which I have a reputation. I’m also flirtatious, intelligent, have beautiful hands, a nice face, a lovely voice. Rather a nice cock, too, so the reviews have told me.”

Rice swallows, not letting himself glance down at April’s crotch, but that just means he has to keep looking at his face, and April looks... pissed.

“I didn’t mean — ”

“Mmm, didn’t mean anything by it, yes, you said,” said April. “It’s not my fault you can’t satisfy a woman, Rice, don’t blame my cane.”

“Hey! I didn’t — ”

“Go away, would you? I’ve got actual work to do, and a man grows bored of attending to your ego.”

And just like that, April has turned around and started sketching again. Rice stands there for a second or two, waiting to see if he’ll turn back, but he doesn’t, and Rice gives up, forces himself to go.

That
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