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The sky was beginning to burn. The red of a sunrise, teasing at the horizon as we continued to drive towards it. The road empty, we hadn’t seen another car in hours.

Our designated driver, Keenan, drove below the speed limit. One hand on the wheel, the other on the joystick. The radio a low buzz in the background. His conversation with Tyler barely louder but their smiles were loud enough. The glitter on their cheeks, the rainbow stripes painted across Tyler’s freckles. The Muir Cap still on Keenan’s head.

My seatmate had fallen asleep, somewhere around Birmingham, wrapped up against the car door in a Pride flag. Glitter and coloured stripes on his cheeks too. A lei of multicoloured flowers around his neck.

“Patrick?”

I looked to the front as Keenan smirked at me in the rear-view, then at Tyler as he turned to face me.

“We’re pulling over.” He told me, I tilted my head, “guilty. I need to pee.”

I laughed, “of course.”

He rolled his eyes, with absolutely no bite behind it, in fact there was almost a smirk on his face.

Keenan pulled into a layby, stopping the car with a click before exhaling. There was silence as the car rested, then Tyler got out.

Keenan followed. I attempted to wake Harry up.

He sat with a start, looking around the car until he settled on me.

“Hey.”

“Hi.” He cleared his throat frowning at the road, “we’re not home, right?”

“No baby just pulled over. Tyler needed to pee…”

“Of course, he did.” He smirked at me, rubbing his eyes before sitting up a little better. He opened the car door. Stepping out and stretching his entire body. I followed pulling the flag with me, wrapping it around my shoulders.

I climbed onto the roof of Keenan’s car. Pulling the flag tighter as I looked towards the horizon. I could hear Tyler’s high-pitched laughter behind me, him telling Keenan to move away, stop being so distracting, go away. Keenan’s gravelly rumble matching him, teasing him.

Tyler soon came and sat beside me.

“Pretty huh.”

I turned to look at him, smiling as he bit his lip, his eyes following the sun.

“Yeah, you are.”

“Shut up.” He laughed, hitting my thigh then turning to me, lifting my chin and kissing me softly. “I love you.” He whispered, I grinned at him.

“I love you too.”

“Very cute, but we don’t want to see it.” Harry said to my right, I turned to him, grinning as he passed me a packet of wipes.

“How dare you erase us.” I gasped dramatically; Harry sighed rolling his eyes before climbing onto the roof next to me. I turned on the roof, resting my knee over Tyler’s thigh, the packet of wipes between my legs. I pulled out a wipe, resting my fingers under his chin, lifting his head. “Don’t look so sad darling.” I whispered as I ran my wipe covered finger over his cheek. The rainbow stripes smudging instantly.

“But you’re taking my colour away.” He whispered back,

“Not possible Tyler.”

The stripes came off with another wipe. As if they were never there.

The glitter was a little harder to get off. That’d be there for years to come.

“Next year…” I told him, as I pulled a new wipe, “we won’t have to hide. We’ll all go back to the place we live together, or stay in London…”

“Amongst the beautiful people.” Harry almost sang. I grinned at him before wiping his cheeks.

“You want to have moved out by next Pride?” Tyler asked, I nodded.

“Own place, own life. Yes. You can all come too of course.”

Harry laughed taking the wipe from me and finishing his face, “okay. Deal. Next Pride, we’ll drive back to our own house. Leaving our pride on our faces, hanging up our flags in plain view, and not worrying for one moment about being caught out.”

“Get off my car.” Keenan gasped, “how dare you sit on her.”

“Oops.” Tyler laughed jumping off the roof, “the only girl I’ll ever sit on.” He clapped his hands together, Keenan smirked back, flicking his cigarette away as he walked around the front of his car.

“Come on, there’s only like, two hours left.” He pressed the heel of his hand into his eyes. “We should get back by four.”

“Want me to drive?” I offered, he hummed, for once truly considering handing over the control of his car. My god he must love me.

“No, it’s okay.” he gave me a hand off the roof. “But maybe don’t fall asleep.”

“I hear you.” I squeezed his hand; he rose mine to kiss the back of it. We got into the car.

“No more piss stops.” He stated, as Harry got in the other side. “You wan’a go, bottle.”

“Aw, I love when dad takes us on road trips.” Harry gasped; Tyler laughed so hard he snorted.

