
[image: cover image]


Shousetsu Bang*Bang
Issue 113: Nine to Five

Edited by Shousetsu Bang*Bang
Smashwords Edition
Copyright 2025 Shousetsu Bang*Bang


Thank you for downloading this ebook. This book remains the copyrighted property of the contributors and editors, and may not be redistributed to others for commercial or non-commercial purposes. If you enjoyed this book, please encourage your friends to download their own copy or visit our website at http://shousetsubangbang.com. Thank you for your support.

Shousetsu Bang*Bang Issue 113 is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivatives 4.0 International License

Based on a work at http://shousetsubangbang.com


Table of Contents

Working From Home, by Domashita Romero (地下ロメロ)

collateral damage, by sen no akumu (先の悪夢)

Pyretic Victory, by Togi Kayako (土宜草子)

The Mill Girls Case, by Scops

The Aftermath of Overtime, by JJ

Keep On,, written and illustrated by Iron Eater

Wonder Women in Schenectady, by Greta Jia-Kang Cabrel

A gloved hand against his heart, by Shrimp King

The Day After the 655th Time Through the Time Loop, by shukyou (主教), illustrated by 2013

Front cover by floremipsum_


Working From Home

by Domashita Romero (地下ロメロ)

“Yeah. Yeah absolutely. No, haha, nothing really. Oh, same, same.” Benny kept up the conversational white noise that was necessary at the beginning of a video call, answering questions about how his weekend went while his screen filled up with more squares. He’d go on mute as soon as they were filled up and the actual important people had come on the call.

This meeting couldn’t quite have been an email, but Benny didn’t really need to be in it. His boss had been on some real optics shit lately, representing the team in cross-functional actions, camera on and all the great burdens that could be asked of a remote worker. Benny didn’t mind it that much; small price to pay for not having to put on real pants most days of the week.

The meeting started in earnest and Benny mostly zoned out through the early stages of the agenda that truly had nothing to do with him. Something with email sends? Really not his business. He was just a code guy who could manage to be personable with non-engineers.

A few minutes into the meeting he heard a little rapping at the door, followed by it opening a crack. “You good?” came Zeb’s voice.

“Yeah, got a background on,” Benny said without moving his mouth too much. Today he was working from a beautiful virtual solarium, greenery hanging all around him. He really appreciated those things, because it allowed him to keep his office a goddamn mess.

Zeb slipped into the room behind him and deposited a cup of coffee on Benny’s desk. Benny took his hand before it could escape to give it an appreciative squeeze. Zeb lingered behind him, eyes on his screen. “Muted?” he said softly.

“Mm-hm,” Benny said, and smiled as Zeb’s hand snuck around to pet the back of his neck, invisible behind the virtual background. “If I have to say a single word this whole thing I’ll be amazed.” Benny already had the habit of staring at his own window ever video call like a vain cockatiel, and he did it now to make sure he wasn’t being too obvious.”

Zeb listened for a while, to talk of marketing pushes and Q2 strategies, stroking the back of Benny’s neck in a way that made him really zone out. His fingertips were perfectly rough as they brushed over the dusting of hair on Benny’s nape. He normally wasn’t home during the day, but he’d just wrapped up his latest renovation contract and was around for a while to be another presence in the apartment until the next one was ready to start. Benny loved the distraction, even when Zeb wasn’t actively distracting him like he was now.

“Damn,” Zeb said. “This is seriously boring.”

Benny tried not to smile too obviously. “If it weren’t for you and the coffee, I’d be nodding off.” Benny took a sip of that kind delivery, which was just the level of sweet he liked, with a dab of milk.

“Andrew still on the optics shit?” Zeb said. Their professional worlds were fairly different, but complaining about work was a keystone of any good relationship. Benny listened to Zeb gripe about clients who watched too many home reno shows, and Zeb listened to Benny bitch about whatever bug his boss had up his ass that week.

“Mm-hm,” Benny said, and Zeb rubbed a thumb into his neck in a way that made him groan a little.

“Lucky them, getting to see your pretty face,” Zeb said, and Benny snorted a little. It was funny, looking at his little square in the sea of video windows and seeing just himself. He could feel Zeb’s touch, hear his breath, smell that he’d washed his hands not long ago, but couldn’t see him without turning his attention away from the meeting.

“Shame they can’t see you,” Benny said, “since you’re the pretty one.”

Zeb laughed enough that the little indicator that Benny was muted popped up on the screen. Benny had probably been closer to pretty when they met, years ago, but Zeb had never been anything but square and broad and handsome since day one. Benny moaned a little again at Zeb’s rubbing thumb and also the flash of memory of that first meeting. They told people they met online and people probably assumed that meant Grindr, but their actual first connection had been refreshingly old-fashioned, laying eyes on each other in a bar and sucking each other off in the bathroom. Love could start in such beautiful places.

