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    I'm sorry, Dad

      

    


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
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