“Oh I love you.” I told the car but directed at Tyler. He turned to look at me, blowing a kiss. I caught it, grinning at him, the ghost of his rainbow stripes on his cheeks.




🌈




I could see the thoughtfulness on Tyler’s face as he stood, his arms crossed, chewing on the bubble gum he’d found in my car. He looked at the big empty space as if it were, in fact a big empty space and not an opportunity.

“Well?” I attempted to gauge a reaction. He turned to me, now a frown on his face.

“Well?”

“Will you buy it with me?”

“What?” he laughed, shaking his head as he started around the room. His footsteps echoed deeply in the house, very, fi fay fum of him. “We can afford this?”

“We as a queer collective.” I said, he turned on the spot almost scoffing at me before exploring further. He let himself into the adjoining kitchen.

“So, me, you? Keenan and Harry, right?”

“Right.”

He began to nod.

“And you’ve mentioned it to them?”

“No. You’re the first.”

“Somethings never change.” His smirk was charming when he met my eyes again. “You think if I say yes, they both will.”

“I don’t think I’ll have to persuade either of them too much. Keenan’s wanted to move out forever, Harry, bless him…”

“Won’t want to be left out.”

I shook my head, “exactly.”

“And Keenan’s got his apprenticeship, Harry’s just started in his job, we all have money. Let’s spend it.”

He pursed his lips. Ruminating on my offer, he exhaled. “how much a month?”

“We’re looking at one hundred and fifty each. Mortgage of five hundred and forty something.”

“That’s…” he looked around again, “a lot for this.”

“Tyler!”

“Definitely doable.” He exhaled, “show me around then.”

I did.

We ended up sat on the floor of the empty attic. The skylight casting a stream of light straight through the dust. I was in double figures counting the cobwebs, but still,

“I want this to be my room.” I told Tyler, he laughed his arms wrapped around his knees as he tilted his head back looking up at the ceiling.

“Okay.” He hummed, “but you have to get all the spiders out.”

“Deal.”

We shook hands, I kept his hand in mine. “Are we doing this?”

“I’m fully persuaded.” He told me squeezing my hand gently, “I think we can totally make this work, but it will be a lot of it.”

“I have no doubt but it’s also a blank canvas. We can literally build it from the ground up.”

Tyler nodded.

“And I assume you’ve thought about parking for Keenan’s girlfriend?”

“I will literally park Minnie anywhere else so he can have the street outside.”

“Seems you’ve thought of everything then.”

I exhaled, “you have no idea how long I’ve waited for this.”

He wrapped his arm around my shoulder, kissing my cheek before resting his forehead against the side of mine.

“So, am I persuading them, or are you?”

“I’ll take Harry, if you take Keenan?”

He began to nod, his expression thoughtful and considered. “Okay, and when do we have to pay?”

“End of the week.” My smile was huge, he laughed.

“End of the week?”

“Well, you have to pay me by the end of the week.”

“Why?”

I jangled the keys at him, “because I already bought it.”




🏳️🌈
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I don’t think I had the capability to actually say no to Patrick.

Well, on the low consequence things at least, he wasn’t a master manipulator on the important things – but, on things like, dancing on a sticky bars dance floor, to a song that had no real words or driving to London because it’s not that far just four and a half hours or in fact, moving into a house that he’d just bought on a whim because – and I quote – we’re young and queer, just think of the adventures that’ll happen in this house.

I couldn’t say no. My mum however had definitely wished I had.

She followed me around my room as I packed away my books, and my plants and my work. She unpacked certain things in a guise of oh what a wonderful memory. My picture from my last day of Secondary School with Tyler and Keenan was the last thing I had to retrieve from her.

I held my hand out as she stroked her hand over my stripped bed.

Please don’t start crying.

“They’re lovely boys.” she said nodding as she tapped the picture, “truly lovely, but do you think you can all live together. Do you want too?”

“Yes mum.” I sat beside her on my bed. “You like Tyler. You’ve always preferred I play with Tyler.”

She hummed as if she had some secret vendetta against him that she’d never alluded me too.

“I’ll be fine. It’s not that far, and they’re my best friends.”

“That Patrick boys a bit… eccentric.” she means gay. “Don’t let him cohesive you into things you don’t want to do.”

“Patrick never would.” I assured her, “he understands boundaries.” It wasn’t a jab, it wasn’t an intentional one at least, but she still took it as one because of course she did.