Maybe Zeb was thinking of that night too, or maybe he was just looking for anything to spend his attention on other than Benny’s meeting, because his fingers crept up into Benny’s hair and his nails brushed against his scalp in a way that was not work safe. Benny bit the inside of his lip and made another noise that got Zeb laughing a little more, a wicked little one that Benny was very familiar with.

“So,” Zeb said, his nails scraping again. “This going to be a real boring meeting? You just a body in a chair for it?”

Benny checked his little video square. You couldn’t see Zeb’s hand at all, and also the automatic appearance touch-up smoothed out how red Benny could feel his cheeks getting. “Probably,” he said. “Why?”

“Could make it less boring for you,” Zeb said, and Benny could hear him grinning. “While you keep your body in that chair.”

“Oh my god,” Benny said, as his body in its chair immediately reacted to the idea. “You’re crazy.” Zeb’s fingertip slipped over to brush the edge of Benny’s ear and he sucked in breath. “Yeah, you should do that.”

Zeb pulled his hand away, still invisible to the rest of the call behind Benny’s background, where little politely animated butterflies were fluttering through the greenery behind him, and dropped down to the floor beside him. Benny nudged his chair back a bit, looking like a perfectly natural seating adjustment, and let Zeb wriggle his way under the desk. Zeb wasn’t a small guy, so it took him a little work and some cursing that made Benny’s computer remind him a few more times that he was muted.

Benny glanced down once Zeb had settled into place and got the treat of the biggest, most devious grin on his face. It wasn’t like it was the first time they’d done this at his desk or even during work hours — working from home had a lot of benefits — but during a meeting, that was new. Zeb settled his hands on Benny’s knees, his thumbs slipping underneath to where Benny was a little ticklish and sensitive. Benny clenched his jaw to keep his expression steady. Fine, good, he’d need to keep that up.

Zeb’s hands moved up his thighs, guiding Benny to spread them. He tugged at the string of Benny’s pajama pants — working from home had a lot of benefits — and then tugged at the waist. Benny lifted his hips just enough and then there he was, staring at his coworkers’ faces while his hard cock was just out in the slightly too cool air of his home office.

He heard Zeb’s soft laugh again and had to bite the inside of his lip hard as he felt those wonderfully rough fingertips brush over his balls. He gripped at the armrests of his chair and watched his own face on his computer screen. A little whimper worked out of his throat as Zeb’s mouth closed on just the base of Benny’s cock, a tease that zinged up Benny’s spine to all the he still felt Zeb’s fingertips on his neck.

He could feel Zeb making satisfied sounds as he mouthed his way up the length of Benny’s cock. Benny wished he could hear it more over whatever his coworkers were saying, which only about one percent of his brain was now absorbing. Even that was a miracle, with how Zeb’s lips felt brushing over his foreskin. God, he was good at this; it really was love at first blowjob, back in that bar bathroom.

Zeb took Benny’s cock fully in his mouth and Benny let go of his death grip on the armrests to slide a hand into his thick hair. “I’m gonna die,” he said, watching his video reflection to see his mouth barely moving. Zeb laughed around him and Benny’s toes curled inside his socks. He chanced a look down again to see Zeb with his mouth wrapped around his shaft, eyes closed in contentment; when Benny looked back up again to see his coworker’s faces he almost had to laugh, too.

Zeb settled into a rhythm and Benny found a way to breathe his way through it, keeping his face stoic even as he squirmed below the waist, thrusting shallowly into the sweet warmth of Zeb’s mouth. He could feel his orgasm starting to build, that ache in his balls that was the signal of the point of no return. Benny suddenly, perhaps too late, realized he wasn’t sure if he could keep his face remotely normal when he was shooting off down his husband’s throat. He could probably manage a quick ‘internet connection problems, going camera off’ in the meeting chat before it was too late.

“Ben, can you confirm that?” came the terrible sound from his computer speakers before he could. With one hand he grabbed at Zeb’s hair to still him for just a few awful seconds as he scrambled to unmute himself.

“Uh,” he started, and cleared his throat. He could feel Zeb smile around the head of his cock as he sucked him harder. “Yeah, there will be a code freeze during that period, so there should be no conflicts.” Benny deserved a promotion and six raises; he’d have to bring this up during his next performance evaluation. He shakily made sure he was muted again and no one needed further input from him before putting both hands in Zeb’s hair and fucking into his mouth in rabbity little jerks until he was coming, jaw clenched and teakettle whine coming from the edges of his mouth as he made sure his expression was placidly professional.

