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Home From Abroad

by Domashita Romero (地下ロメロ)

“Good god,” I said as I stepped through the door and put my briefcase down. “I never thought it would end up finding being bowed to tedious.” I collapsed heavily onto the sofa, loosening my tie and rolling my neck. “Not that all the bowing in return made it any better. I’m going to be feeling this trip in my lumbar for a week at least.”

“Are you in need of some back medicine, sir?” said Thom as he followed after me with the rest of the baggage from our trip, the tack-tack of his hooves on the hardwood floor of the hallway disappearing into the soft crush of carpet.

I laughed a little as I let my head lean back on the hard wooden edge of the back of the sofa. “Why yes, actually, I am.”

“Right away,” Thom said, and I looked up at him in time to see the tiniest little curve at the corners of his mouth. For Thom, that was essentially a shit-eating grin, so I smiled myself. He went to the liquor cabinet and started to reach for a bottle.

“Oh– god, not the Irish whiskey,” I said. “I don’t think I can stand even one drop more of anything Celtic at the moment.”

“Noted, sir,” Thom said as he reached for the bourbon instead, the quietest little pianissimo note of amusement in his dry tones. At least he was in a good mood.

I couldn’t truly say I was in a bad one; simply exhausted. Travel to Tír na nÓg, no matter how lucrative the dealings made there, always left me feeling completely fucked out by the end of it, ready to return home where people blinked more than once a minute and didn’t fart silvery strains of music.

Thom brought the glass of bourbon to me and I took it with a grateful sigh. A sip later and I was already feeling a little better, warmth in my belly shaking off the weariness of travel between Realms. “Any for yourself?” I said, nodding between Thom and the liquor cabinet.

“No, thank you, sir,” he said. “I find liquor after travel makes me…” His lips flattened to a thin line and his ears turned back a little. “Agitated.”

“Well, anything but that,” I said, and took another long sip, followed by a sigh of satisfaction. “No need to stick around if you don’t feel like it. We can save the post-mortem on the trip for tomorrow.” Thom kept the apartments the floor below our penthouse. I’d found it useful to keep my right hand man… at hand. “And I imagine you’re a bit sick of me after six days straight.”

“Perish the thought, sir,” he said, and dipped his head a little. It was refreshing to see something so precise after nearly a week of slow, elegant sidhe gesticulations. I raised my glass to Thom and he started to head for the door when it opened again.

Reina leaned against the doorframe, stifling a small yawn into her hand. “And when were you going to let me know you’d gotten home?”

“Good to see you too, darling,” I said. “Just only been back a few minutes. Thought you might be asleep already.” She had clearly been headed that way; she was dressed in the green satin robe I’d gotten her for her birthday. It did such wonders to bring out her eyes.

“Long enough to get comfortable,” she said, nodding to my glass of bourbon.

“Jealous?” I said, swirling the glass in front of me.

“A bit,” she said, and stepped from the doorway to come sit next to me. She distracted me with a kiss on the cheek and snatched the glass from my hand, taking a sip.

“Would you like a glass, ma’am?” Thom said, and Reina just laughed into the liquor.

“No, it tastes better when I steal it from him,” she said. There was the tiniest lift of Thom’s lips again. She always knew how to make him smile. “But I could open a bottle of wine if you’d like to stay a while. I know you could probably use some unwinding after a trip like that. You two could tell me none of the boring parts and all of the fun parts.”

Thom hesitated for a moment, then dipped his head again. “I think I would like that, yes. Thank you.”

I let out a huff of disdain. “What about being ‘agitated’?”

Thom turned his gaze to me and raised an eyebrow. “I said liquor makes me agitated. Not wine.”

“Well, you didn’t specify that,” I said.

“You didn’t ask,” Thom said, and almost cracked an actual smile before adding, “sir.” He turned his attention back to Reina. “Any preference of vintage, ma’am?”

Reina waved a hand. “I’ll leave it to you. Thank you, Thom.”

“My pleasure. I’ll return shortly,” he said, and then was out of the office, his faun hooves tack-tacking on the hardwood as he went to the wine library. I sighed and cuddled in closer to my wife, tucking my head against her throat.