“We’re just concerned about you. You’re so young, and you’ve just started your job and now you’re moving out. Just like that. We barely blinked and you’re a grown man.”

“You weren’t this concerned when Evelyn moved out.” to this date that was four months ago. She was three years older than me.

“She was ready.” she was pregnant.

“I’m ready, and if I prove that statement wrong, I’ll be back by Christmas. I just need…” I took a breath, shaking my head as I finally retrieved the picture back from her.

“What do you need Harry?”

“Space.” I offered, “I just need space.” to meet boys, to bring boys back, to fuck boys.

“You have your own room.”

“And a curfew.” I picked up the last box in my room.

“At least say goodbye to Annabelle.”

I gave thought to just shouting my goodbyes, but I knew that wouldn’t fly. I took the box downstairs, piling it next to the other five. Clothes. Books. Plants. Memories. That was all I had, really.

I found Annabelle sat at the kitchen table. Allegedly getting on with her homework, but I had doubts on that.

She barely looked my way when I said goodbye, but she was fifteen, I truly hadn’t expected her to remember my existence.

She turned as I went to leave.

“Abandoning me as well huh.”

I stopped, smiling back at her as she shook her head, slow, long shakes that were completely sarcastic.

“You’ll get through. You’re already the favourite.”

She scoffed, “we both know Evelyn was the favourite.” true.

“Well, then gods speed.” I kissed my peace sign; she flipped the bird back at me.

A horn sounded outside. It must have been Keenan. He’d agreed to ferry Tyler and I, plus our boxes to our new living arrangement without a fee.

I left my house as Tyler left his.

We’d been next door neighbours since our conception. Our parents moving in within weeks of each other, then getting pregnant within the same timescale. We had our own newspaper clipping, the Kings Road boys, five boys all born within months of each other in the Kings Road cul-de-sac. We were basically famous. Everyone knew of Kings Road.

Tyler was the only other boy on our road that I had any kind of relationship with. As the others think being unpleasant is a personality type.

He was as happy to be leaving this cul-de-sac as I was. He just got lots of smothering hugs from his parents on his doorstep. I, apparently hadn’t even been walked to the door, although, to be fair my dad was still at work and my mum was playing victim upstairs.

Keenan helped me with my boxes.

I sat in the back of the car, a fort of boxes surrounding me as Tyler took the front.

“I got you something.” Tyler said turning in the seat passing me a brown paper package.

“What’s this for?”

“Your new room.” he smiled, happily and unreserved, I smiled back because of course I did. I tore the top of the brown parcel, not ripping too far, not destroying the whole thing. I pulled on the piece of material peeking out the top, revealing a pride flag as big as me as if I were a magician pulling a rabbit out of a hat.

I glanced at Tyler. He grinned.

“I know you’ve always wanted one, and that you’ve never had one of your own.”

“You can display it loudly and proudly in your new room.” Keenan said without taking his eyes from the road. I unclipped my seat belt, wrapping my arms around Tyler’s shoulders and kissing his cheek.

“I think he likes it.” Tyler told Keenan before he kissed my hands.

“I’m so ready for this.” I told them, “I am excited, and ready, and…” I looked back at the flag. “Thank you.”

“You are most welcome.”




We’d all come with different levels of furniture, Keenan came with a whole couch set that his mum had saved for him when he eventually moved out.

Patrick practically came with an entire bedroom, from, presumably his own.

Tyler had some kitchen chairs, and an old table with all kinds of stickers stuck to it, I’d made out a Live Aid sticker and multiple rainbow pride stickers because Tyler’s parents were cool like that.

I’d come with a box full of plants – somehow, I felt like I was already under performing in this tenant agreement.

I was going to need a bed, a chest of drawers. I at least had a mattress; bedding and my clothes could handle being in the boxes for now.

I placed my things around my room. Nothing quite being in the right place yet, but it would be, one day, I was sure of that.

I sat on the edge of my mattress, unfolding the rainbow flag over my legs. I knew where I wanted to put that, but it meant getting a chair from the kitchen.

Downstairs was alive. Everyone moving everything. Boxes and furniture, dancing around each other, avoiding each other like professionals. As if we’d been living here for years, as if we knew the corridors, and the small alcoves, the way the walls fell.

Which floorboards creaked, which doors took a little more force than others.

There was music playing somewhere, probably in the kitchen on Tyler’s little radio. We were already in tune with the house.