Zeb coughed a little and Benny let go of his hair, letting him draw back. He looked down to see him wiping his mouth and looking proud and pleased. He deserved it. Benny reached out his hand for Zeb’s to give it a warm squeeze. Zeb helped him tug his pants back up, and comfortably rested his head on Benny’s knee as he finished up the meeting.

Once Benny had closed the meeting window, he scooted his chair back from his desk and grabbed a handful of Zeb’s shirt to bring him up off the floor. They were both laughing as Zeb caught his balance on the armrests and kissed Benny hard, letting him taste himself. “No conflicts?” he said, and leaned in so Benny could feel the heat of Zeb’s cock pressing against his thigh.

“None,” Benny said. “Probably.”

Zeb grinned and kissed him some more. “Probably.”

“Now I need a break after that,” Benny said, and reached past Zeb to set his Slack status to ‘away,’ putting a little coffee cup emoji by his name. He slipped his hand into Zeb’s pants and let his cup of coffee go stone cold.


collateral damage

by sen no akumu (先の悪夢)

“Good morning, Captain.” Carefully placing the cup of steaming hot chocolate beside his Captain’s sleepy form spread on the large desk, long limbs splayed out in every direction over it and nearly knocking the cup over, Fabian clears his throat and takes a respectful step back. “I’ve got your morning drink for you,” he says when Captain doesn’t move, just stares at him through eleven heavily lidded eyes, breathing shallowly, the sound not unlike a wood-chipper running at full power. It echoes in the room, rumbling through Fabian. But Fabian has faced his Captain every morning for a year now, and he only blinks slowly in reply, having learned that his Captain is hardly capable of more before the morning drink.

Finally, there’s the twitch of an alien finger—a claw the same size as Fabian’s head, white like snow but for the tip, and Fabian’s stomach clenches tight and cold, his next inhale a touch too deep, chest heaving far too obviously. But Captain only blinks sleepily at him with his extra set of eyelids—like a snake, Fabian thought the first time they met, or a dragon, and shivered—and holds the fragile earth-made ceramic cup up to his mouth, smacking his black lips as he stares at Fabian and then swallows half the steaming liquid in one go.

Throat bobbing, Captain’s lips part. The sound of the wood-chipper stalls out from Captain’s chest, and is then replaced by something gentler, kinder on the ears, and Fabian exhales, eyelids momentarily fluttering.

“Thank you, Fay,” Captain says in a nearly unnoticeable voice by Fabian’s human standards, faint and hoarse both, and Fabian smiles, just barely managing not to duck his head. Waits, instead, heart thumping loud in the pit of his throat and hands tingling, clasped behind his back. “Did you finish the inventory?” Captain asks, peering at Fabian above the cup, steam rising between them and curling gently on the air pumped throughout the ship, and Fabian can almost taste the chocolate on his own tongue when he licks his lips.

“Yes. Everything is in perfect order, sir,” says Fabian, frowning a little. His jaw flexing, he takes a short step forth, gazing into the liquid sloshing in the cup as Captain sways in his seat, softly rocking to the humming coming from his own chest. “Did… was the hot chocolate not to your taste? I got it especially for you, sir.”

“No, no, it’s fantabulous,” says Captain, blinking up at Fabian with his eleven eyes: different sizes and pairs each of them, placed delicately at the front and sides of the top of his face. They blink in different orders, one after another, the pale color of them taking up the whole of the eye globes. It always makes Fabian a little dizzy, trying to look into Captain’s eyes, because despite the year of familiarity his human mind still expects only two eyes, even now. But he weathers it with good grace, if he can say so himself, pressing his lips together and straightening his back. Projecting professionalism is important, he thinks, shoulders back and head held high, even though he’s hardly half the size of Captain—in width and height, both.

Captain tilts his head, several but not all pairs of eyes blinking again, and Fabian almost goes cross-eyed.

“That’s good, sir,” says Fabian, brows slowly furrowing. At that dose, he thinks, stubbornly staring at Captain despite the coldness spreading through his limbs, the lump in the back of his throat, Captain should have already started falling unconscious. His breathing should have been affected; he should be trembling, should have difficulty holding himself up and staying awake.

Death should only be a minute after.

But Captain looks at Fabian now, blinks down at him with his many eyes, bends a little closer to him, his hands delicately holding the neon yellow cup, and asks softly, quietly, “Is everything alright, Fay?”

And of course Fabian says “Yes.”

Damn it, he thinks.