“Did you miss me?” I said

“Yes, yes,” Reina said, running her fingers through my hair. “Every day was spent sighing and staring out of windows, counting down the days, tossing and turning in a bed simply too large and empty without you–”

“Yes, yes, I get it, thank you,” I said, and kissed her just beneath her jaw. She made a satisfied noise and leaned back like a pleased cat. “I missed you. The bed was too large and empty without you in it.”

“Oh? Didn’t anyone keep you company?” she said as she got goosebumps from me by tracing spirals on the back of my neck with her nails.

“Ugh,” I said. “Nothing about Tír na nÓg is sexy.”

“Aw,” Reina said. “I always thought it was romantic.”

“Romantic, yes,” I said. “Sexy, no. Everything’s gossamery and shimmery and tastes like starlight and I could be convinced the sidhe have no genitals at all and reproduce by touching fingertips and sighing at each other.”

“It’s a little more complicated than that,” Thom said as he returned, two glasses in one hand and a bottle in the other. I’d been so distracted by the way my wife’s neck smelled that I’d entirely missed the tack-tack of his return. “But you’re not entirely wrong.”

“I knew it!” I said, and straightened up a little, but still kept my arms around Reina. Thom set down the two glasses, uncorked the wine with expert finesse, and poured. “Oh, none for me?”

Thom looked at me as he placed one glass into Reina’s hand and the other for himself, finally settling down in the chair nearest us. “You didn’t ask, sir.”

I sighed dramatically and reached for my bourbon. “Terrible. Remind me to fire you in the morning.”

“Of course, sir,” Thom said, and Reina laughed softly as they clinked glasses together.

“Oh, excellent choice, Thom,” she said as she took a sip. The wrap of her robe had come a little loose as she sat curled up next to me. I could see the curve of her breast, the peak of her nipple just barely in shadow, and I knew that Thom could see it, too. I looked at him, and he looked at me.

And Reina caught us looking at each other. She grinned like a fox and leaned back against the back of the sofa, somehow perfectly shifting her body so the robe fell a bit from her shoulders, showing the sweet, smooth line of her neck.

“Does sound like it was a very stressful trip,” Reina said, as she kept one hand on the back of my neck, twirling her fingers in just the way that made me have to struggle to hold back how it made me shiver. “No time for any fun or relaxation at all.”

“It was all business, darling,” I said, and watched Thom slowly drink from his glass of wine, he sat straight upright as always, his eyes on me as I watched Reina.

Reina drained her glass of wine in one gulp — my girl knew how to really savor a fine vintage — and set her glass down on the table. “Feel like unwinding a bit more?” she said, and put her leg up on the table next to the glass, more green satin parting away to show soft skin.

I really had been so irritated and tired from the trip that it hadn’t even remotely occurred to me that this could be a possible welcome-home. I opened my mouth to respond but Thom beat me to it. “I certainly would, ma’am,” he said, and put his glass down without finishing it. His sharp golden eyes were on me again. “And you, sir?”

I didn’t bother to hide the shiver this time. So this was how tonight was going to go. “You know, I could stand with some stress relief.”

“Good,” Reina said, then grabbed my chin to kiss me, deep and wet and real. Thom had picked a good wine! She drew back just when I was getting into it, smiling in a way that meant I shouldn’t be too upset at her departure — she had something planned. “David, sit tight. Thom… do as you please. I’ll be right back.”

“Of course, ma’am,” Thom said as she slipped out of my grasp and went out of the room, heading off in the direction of our bedroom. If I’d had a tail like the dog she sometimes said I was, it’d have been wagging.

I gave Thom a slow grin and finished the rest of my bourbon. “Didn’t include this in the job description, did I?” I said.

“As I remind you every time you say that, sir,” Thom said, that smile becoming realer by the second, “you did not.”

I laughed a little and gave Thom a softer smile. “You could come here and kiss me,” I said.

“I could,” Thom said.

“So why aren’t you?”

There it was. There was the actual smile, the curve of one side of his mouth going upward in a way that someone who hadn’t been with him nearly every day for five years would recognize. “You didn’t ask, sir.”

I leaned my head back and laugh. “Will you please come here and kiss me?”

“With pleasure,” Thom said, and stood to move to where I sat on the sofa. He stayed standing in front of me, bending downward as I craned my neck up to kiss him. The wine tasted just as good on his lips.