Tyler and Keenan were carrying a couch in, them either end, mocking to me, to you. Until Tyler gave up, dropping his end and sitting on the couch, his hand against his forehead in dramatized fatigue as Keenan sighed and leant on the other end.

I continued down the stairs, stopping by one of my boxes, the picture I’d retrieved from my mum on the top. I picked it up, taking it with me to sit beside Tyler on the couch.

“Oh, we were young there.” He said affectionately, stroking his finger over the signatures bright against his white shirt. His was open, his white PE shirt underneath also signed. Keenan’s tie was hanging loose around his neck, his long shirt sleeves rolled to his elbows, his shirt of course, also covered in signatures. I was still pristine, my shirt buttoned to my neck, my tie untouched, my shirt colourful too, but most of my ‘signatures’ were drawings done by Keenan throughout the day.

“Part timers.”

We all turned towards Patrick as he came back through the front door, “I was going to suggest we order pizza but if you’re all sitting down on the job.”

“Oh shut up.” Tyler laughed, “I don’t see you pulling your weight.”

Patrick gasped, lifting up the landline he was holding. “I’m carrying in the phone.” He took a step towards us, “and then I’m going to pick up the phone, and call the pizza place, and…” he gasped, “order it.”

“No, no, he’s right…” Keenan said, “he’s working the hardest.” He clapped against his knee, “I get it, you know.”

“You’re far too gullible.” Tyler sighed, then stood, he lifted the end of the couch. I wasn’t proud of my scream as I was tipped, Keenan grabbing the other end and they carried it for all of a minute before I was tipped off and delivered to the kitchen.

I stood the picture on the sticker covered table, passing it to retrieve a chair.

I got it upstairs without incident. Stationing it in my doorway and stepping onto it. I successfully pinned the flag to my ceiling.

“I think that’s upside down.”

“Shut up.” I offered to Patrick, he cooed at me wrapping his arm around my thighs, making my chair wobble.

“Spunky. Not like you.”

I looked down at him, “turning over a new leaf.”

“I like it.” He hummed, “it’s about damn time Harold Evans.” He started away from me, “I’m going to order pepperoni, okay?”

I nodded sitting on the chair, my arms resting on the back of it. “For me sure…”

He began down the stairs.

“Tyler’s vegetarian.”

He swore from the stairs. I laughed burying my face in my crossed arms before following him down, the chair in tow.

I reunited it with it’s set, retrieving the photo and taking it into the living room.

I stood it central on the mantelpiece. Took a few steps back.

Now that was in the right place.




Keenan passed me the pizza box.

“I hear you, okay, like I understand … “I said taking a piece then passing the box to Patrick. “Fully but hear me out. Boyfriends?”

Patrick laughed, shaking his head at me and taking a piece from the box.

“No”’ he told me simply, well not ‘simply’, in the flamboyant style of Patrick.

“Yes.” Tyler exhaled “yes, someday. Yes, one day, but not today. I want to have sex, good sex, where I remember the orgasm and not ‘his’ name.’

" Hear, hear.’’ Patrick rose his glass. Keenan shook his head.

“No, I want a boyfriend.’’ he said “I want to feel loved, and to know someone loves me for sex to mean more than just the orgasm.”

“And I agree.” Tyler butted in, “one day. For now, I want to be nineteen and have fun.’’

“Okay, but you’re shy right.’’ I said to Tyler, he nodded, “don’t you want to move pass the ‘pickup’ stage and get to the comfortable with each other stage.’’

“The thrill is in the chase.’’ Tyler lifted his glass.

“Never in the Capture.’’ Patrick finished for him. “Ah, Ms Christie knew what was up.” they clinked glasses. I rolled my eyes.

“I don’t think we’ll win this.” I told Keenan, he chuckled deeply.

“It’s a fifty, fifty split my darling Harry.’’ He paused, and I knew the next shot would be lethal. “Besides, the length of time they’ve been fucking, makes them boyfriends by default.” 

Patrick and Tyler began to shriek almost immediately. Keenan winked at me I hid behind my pizza slice as I giggled. Keenan eventually interrupted their rebuttals, “where do we stand on this, anyway? Boys? Can we bring them back?”

“I don’t see why not?” Tyler offered, “we all have our own rooms, we all have…”

“Neighbours.” I said, Tyler smirked at me,

“Don’t worry. Patrick’s in the attic.”