	 · ─ ·· ─ · ·



Cruising through empty space on a well-known pirate route, the ship hurtles through the vacuum of space close to light-speed. It’s the biggest, most advanced spaceship he’s ever been on, and it’s very obviously built for a species that’s as a rule bigger than humans. Fabian always feels a bit like a child, walking through the long, open hallways, the roof three times his height, the walls so far apart it’s giving him the opposite of claustrophobia—though he’s not sure what that is. And everything is neon-colored, too, because they have a different visual color range than humans, which is the reason Fabian wears sunglasses everywhere he goes here even though there’s certainly no sun in visual range.

The ship is set on a twenty-nine-hour day cycle, Fabian adhering nigh-on religiously to the analog clock he took with him from the crumbling mining station deep in the asteroid belt of the old solar system he once called ‘home’ to keep track of the days. The one time it failed, back when he’d only been on the ship a few weeks, he’d had a panic attack in his Captain’s quarters. He’d almost thrown up when he came out of it, utterly mortified and so embarrassed that Captain had had to spend all that time hugging him, hands warm and so careful even through the clothing. Captain had just stared at him when Fabian started trying to explain it, voice hoarse and fumbling with his words and making an utter fool of himself, and then asked, “Do you need another hug?” It’s one of his most shameful secrets.

He did, in fact, need another hug.

It’s nearly nine in the evening by the time Fabian enters the mess hall, but of course breakfast has just started serving from the flashy dispensers. The lighting in the entire ship is skewed more toward red than white, blanketing the metal furniture in different shades that he’s still not used to, and Fabian rolls his shoulders, stepping forth with a straight back even as several of the prrrrprlings glance at him from their tables.

They’re always looking at him.

Glaring back at them with his nose flaring, Fabian unlocks the cabinet where he stores the boxes of powdered chocolate tailor-made to be drunk. Most of the cabinet is empty now, nothing but darkness as he reaches into it, stretching a bit on his toes. And he opens the last of the boxes with a wince and tightly pressed lips, peering down into the murky depth and the little bit of powder left at the very bottom: Captain has been drinking it every morning for over a year, now. And Fabian was certainly not going to just let Captain have it all, so he’s been drinking it almost daily, too, and the result is predictably that it’s running out much quicker than he’d calculated for when he’d purchased them with his life savings.

At least they’re passing by Waystation 65-12B soon, he thinks as he scoops some of the powder out, which has a somewhat robust trading scheme despite the ever-diminishing reach of the Terran Trade Coalition. He should be able to get more there, he thinks also, exhaling slowly through his nose and forcing himself not to be greedy.

The station’s not good for a lot; Fabian truly doesn’t know why they’re going out of their way to make a pitstop there, diverting from their route by several weeks of added time till they reach their destination—of which Fabian doesn’t know much, either. But even with the Terran Trade Coalition constantly sinking to new depths, disintegrating just as much from the inside as out, the waystation ought to still have a few trading connections intact.

It’s almost impressive, truly, how rapidly the Coalition is falling apart.

Fabian won’t deny a sort of selfish glee at that.

Mixing up his cup of hot chocolate, Fabian gently stirs it with a frown of concentration, staying put beside the cabinet even as the small shadow of a fellow human crosses his own on the metal floor. “Another failure, huh,” says Rekha with a far too smug tone, cocking her hip against the counter beside him—the movement rings with the sounds of tools clacking together in her belt—and patting him on the back so hard he almost stumbles. Fabian stubbornly doesn’t even deign to look at her.

The only other human on this alien ship, she spends a distressing amount of time talking to him every day, even going so far as to insist on eating her meals together with him. Luckily their schedules don’t align that well and they don’t work anywhere near each other; but she’s proven steadfast in her promise to at least eat breakfast with him. Fabian would almost call them friends, he can grudgingly admit to himself when they watch Gunslingers on Mars together, if it weren’t for her equally insistent need to make fun of his plans.

There’s nothing funny about Fabian’s ulterior motives.

“None of your business,” he grouches, following her to a table in the corner of the large hall, the ceiling so high it’s almost dizzying, tables huge and over a dozen of them placed with generous space between each. It’s slightly easier on the eyes in the corner he’s made his retreat, the colors a bit more subdued and the chairs comfortably human sized, special-ordered when he first joined the crew. Every bit of it was repainted only a few weeks after he got on board, too, a softer shade than the neon explosion that subsumes the rest of the ship. That was over a Terran year ago now, Fabian thinks as he scoots until he’s comfortable on the chair, and scowls. And somehow his chest still grows warmer every time he sequences himself away here.

Sipping at his drink, letting the heavenly taste linger on his tongue, he slouches as his suit pulls awkwardly on his body due the sub-optimal posture. The warm liquid runs down his throat, soft and silky, and his expression eases, shoulders loosening. Ah, he thinks, eyelashes fluttering.