“Oh!” I heard Reina’s voice some lost amount of time later. “You’re still dressed. I should have taken longer.”

Thom drew back from the kiss and turned to face her. “I’m sorry, ma’am. Mr. Kalodimos has not been quite clear in expressing his needs.”

Reina sighed and gave him a long suffering look. “He is like that, isn’t he.” She was still in her robe, but it hung on her a little differently because of the way there was a significant rise in the fabric in the front. God, I loved my wife.

“Right, I’ll express my needs very clearly,” I said. “I’ve been working very hard recently and I’m very tired and stressed out so I’d like you two to do whatever you want with me, but also I’d like to do as little work as possible.”

Thom and Reina shared a long look, the bent parts of their smiles a gorgeous mirror. “I think we can do that,” Reina said. “As long as you know how lazy it makes you.”

“I do,” I said, beaming at her.

“Good,” she said. “Now get undressed already. Both of you. Everyone.”

Thom reached out his hand to pull me up off the couch and drew me close for one hard kiss before stepping back to begin to undress. I did the same, carefully placing each item of my suit on a chair I knew was unlikely to get used. No reason to wrinkle a fine piece of tailoring just because I was going to get fucked.

I never told him, because us telling each other that sort of thing wasn’t how we worked, but I loved to see Thom naked. I spent every day with him buttoned up and pressed and perfect; naked he was all hair and fur and muscle. If it weren’t for the gold-rimmed glasses still pinched balanced upon the bridge of his nose, I could believe him to be one of his ancient ancestors, the kind that bacchanalled with my ancient ancestors.

Also, I loved his cock. God, the thing was gorgeous, just thick enough, just long enough, looking perfect jutting out from the thick tawny fur of his legs.

“Very nice,” Reina said, and let her robe drop to the floor. And oh, I loved her cock, too, even if it was far less flesh and blood than Thom’s. When she’d first bought the strap-on, she’d teased that she’d had to be sure to buy a cock smaller than mine, so as not to wound my ego. I always just retorted that it wasn’t my ego I was worried about being wounded. But everything about me ended up unscathed. She was so good with it, like she was good with everything.

I spent a while enjoying the sight of the two of them before stretching my arms out and letting out a satisfied sound. “God, life is good,” I said, then slowly settled to my knees on the floor.

Reina came up behind me first, running her fingers through my hair and then scraping her nails down the back of my neck, just hard enough to make me arch back. Thom stepped forward then, taking the opportunity to stroke his hand down my throat, to reach lower to pinch at one of my nipples.

“Would you like to suck me off, sir?” he asked, his voice as calm and level as ever, even though his cock was inches from my mouth and nearly dripping with arousal.

“Yes, actually, that’d be lovely,” I said, and I heard Reina’s laugh as she nudged my head a little forward. I was already on it, though, putting my hands into the fur at Thom’s hips to brace myself as I sucked the tip of his cock into my mouth, moaning at the thick, musky taste that overwhelmed my senses. Fauns tasted good in general, but Thom was particularly spectacular.

I swallowed him deeper, keeping my mouth tight on him as I lost track of whose hand was working through my hair. Reina’s nails weren’t long, but she still knew how to use them, trailing lines over my neck and shoulders that I could feel rising up in red. Thom let out a huff of breath as I took him deep in my throat, his fur tickling my nose.

Then a hand — Reina’s, a man had to know his own wife’s style of hair pulling — drew me back off his cock. While I was displeased to be interrupted, I took the moment to catch my breath. “Down you go,” Reina said, then, and gave me a push between the shoulderblades that I let drop me to my hands and knees on the floor.

I would have made another flippant comment, some quip about how nice it was to enjoy the finer things in life, but I couldn’t stop gasping with arousal enough to speak. The two of them went down to their knees as well, and I let out a little whine of anticipation of what I knew was coming next.

Thom’s hand slipped around the underside of my throat to draw my head up, stroking the other gently through my hair. I’d enjoyed many nights of grabbing on to those gorgeous horns of his and fucking into his mouth, but we ended up in this position far more often. I made another inelegant noise as he fed his cock into my mouth, just as I felt Reina’s soft fingers spreading my ass.