Patrick squealed; we all mocked him immediately as if he’d just proven the point. He went to protest, “don’t even try it. I have firsthand experience with you.” Tyler said, Keenan hummed.

“Yep. Me too.” 

He smirked at me; I sniggered gently.

“I still can’t believe I wasn’t invited to this little club. I had to find my own first time.”

“Hey there’s still time.” Patrick winked at me, “want to christen the house?”

“Not even a little bit.” I kissed at Patrick; he caught it in his fist.

“So, to sum up, we can bring boys back here, yes?”

“Yes.”

“Good to know.” Keenan grinned.

Good to know.
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I led him into my room, my hands deep in my pockets as I overthought practically everything. It was a game of luck, knowing when the right time to drop the t bomb was.

He, Riley, seemed decent enough. He was nice, what a parent would follow with a coo, what a nice boy.

His hair was bright pink, candyfloss pink, his hazel eyes complimented by it. He was beautiful, and I hoped he was nice. Although, everything he’d done so far, didn’t indicate otherwise.

When I turned to him, he was smiling at me. It wasn’t by any means coy, there was no shyness there. He was confident, and cocky – he was an experience.

I wished to have his confidence.

“So, do we have to be quiet?” he placed his finger on his lips. I laughed shaking my head.

“No, we’re okay.”

“Really?”

We walked either side of my bed. His head back, taking in the room.

“I mean, I live with a bunch of other people too, being quiet comes with the narrative.”

“Student accommodation?”

We sat our bodies facing each other, our legs hanging over the bed.

“Foster care.”

Oh, I said it, “oh.”

“I know, I know but don’t worry there isn’t too much childhood trauma.”

I snorted a laugh; he grinned taking my chin into his hand and kissing me.

I allowed myself to get into it, deepening the kiss, lifting my hands to his face. Just about catching myself before I fell forward with lack of support.

“Do you do this a lot?” he asked, the polite way of asking if this was my first attempt at a hook up. I hummed against him.

“Few and far between.” I offered as he played with my jacket, until he could remove it.

“Confidence?”

“And then some. Do you do this a lot?”

“I do this enough.” He offered crinkling his nose in delight at me, “I know what I like, I know how to get it.” he shrugged, “let me show you.”

I sniggered, so he laughed. The sound happy and not at all offended, so I took a breath, allowing myself to relax a little more and to start taking off his clothes.

We got down to our underwear, our shirts still on our kisses deep, but he wasn’t hard. Our bodies were near enough aligned, I’d have been able to feel it, I was sure of it.

I looked at him. He gave me an amused frown then looked down between us.

“Not into it?” he asked then very quickly, “it’s totally okay if not. It’s the hair isn’t it?”

“No, no I am, I am I’m…” I shook my head, “me, you’re not hard either.” That came out a bit quick, especially given his bark of a laugh.

“Yeah, but I’m trans. I don’t have anything to get hard down there.”

“But…” I began then, “what?”

“What?”

“You’re trans?”

“Yeah but I, I didn’t think you’d…”

“I’m trans.”

His sadness became suspicion really quickly. His eyes examining me, then my room. I saw as his eye line eventually landed on the trans flag I had hung on the back of my door. “Oh my god.”

“I’ve…” I began then, “I’ve never met someone else; I’ve never knowingly met someone else.”

“You’re so stealth.” He breathed; my laugh was throaty.

“I don’t think telling you my transition timeline is the sexiest thing we could be doing right now.”

“No.” he smiled at me, “no, no, do you still want to have sex with me? Some people get a bit…”

“You’re telling me.” I hummed then, “yes, yeah I do I…”

“Okay.” he whispered, “I didn’t come prepared with my… sexual aids.”

“Sexual aids.” I snorted; he acknowledged me with an eyebrow.

“So how do you do this, how have you done this?”

“What do you mean?”

“How have you had sex before now?”

“Guys…” I waved my hand telling him to finish the sentence for himself, he did.

“With their…?” he asked as he sat up, I nodded slowly frowning at him as he sat at my hips, “not their fingers?”

“No, I’ve never done, no?”

“Not even to yourself?”

I shook my head, “no, I’ve no.”

“Are you happy for me to use my fingers?”

I nodded, mostly out of curiosity, he smirked at me stroking his fingers over my boxers, biting down on his lip so hard he left dents. He took my boxers off once he was satisfied with whatever it was, he was looking for.

“Oh, I stand corrected.” He whispered as he stroked his fingers over me. “You are in fact very hard.”