That’s the stuff.

“It’s almost obscene how you do that, you know,” Rekha says, spread out on her seat opposite him. She’s watching him with her dark eyes hooded, dark skin flushed with the sweat of already having spent hours working—their shifts aren’t lining up this week, which means no Gunslingers on Mars, not that Fabian is bothered by that, of course—eating her sandwich leisurely, and Fabian just glares at her. Swallowing heavily only to laugh, she brushes a hand through her short blue hair, shaking it out, expression briefly serious as she picks at a tangle and says, “I heard Captain promoted you again, last week.”

“So?” Fabian sips at his drink again, slumping further in the chair that’s just the right size for him, his feet tapping on the floor. Rolling his shoulders, he sighs on the next exhale, trying not to remember the eager, focused way Captain had looked when he’d presented Fabian with a new promotion, as if all of them weren’t the exact same thing.

Fabian’s job hadn’t changed, since he began to assist Captain.

Scowling, he ducks his head.

Humming, Rekha leans over the table, staring at him far too intently for far too long. “Don’t you think you’re getting a little pathetic?” she asks, abruptly leaning back again and hooking her leg over one of the arm rests, gazing down at him with a cutting gaze. It’s his eternal shame that she’s taller than him. Fabian isn’t short, he thinks, brows furrowing tightly. He’s just surrounded by giants. But the fact that he’s the shortest person on this ship even with another human on board is, in his opinion, a little ridiculous.

She takes another bite of her sandwich, the sound of her chewing echoing in Fabian’s ears, and he still doesn’t answer. Raising a pitch black eyebrow, she points out, “I mean, this is what, your fiftieth attempt? Don’t you have any dignity, dude?”

“Fifty-eight,” Fabian corrects, a corrosive pit in the bottom of his belly, and she cackles, tipping her head back and staring up at the ceiling. He looks at her, then, spending an embarrassing amount of time jealous of how easily she emanates charm. She’s the sort of person to make friends wherever she goes, he thinks. Shoulders drawing up, lips flat, he rolls his eyes and stands.

He doesn’t need to entertain her, he decides, switching which foot his weight is on before he resolutely spins on his heel, and he doesn’t need to listen to her judging his choices. So what if he’s made over fifty attempts and every single one of them has been a complete and utter failure?

He’s not going to just give up.

“Well, I suppose it is funny watching you fail again and again.” Rekha shrugs, roguishly smiling and shooting a thumbs up at his back that he diligently pretends he doesn’t notice, holding his head high as he stalks off. That she then calls, “Good luck on your next assassination attempt, Fay!” loud enough for the entire room to hear her only solidifies his opinion that she’s far too shameless for his company. And a danger to his plan, frankly.

And why must she call him Fay, of all things?

Speeding up to get away from the heavy, alien gazes on his back, Fabian forces himself to not duck his head. It’s fine, he tells himself. It’s just a joke. They’re not going to take it seriously.

Fabian is pretty sure about this.

Rekha isn’t subtle. And this isn’t the first time she’s gloried in his defeat in public.

Clicking his tongue, Fabian straightens his back, stewing all the way back to his Captain’s office, steps harsh and feet heavy with it. He frowns at every single person he crosses: the prrrrprlings greet him in the standard way for their kind, which is standing still as mountains—Fabian hasn’t ever seen any in real life except from the safety of a ship in space as they pass the rare planet, but he imagines they look more stationary when you’re level with them and it’s not so noticeable that the rock they’re on is spinning—while he’s passing and calling in faint voices “Good morning to you, Fabian!” at his back.

Fabian likes the fact that their particular brand of greetings means he doesn’t ever have to muster up fake smiles for them. He doesn’t like the fact that they go out of their way to pass him by, turning a corner and looping back around, always crossing his paths multiple times in a row like they think he doesn’t recognize them and can’t tell them apart. But Fabian gets his revenge by only ever greeting them once, ignoring them when they pop back up in his line of sight.

At some point, they’ll catch on. Right?

Swallowing the last of his hot chocolate—no longer particularly hot—Fabian leaves the cup in the wall, the inbuilt cupboard already stained by the remnants of other cups of chocolate left on the shelf too long. He places today’s cup next to the little ring of dried liquid from yesterday’s cup: as expected, yesterday’s cup was removed, and he nods, pleased.

At the very least the cleaning crew is of the utmost competence—just oddly uncaring about stains in lockers—and he makes a note to pass by and compliment them. At some point.

Right now, he’s busy.