She started with two, her fingers slick as she twisted them into me, because she knew how much I liked to be overwhelmed. She stroked the base of my spine, where my skin was starting to prickle with sweat as she fucked me with her fingers, in perfect counterpoint to how Thom fucked my mouth. I wished I could see them when I was like this, see how they looked at each other, but I was greedy like that. I wanted it all.

And I got it all, when Reina replaced her fingers with the cool, smooth press of the dildo into my ass. I groaned around Thom’s cock as she filled me up, and it just inspired him to fuck deeper into my throat.

“Is this how you like it, sir?” he said, voice not so steady now, breath coming short with his thrusts. “Is this what you wanted?”

I nodded as much as I could as I was pinned between them, unable to move except for how they moved me. When Reina thrust forward it made me swallow more of Thom’s cock, and when he pushed deeper it drove me back onto the unrelenting thickness of her cock. Back and forth, in and out, me just a channel between them to give and be taken.

It was fantastic. My mind hazed out as I was fucked, just riding on a wave of pleasure. I could come from just this, just them using me, riding that crest all the way out, but Reina wrapped her hand around my neglected cock, making the issue far more immediate.

Thom was pumping faster into my mouth, and his voice was rough when he spoke. “Do you want me to come in your mouth, sir?” he said, tense as his fingers tightened in my hair. I could taste how close he was, leaking against the back of my tongue. I nodded and he took grip of my hair, driving himself deep until he came down my throat with a thick, guttural groan.

I kept sucking him after he was spent, because he didn’t soften in my mouth. Someone as straitlaced as Thom often got a little abashed about the nature of faun sexual resiliency, but I would never complain. I desperately mouthed at him as Reina fucked me harder, pushing me forward hard enough I’d have rugburn on my knees.

“Ready to come, love?” she said, and I could hear her smiling. I gave a whine in response, because God, was I. She tightened her grip around my cock and twisted her hips in a way that had each thrust hitting my prostate, and soon I was coming, spurting into her hand as I shouted around Thom’s cock.

His hands were gentle in my hair as he pulled himself from my mouth, leaving me gasping, my lips feeling swollen and jaw aching. Reina stroked the base of my spine as she pulled out of me as well, gentler and more careful on the way out than she had been on the way in. I managed a few more seconds of shaky breaths before letting out a groan and collapsing onto my side on the carpet.

“God,” I said, stretching out. “You two are fantastic.”

Reina looked radiant, her skin sheened with sweat, her hair mussed, and her nipples drawn to tight peaks. I knew if I reached between her legs I’d find her dripping, but I couldn’t reach for anything. I looked up to Thom, who was looking at her with a burning want.

“May I, sir?” he said, and he was smiling now, hungry for more.

“Please, I told you, I’m very tired from a hard week and can’t possibly do any work,” I said.

“Lazy,” Reina said, but didn’t sound upset as all as Thom crossed the space between them and they both fell to the floor. He was unrestrained with her in a way he never was with me, drawing her leg up over his shoulder as he slid deep into her all at once. She cried out, back arching off the floor as she squirmed underneath him, biting at her lips and grabbing at his horns as he bit and sucked at her nipples. Thom was not only invaluable as an employee and assistant, he was also spectacular at fucking my wife.

I watched them rut against the floor, noisy and rough and inelegant, and smiled in satisfaction. It was so good to be home.
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Unlocked

by Hyakunichisou 13 (百日草 十三)

Jai let his overnight bag bounce on the bed with a careless jingle of souvenir charms as he darted across the room to the wall of windows. “Will you just look at that. Isn’t it spectacular?”

Alyxi closed and locked the door and waved a hand over the light holo. Illumination bloomed along the edges of the ceiling, pooled above the table and the easy chairs and the two extravagant heaps of pillows on the bed. The one bed–Brobdingnagian, as everything dirtside was, but still, just one. Alyxi looked at it with resignation. Always ask to see the room.

But of course community responsibility had left them no reasonable choice. There would be many rooms more crowded than this one tonight–probably even the two singles, booked months ago, that they’d been prevailed upon to give up in exchange for it.

“Come over here, Alyxi, have you seen a blizzard like this before? Turn the lights off, the reflection gets in the way.”

Alyxi put their bag and coat on the luggage stand, waved the room to dimness again, toed off damp shoes, and went to join Jai.