I tried my damned hardest not to whimper at that.

Good god, euphoria and horniness was a lethal combination.

I eventually stopped restricting my whimpers. I eventually stopped restricting anything because my brain was so clouded with sex, and euphoria and incomprehension that I didn’t give a thought to what was coming out of my mouth.

Until I saw clarity at least, and clapped my hand over my mouth, smothering a moan on the side of too loud, I tuned into his delight as his fingers slipped from me, and he rose them to his mouth.

I pushed myself up with my elbows, looking at him as he smirked at me.

“What the – what was that?” I gasped; he laughed falling back to sit properly.

“I recommend trying it for yourself.” He smirked, “but nothing will compare to me.”

“Vain.” I mocked; he pulled his tongue at me.

“You want to repay the favour?”

I nodded slowly, as he moved so he could kneel over me.

“Getting out the wet spot.”

“I’m not even sorry.” I mumbled, he snorted lightly,

“Neither am I.” he took my hand, slipping into his boxers and directing my fingers until he ground down on me and moaned.




He sat on my washing machine, in just a pair of my boxers and my t-shirt.

My sheets going around, and around as I stood leaning on the counter opposite drinking tea.

“Six?”

“Officially.” I shook my head, “socially. I mean.”

“You chose your name at six?”

“Kind of.” I squinted at him, “kind of. Keenan is really quite close to my birth name. My parents, who weren’t divorced then, gave me a few masculine variants of my name. I picked the one I liked the best, and we rolled with it – I think it fits.”

“It definitely fits.” He nodded,

“Like Riley fits for you.”

He blew me a kiss then, “so go on, six, you change your name?”

“Changed my name, pronouns, everything. I moved when I was eight – because my parents divorced, not because I was trans, but I started my new school fully stealth.”

“You’re, Irish right?”

“I am. I was born in Kinsale.”

He nodded, “aren’t your family super Catholic?”

“Most.” I nodded, “dad’s side more than mam’s but I barely see them, and well what I don’t know, can’t hurt me.”

“I get that.” A shy kind of smile.

“The only person from primary who knows I’m trans is Tyler…” I gestured to the ceiling, “who lives here.”

“Oh, primary friends, that’s so cute.” He smiled,

I laughed into my teacup. “He only found out because of swimming lessons, and I freaked out.”

“Naturally.” He nodded, I hummed.

“I went on blockers at nine and started T at sixteen.”

“Wait, this voice is from just three years?”

“I started voice training at thirteen. When all my friends’ voices started breaking, I trained mine lower then T just kind of helped – but I was always quiet, and barely spoke anyway.”

“Comes with the narrative of being shy.” He grinned at me, I nodded.

“My mum helped me change my gender and legal name. Now, I’m just stealth, I don’t come out if I don’t have to. I haven’t quite figured out the opportune moment to tell those I want to sleep with that I’m trans though but obviously neither have you.”

He snorted gently, “no, its complicated right, you have to read the person and like, you I figured you’d be cool with it, which it why I waited. Some people though, you can tell they’re going to want a dick, then I usually tell straight away.”

“Oh yeah I’ve done that but luckily, usually, people are too scared to punch me.”

“Me on the other hand.” His smile was almost sad.

“What about you?”

“I was nine.” He exhaled, “so I was in care from when I was a baby. Got fostered a few times, but I was returned. The third time I was taken back, my social worker made me go see a therapist, to ensure it didn’t depress me too much, but we found out I was trans instead.”

“Plot twist.” I laughed, he nodded.

“It made me a little less likely to be fostered though, until Ellie and Kevin came along when I was twelve. They fostered me, still do, and they kind of helped me nurture and develop my identity.”

“Where did Riley come from?”

He shrugged, “baby name book, I just, liked it.”

“The best way.”

“Have you really never…” he twirled his wrist at me, until he seemed to land on, “pleasured yourself.”

“Really.” I breathed. “It was a no-go for such a long time – can still be.”

“But you sleep with guys?”

I nodded slowly, “I lost my virginity to Patrick, also upstairs.”

He looked towards the ceiling, laughing gleefully.

“I was just about seventeen and I knew that I wanted sex but didn’t know how to give myself it. A mixture of not having the knowledge, and not wanting to touch myself.”

“So you did it with someone you trust?”