The door opens at the mere graze of Fabian’s touch, and he fixes his tie, fiddling with the buttons that are already flawless and adjusts the perfect sleeves of his suit, stepping inside with nary a sound. Captain looks up at him as he enters, eleven eyes peering at Fabian over the edge of the wide desk, and Fabian doesn’t have any defenses against them. If it was only a single pair, he thinks, he could manage it. Maybe even two pairs. But eleven soulful eyes gazing right at him, open and so soft Fabian’s stomach clenches tight, Captain’s humming gentle in the air and long body softly swaying, and Fabian folds like a wet house of cards, shoulders slumping as he lingers by the door, simply staring at Captain for a long moment.

Captain must know, he thinks. Must surely be aware of the effect he so easily has on Fabian, because he always looks at Fabian like that, always turns his head to keep all those eyes directed at him, always smiles when he enters the room.

And always makes a sad, grinding noise when Fabian leaves the room.

Hunched over the large table and the computer built into it, Captain pats something on the sunken screen with the tip of his claw, a little ringing noise spreading through the room. It’s mildly irritating to Fabian’s ear, the pitch just a little too high. Through the windows behind Captain, Fabian sees a distant nebula surrounded by vast, empty space, and his gaze dips back to Captain only when he’s steeled himself.

The spikes jutting out from Captain’s long spine stick out through the expensive human suit he’s wearing. They’re hardly longer than Fabian’s little fingers, and yet Fabian’s fingers sting at the mere memory of all that time he spent measuring those spikes in a small shop on a trading station, cutting holes in the shirt  and the vest, and then the suit jacket while an aggressive rock song pumped through the tinny speakers—not to mention all that time he then spent sewing the edges clean once he was back on the ship.

The suit was adjusted for Captain’s size and body type when before they picked it up, but the price apparently didn’t include the holes Fabian cut with a pair of rusting scissors.

And it still doesn’t fit Captain right.

“Good morning,” says Captain, smiling at him—it bears all his many, many sharp teeth at once, neatly splitting his face in two, the mouth abruptly stretching from one side of his face to the other, and Fabian smiles reflexively in return. His heart thumps, loud and echoing in his ears, as it always does when Captain smiles at him.

Indigestion probably. Or something, he thinks.

“Morning, sir,” he says, settling down into the human-sized chair opposite Captain’s desk. He sinks into the plush softness, the armrests still divine even after all this, crossing his legs as he looks at Captain—studying him, trying to discern every piece of him, but as expected there’s not a trace of the poison. Not so much as a tremble, or a sleepy eyelid.

And he really thought that he had it this time.

Swallowing heavily, Fabian wets his lips and ducks his head, staring down at his lap with teeth clenched. He forces himself to relax; his jaws to unclench. His teeth bite down again far too soon. His hands are clenched too tight, he thinks, the whites of his knuckles standing out, and he forces himself to relax them, too. Stretches out his fingers one by one. He thought he had it this time, he thinks once more, eyelashes briefly fluttering on the next sharp inhalation; that dose should have killed an elephant three times over.

But his Captain is fine. Captain is always fine.

“You liked your morning drink, sir?”asks Fabian, raising his head. Captain is already looking at him, head just slightly tilted. Captain never used to do that, Fabian remembers. It looks slightly odd every time; his neck isn’t twisted the correct manner, and his motions are too stilted and cautious for it to look like a natural movement.

“Of course. It was most thoughtful of you, Fay,” says Captain, “As always.” And his smile brightens, nearly one dozen eyes glittering in the neon lights. Fabian even has to strain his ears extra hard to pick out his words over the humming coming from within Captain’s chest. It’s not a bad hum by any means, and shamelessly (and embarrassingly) enough Fabian has caught himself dreaming of it, lately.

“Good,” says Fabian, losing himself in Captain’s deep gaze, inhaling deeply and forcing aching lungs to move. “That’s good.”

Captain keeps smiling at him.

Fabian’s inhalations are still too deep and too unsteady, but there’s nothing much he can do about it. Not when Captain’s looking at him like that, sounding like that, and Fabian is sitting right in front of him with the cold, hard knowledge that not only did he just try to kill his Captain—but he’s going to do it again.

It’s for the money, he reminds himself, watching breathlessly as Captain expertly uses the computer. The touch screen is an unfamiliar element to Fabian, and the movement of Captain’s claws over the screen is very nearly poetry, and Fabian doesn’t think he used to be such a person. Poetry has never been something he enjoyed, or cared about, or sought out, and yet when Captain writes something in that swirling alien language of his, Fabian wishes he could compose epics. Nothing else would do his Captain justice.