A maelstrom of white and grey swirled beyond the glass, ever-changing and featureless, more like liquid than a mixture of solids and air. Ice pellets ticked and scraped against the windows, and the wind was a hushed roar. Between gusts, Alyxi fancied they could see the hovering lights of the spaceport, a famous view that was the reason Jai had insisted on this hotel for their last night dirtside. Probably that was just imagination; little was moving out there, let alone taking off.

“It’s mesmerizing,” Jai said, palms flat against the cold glass.

Alyxi shivered, feeling something akin to vertigo. Jai turned to them. “I’m sorry, is it spooking you out?”

“It’s been a long day.” What should have been a scant two hours on a bullet train had turned into a crawl of seven, followed by a standing wait in a cold station for a pod to the hotel. “How long do you think it will last?”

“Oh, a day, day and a half at least.”

“I assume we’re not leaving tomorrow.” Alyxi felt a sudden raw longing to be back starside, where things were their proper sizes and precious water was not profligately flinging itself around the sky.

“You’re probably right. It’ll take time to dig out.” Jai crossed the room and waved the lights back up. He kicked off his shoes and then wriggled out of his coat, casting it over one of the chairs in a welter of patchwork and scarves. “An evening off. What are we going to do with ourselves?”

He must have heard Alyxi’s suppressed sigh, because he paused in the middle of a stretch, willowy arms above his head, and made an inquisitive sound.

“Declan will be waiting for details.”

“Oh, I beamed him this morning.” At Alyxi’s wary look, Jai grinned. “I mean I beamed him WE GOT IT in all-caps flashing glitter type. I thought I’d leave the details up to you.”

Penning a sedate version of You now have a great deal of money with a side of But it’s all spoken for already, don’t get any ideas had been on Alyxi’s to-do list for this afternoon. They’d started and abandoned several incomplete drafts during the crammed train trip; they were too worn out to finesse such an impossible request. Getting ideas was what Jai and Declan did. Hiring Alyxi for the investor-wooing, contract-signing phase of their new game development had been an almost unimaginably sensible one. Alyxi winced to imagine what negotiations might have been like without them along as a measured counterbalance to Jai’s all-caps flashing glitter type.

Jai let himself fall backwards onto the bed, only just missing his bag, which toppled onto its side and ejected a rattle of wasabi rice sticks onto the bedspread. “It feels like a snow day off school, doesn’t it? A surprise gift of time. Nothing to do and nowhere to be.”

In point of fact, Alyxi had plenty they could do. It was past time they started the hustle to line up their next job, the current contract having been fulfilled around about the time Loe Obeidat had signed the contract offering Jai and Declan a sizeable heap of cash. Usually they would have had several prospects by this time.

Jai scooped up the rice sticks and dropped them into his mouth. “Ugh, I’m starving. Just a sec–” He waved on his holo and made a pleading face at the midair display, then sighed and tossed the holo onto one of the pillows. “I was hoping to take you to Les Saules for a celebration dinner, but they’re booked solid. I got on the waiting list when we hit dirtside, but as of right now we’re number two hundred and thirty-nine.”

“You tried to book before we even met with Obeidat? That’s optimistic.” Optimistic, and Jai all over.

“Don’t be ridiculous. I knew we’d get it. You were amazing. What I wouldn’t give to take you on permanently.”

Alyxi thanked a decade of facing well-heeled businesspeople over a negotiating table for being able to keep a neutral face, while their traitorous heart turned over. But Alyxi was good at imagining what things might need when they were still fresh and unformed, at supporting potential and opening possibility. Waiting around as things settled into the shape they were going to be from now on was not what Alyxi did. Especially when the reasons they might consider it this time weren’t exactly high-minded.

“You were the one who convinced her,” Alyxi said. “You know how to describe your dreams and make people want to be a part of them.” The two of them, in fact, made a formidable team. Jai, at the same time artistically unkempt and gorgeously stylish, lighting up like a supernova when he talked about his ideas, words tumbling over one another and soaringly beautiful holos at hand for what words couldn’t describe. And Alyxi, soberly suited, with the How and When and How Much and What If, in a tidy package of numbers and charts that made businesspeople feel they were safe on solid ground.