“No, I didn’t know Patrick until I was in his bed. We’d never met before that, he just wouldn’t leave after it.” we laughed together, I shook my head. “I used him because I didn’t know him then, so I could be like, I want sex but I don’t have a dick. Yes or no.” I shrugged lightly as I finished my tea, “he was more than happy to comply. He helped me figure out what felt good, and I did orgasm that time and I kind of, I knew that felt good. Like, trialed and tested kind of thing so I just kept chasing after that.”

“I’m not going to force you to touch yourself, I know dysphoria can be a bitch.” he pointed at me, “but have you ever used an STP?”

“No.” I said slowly then, “not sexually at least.”

“We’re going to do this again, okay?”

I frowned at him as he grinned, “I’m going to bring my STP – well, not STP but details. I will let you use it with me, and honestly Keenan, I think it’ll change your life.”

“Bring?”

“You are not coming to my foster carers house for sex Keenan.”

I laughed.

“Deal.”

“Deal?” he tilted his head at me, I nodded.

“What did you say? You know what you want, and you know how to get it.” I shrugged lightly, “maybe I should take a leaf out of your book.”

We smiled at each other.
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The nights could be long, the minute hand unmoving. The sun not even breaching the horizon.

But I was used to it by now. I was used to not sleeping, in fact, I came to expect it.

I could hear talking in the house. The washing machine running, so I wasn’t the only one awake but I didn’t think I was invited into the party downstairs. I figured it was Keenan, he was the only one of us who’d gone out tonight and came back with a second set of footsteps behind him on the stairs.

Good for Keenan.

Now I sat on the windowsill in my room, that I’d just finished cleaning, watching the night. At least it was a new view. New trees, new rooftops, new flickering streetlights.

The room was unfamiliar, it didn’t feel like my room yet. It felt like an interim, empty floors, a mattress because my bed frame was still downstairs, boxes, piles and piles of boxes.

We’d gotten them upstairs at least.

All our boxes were upstairs. It was the furniture we’d been too lazy to move. I hoped Keenan was avoiding the main room where everything currently lived.

I turned slowly as my bedroom door opened.

“Keenan?” I asked, the confusion evident because was he bringing his special friend to meet his oldest friend.

No. of course not.

“Patrick.” I exhaled, he almost looked coy as he hugged his duvet closer around him, it falling from his head to his shoulders.

“Room doesn’t feel like, me yet.” He told me, I almost laughed. “why are you still awake?”

“Same reason.” I said then shrugged, “insomnia plays a part.”

“Oh.” He came further into my room, knocking the door shut behind him. “I thought Keenan was keeping you up.”

I laughed.

“Keenan’s a very considerate neighbour.”

Patrick sat on my mattress, letting his duvet fall over his legs and settle alongside mine that I’d abandoned a good few hours ago. I watched him, humming to myself before finally getting up and walking back towards my mattress.

“What’s it like?”

“Which?”

“Insomnia.”

I exhaled, sitting so I was facing him. “It’s like being exhausted but not being able to sleep.” I shook my head, “it’s like when you know you have a hundred things to do so you can’t sleep yet. I don’t know.”

“What’s it feel like tonight?”

“Like I’m wide awake.” I almost smiled, “I’m not even tired, and I should be, but I just feel, awake.” I nudged my knee against his, “don’t you feel tired?”

“No.” he didn’t sound sure. “I don’t know. Can I stay regardless?”

“Regardless of if you fall asleep?”

He nodded; I grinned back at him.

“We can try some of my sleep techniques?”

“You have sleep techniques?” he was mocking me, just slightly, I mocked him straight back.

“I’ve been a certified shitty sleeper since I was thirteen. Of course, I have techniques.”

“Well, what are they?”

“Reading.” I offered, then searched out my books. Third box down, “but that’s too much work. Listening to soft music, lighting candles.” I smiled at his smile.

“This is starting to sound like a date.”

“Pokémon cards.”

“There goes the romance.”

I pulled my tongue at him. “Sometimes smoking weed helps, but my lunchbox is in one of these boxes too.”

“Okay, anything else? Because it sounds like we’re going to be lighting some candles and listening to some music.”

“Masturbating.”

“Oh.”

“But…” I drew out, playing with him. He instantly rolled his eyes. “You wanted to christen the house with Harry. Not with me. I don’t want to sleep with a boy who doesn’t value me.”

“Oh, shut up.”

“And is verbally abusive.”