But Captain’s death will set Fabian up for life, means he won’t ever have to set foot on a mining station again, and he can’t afford to let this golden opportunity go.

It’s fine, he thinks, folding his tablet up and resting it on his legs. As long as he doesn’t look at Captain, he can keep the soft rise of bile at the back of his throat under control. It’s fine. Captain is fine, and Fabian will just have to try again.

He’s bound to succeed, one of these days.

Jaw tensing, he flexes the muscles and ducks his head further, squinting at the screen as he pretends to concentrate. The sound of his Captain working is familiar and comforting, and it’s downright embarrassing how quickly Fabian’s act turn real, how easily he loses himself to the rhythm.

On the ship, Fabian’s theoretical assignment is as a logistics person, first hired to work with the inventory—this is a cargo hauler moving between stars and carrying over two dozen living lifeforms, and the inventory of such a project is no easy task—and his practical function has proven to be more of an assistant to the Captain as time has gone on. Both functions allow him access to nearly all parts of the ship, and even let him take ship restricted materials to his private workroom. Fabian isn’t a chemist, but with video tutorials available at command and a couple of old textbooks Rekha let him borrow, he’s managed to fumble his way through creating a variety of toxins and poisons.

He’s also ended up in the infirmary more often than he can count, but some sacrifices must be made on the path of success, he supposes.

By lunchtime, Fabian’s stomach is growling too loudly to ignore, louder than even Captain’s humming—which changes pitch even as Fabian raises his hands above his head, stretching the kinks out of his back. Groaning, rolling his shoulders, Fabian tilts his head from side to side and shakes the tension out of his body. He rubs, too, a hand over his eyes, eyelids strangely heavy, every blink just slightly off, a beat too off-rhythm.

Captain peers at Fabian, looming over the desk with many eyes blinking one after another, and says softly, “You need sustenance, Fay,” and Fabian merely nods, hiding a yawn behind a hand. He stayed up too late yesterday in order to perfect the next poison, and all he got from it was a weird smell, and exhaustion that is creeping up on him, eyelids increasingly going half-mast.

“I’ll head out first, then,” says Fabian, rubbing an eye with a wince. The letters on his tablet almost swim, and it’s making him slightly dizzy, body swaying nearly in time with Captain’s.

“Nonsense.” Captain shakes his head, huffing, and reaches out to carefully pat Fabian’s shoulder. His claws are gentle, and his hand doesn’t linger, yet Fabian imagines he can feel the touch afterwards even so. The phantom weight on it stays like the taste of chocolate on his tongue. “I’ll have food delivered to us. You can rest easy. You run around far too much,” Captain says, sounding oddly morose, and Fabian’s chest squeezes hot and tight. Captain pats his shoulder one more time, a slow pat that burns, claws just a hair’s breadth from Fabian’s neck, and Fabian nods.

“Thank you, sir,” Fabian says, just shy of breathlessness.

The Captain’s food is always tastier, he tells himself. And there is no reason for Fabian to deny himself this advantage, this chance to lower Captain’s guard further, when Captain would only frown so prettily at him, and gaze mournfully at Fabian with his many eyes, should Fabian reject him.

Better to save himself the humiliation of bending later, anyway.
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That’s it, Fabian thinks on the heel of one more failure, staring into the empty cup and clenching his hands around it. His grip trembles, faintly. Captain’s already beginning to wake up properly, the morning sleep falling off him in waves, antlers shifting in the air as he sits up straighter and looks at him. Fabian’s going to have to up the ante, he knows. These half-measures are patently not doing it.

It’s time to have sex with his Captain.

Stomach clenching hot and tight, tingling in the very pit of his throat, Fabian stares wide-eyed at his Captain. His hand spasms on the cup, the thing cold to the touch, all the heat seemingly leached out of it with the liquid missing, and he exhales shakily, flaring his nostrils. Widens his stance. No time like the present, he thinks, and swallows until his mouth is so dry it hurts.

Fabian steps closer to the desk when he would normally step back, the sound from Captain’s chest starting and then speeding up. Cocking his hip against it like he’s seen Rekha do a thousand times against a thousand things, Fabian tries to project her charm—but the height is off and it’s not very comfortable and Fabian’s spine is forced to bend in inadvisable ways. Grimacing, he takes a tiny step back again, nonetheless puffing his chest out and holding his head high.

Captain’s eyes burn into his very soul, tearing through him effortlessly, but Fabian isn’t going to change his mind.

“Would you like to have sex with me, sir?” he asks, jaw clenched and eyes burning from the lack of blinking. His chest aches, from his thumping heart and his breathless lungs both, but he forces himself not to move. Just holds his breath.