“I’m not going to argue, we’re both fantastic, and you know what we deserve? Dinner.” Jai rolled onto his stomach and regarded the window. “Dinner that we don’t have to go out into that to get.”

Alyxi shuddered. “Stars, no. Let’s just use the pneumo.”

“There’s no pneumo network here.” Jai grinned at Alyxi’s expression. “It’s an old city, Alyxi.”

“What do you do when you need things?”

“You go to the store. Or you have things sent by pod, and then you pick your order up from the delivery station. Or you pay for people to bring it to your door.”

It sounded appallingly inefficient. Imagine having to go somewhere special every time you ran out of toothpaste or needed a button sewn on. “But we can order over the net, yes? Or does everything shut down in weather like this?”

“I’m sure a lot has. But the hotel’s got a food hall attached, it’s one of the attractions. What do you feel like?”

Alone, Alyxi would have indulged in something bland and comforting, soup, say, or congee, something to take the chill off. “What would you have ordered at Les Saules?”

“Oh, I don’t know, something I’d never heard of before.”

Alyxi rubbed their arms. “I have no objection to you ordering for both of us, but please get me something hot to drink. Do you mind if I take a shower?”

“No, go ahead.” Jai groped for his holo. “Oh, amazing…”

The bathroom was all dark grey tiles and subdued gleam. There was a deep tub that probably held Alyxi’s usual weekly water allotment, and a shower stall they could have lain down in. Alyxi shed their suit and travel-clammy shirt and stepped into the stall. At least the controls were universal. Alyxi swept a finger through the holo for a station-standard shower, with a pause for lathering up and a rinse as brief as over three decades of station life could make it. Three minutes later they felt less grimy, but goose-pimpled and still tense with cold.

Oh, what the hell. When would they ever get another chance? Guiltily, they turned the shower back on.

The steaming water hit their chest and runnelled onto their arms. Alyxi closed their eyes and took a step into the spray. It cascaded over their head, slicking their tidy haircut down. It was like a sensory opposite of the blizzard, hot and wet but just as overwhelming. The sound and sensation seeped into Alyxi’s mind too, loud enough to blot out the buzz left from travel, loud enough even to quell the weird, enervating restlessness that tended to strike after the victory high of getting the promise they wanted. Alyxi stood in freefall, insulated and detached, and let the water soak them warm all the way through.

Utter debauchery, they decided, turning the water off and stepping into the embrace of a massive plush towel. It made Alyxi understand dirtsiders a little better, though, that they had this kind of luxury at their fingertips daily. It made them expect a lot, but be a little less tough at getting it.

They hesitated over their bag, which they’d brought into the bathroom with them. Tomorrow’s shirt was in there, along with pyjamas, and no other choices. Alyxi hadn’t anticipated an evening alone with Jai in a hotel room, and all their casual clothing–not suits, but as precise as suits–was in their checked bag, which had been sent ahead and was presumably sitting in some frigid warehouse waiting out the storm.

Alyxi wasn’t sure that they wanted one of Jai’s last memories of them to involve green and purple plaid pyjamas and fleece socks. There was nothing for it, though, unless Alyxi wanted to start off tomorrow’s long day of travel in a stale, wrinkled shirt. They put on the pyjamas. On the back of the bathroom door hung two robes, as sumptuous as the towels. Alyxi pulled one on–it must have been one-size-fits-all, which meant, again, extremely generous on Alyxi’s narrow frame–overlapped the two front panels as far as they would go, and tied the belt firmly.

“Okay, lavish expense account dinner ordered and paid for,” Jai announced, as Alyxi hung their suit in the closet. “My turn for a shower, now. I should be out by the time the food gets here.”

He had already claimed the window side of the bed, judging by the disarrangement of the pillows. Alyxi leaned back against the remaining pile and brought up their holo feed. The local stories were all about the storm, which was apparently an extraordinary manifestation of a common occurrence; there was breathless coverage of people bedding down in hotel lobbies and coffee shops, as well as complaints about high taxes and physical infrastructure that was not designed to cope with everything that might possibly ever happen. Alyxi couldn’t help rolling their eyes at that. The inconvenience of sharing a room was one thing; try living with the daily knowledge that an infrastructure failure might cause your death and the deaths of everyone you knew, and see how important low taxes became then.
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