“Tyler.” he gasped, “I didn’t offer it to you because I thought you knew that you were always my first choice.”

“A bit sappy that Patrick.”

“Fine, masturbate alone.”

“Usually do.”

He crinkled his nose at me, I mirrored him.

“Does sex have the same effect?”

“Yeah. It’s the orgasm. Not the act.”

“Ah, there’s the romance again.”

I grinned at him, “An orgasm can make you tired, can release relaxing hormones into your brain, oxytocin and prolactin.” I told him as I moved down my bed, kneeling over his legs. “Statistically, sleepiness after an orgasm is higher in men.”

“Your dirty talk could use some work.”

“What? You don’t find statistics sexy?”

He rolled his eyes, taking my face into his hands and kissing me. I smiled against him, wrapping my arms around his shoulders, my fingers playing with his hair.

“Have you unpacked the condoms?” I whispered, he grinned against me, tucking my hair behind my ears.




He was sleepy. At least it’d worked for him, as he sunk lower and lower into the bed. His words becoming slower.

“I think I’m going to like having you here, you know, anytime.” He barely said, I smiled down at him stroking my fingers through his hair as he cuddled my pillow. His eyes found his way up to mine, “even just for sleep.”

“Go to sleep Patrick.”

“But you’re awake.”

“I’ll be awake for a while yet.”

“Was the sex not sleep enough?”

I laughed, kissing the top of his head. 

I was still awake when Keenan and the second set of footsteps came back up the stairs, presumably to go to bed. I could hear muffled laughter through the wall, a few muted bangs as they obviously knocked things whilst redressing Keenan’s bed. 

They must’ve gone to sleep pretty quickly. 

I was still awake when I heard the bathroom light flick on, the toilet flush, and flick back off. 

I was still awake when the sun came up. The room turning a fuzzy kind of blue, then orange. The sun catching on the few dream catchers I hadn’t gotten around to putting up yet. 

I was still awake when I heard who could’ve only been Harry get up, and start getting ready for work. I checked my clock, six thirty. That was acceptable enough. 

I disconnected myself from Patrick, him not stirring at all as I left my room, and started to the kitchen. I had made a coffee by the time Harry joined me. He stuttered to a stop, frowning at me as he continued to tie his tie. 

“You’re up early.” 

“Does it count as being up, if I didn’t sleep?” 

“Still?” he asked, I nodded passing one of the mugs to Harry.

“One…”

“One sugar, splash of milk. I know.” 

He winked at me, drinking from the mug before opening the kitchen cabinet and retrieving his cereal. 

“I remember being so envious that you could stay up all night.” he shook his head as he sat at the table, I sat opposite him. “My little nine year old ass was asleep by like half seven every night, and I used to think all kinds of exciting things happened after the lights went out.” he reached for me, “now I understand, sleep is good.” 

“Sleep is so good.” I squeezed his hand, “but darling, your twenty year old ass is asleep by half seven every night too.”

“Not last night.” he smirked, “did Keenan bring someone back?” 

I nodded leaning a little closer to him, “he did. They were hanging around the washing machine at about two am.” 

“They where?” he frowned, “I thought they went again.” 

“No.” I drew out, he tutted leaning back on the chair as he drank his coffee.

“No, you and Patrick went.” he smiled, “it was like a canon event.” He drew his knees to his chest, resting the mug on his knee. “Poor Harry.” 

“Poor Harry indeed.” 

“I think I’m owed a night of…” he smirked into his mug, “passion.” 

“Passion. I thought you wanted a boyfriend?” 

“I believe in sex before marriage.”  

“Do you have time for that? With being the most adult of us all.” 

We both glanced towards the clock that was lent against the counter top because we hadn’t put it up yet. His smile was gentle as we both read seven fifteen. 

“You know we haven’t been roller skating in so long.” he shrugged, “I might not get sex, but I might at least have a bit of fun.” he stood, straightening his tie as he took his mug and bowl to the sink. “I have the whole weekend.” He turned to look at me as I grinned,

“And us weekend workers will spend today putting this house together.” I rose my hands above my head, “Patrick and I are apparently taking Minnie to a second-hand shop for furniture.” 

I watched as Harry’s expression shifted before he shook his head. “Patrick knows how big his car is, doesn’t he?” 

“I’m not too sure, is there anything you desperately need?” 

“A bed frame.” he gasped, “please, Tyler a bed frame.” 
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