Captain looks at him. The eyes blink and widen, gazing over him from top to bottom. Fabian shivers, biting his bottom lip for the briefest of seconds before he catches himself and stops. “That would be a most pleasurable joining, of course,” Captain says, and all his eyes blink at once, the bright whiteness of the large irises distracting Fabian for a second. “If you are amenable to it, I would gladly join you in bed this evening.”

“…Let’s do that, then,” says Fabian, hands clasped tight behind his back, tight enough that his veins feel like they might very well burst.
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Fabian’s already on his way, stalking the huge falls, when Captain messages that he’ll be a bit late. One foot in the air, body frozen as he reads the message over and over on his smaller tablet, Fabian’s brows draw tight and his eyes narrow behind the sunglasses. A prrrrprling bypasses him, and he tears his gaze away from the tablet. Puts his foot back down and calls a distracted “Hello” to their back.

Damn it, he thinks then. He’s not supposed to be greeting them.

Captain says Fabian should just let himself into his room.

That’s okay, Fabian thinks, inhaling deeply and walking onward. He folds the tablet back up and puts it in his suit jacket’s inner pocket, patting it to assure himself that it’s safe and sound. And he’s let himself into Captain’s room dozens of times before, he reminds himself, nearly mouthing the words. He can do so again.

It’s just as strange every time, though. Even just ignoring the fact that it’s his Captain’s room.

While tolerable, the temperature is always colder than what Fabian expects; the public areas of the ship are kept at a fairly pleasant temperature, where just a suit is enough to protect fragile human extremities. Captain’s room is far more humid, too, and the first breath always shocks his system, his body freezing in the entrance.

The far wall is home to several large windows gazing out into the abyss, framed by carved artwork that goes from one end of the wall to the other. Fabian doesn’t understand any of it, doesn’t know the symbols and can’t recognize the words, but Captain stares at it long and hard sometimes. But he always turns his head when Fabian enters the room, and smiles. Captain’s smile is a particular thing, Fabian thinks now, looking at the dark rugs that line the floor from end to end, and taking the tiny step from the entrance to sink his feet into them. A swirling pattern runs through the whole thing, and Fabian studies it, focuses on it until the fuzziness in his head abates.

Toeing off his shoes and socks, Fabian steps onto them anew with naked feet, flexing his toes. The paint on his nails is chipping, and he grimaces, raising his head. The rug tickles a bit.

In the center of the room is the mess of blankets and pillows and the thick mattress that together forms the closest equivalent to a bed. Gemstones hang on long silver-ish chains from the iron poles erected around the bed, reflecting the reddish light from the ceiling. Fabian’s head tilts back as he gazes up at them, swallowing harshly, the top gems too far above his head for him to even reach.

Sitting down on the soft, somewhat coarse rug beside the bed, Fabian adjusts his posture until he’s straight as a nail, bare heels touching his ass. He undoes his tie after a deep breath, letting it hang around his neck, and then the top few of his bottoms, too, pulling the collars further apart. He angles his head so he can see his chest, and doesn’t stop fiddling with the shirt until his skin is bare all the way down to the bottom of his chest. It heaves on the next inhale. Then he places his hands on his thighs, spreading out his fingers and forcing himself not to dig them into his flesh, holding his breath and counting to ten in his head.

The fluttering in his stomach doesn’t abate. The tingling in his hands sink into his very bones, settling there like anchors on his skeleton. His breathing remains an unsteady, rattling thing, chest heaving on every inhale, and his eyes are too dry—he keeps forgetting to blink, gaze glued to the closed door.

The vibrant green color sears itself into his brain.

Forcing in another deep, shaking breath, head ducking with it, Fabian’s body shudders from head to toe.

Sixteen silent minutes pass with only the sound of his own breathing, his own heartbeat, accompanying him, before the door splits neatly in two, vanishing into the walls as Captain steps through the gigantic doorway, antlers proud and body tall. Captain’s many gazes fall on Fabian without so much as a second’s delay, Fabian’s stomach squeezing hot and heavy and chest fluttering.

Fabian has then the abrupt realization that he’s overdressed, and that undoing his buttons was a very silly thing to do, also that he’s an utter fool for daring to assume he could just sit down beside Captain’s bed. Fabian has never gone anywhere near it the times he’s been far enough into the room to theoretically reach it; Captain’s bed is his Captain’s space, and Fabian wouldn’t presume. And so he should have been standing, should have been ready to respectfully greet Captain, should have even just greeted him. Instead of staring, breathless and hot, like he’s doing now.

Do something, he thinks to himself.

The sinking stone in the pit of his stomach is not unlike when he failed tests in school, or when a piece of machinery broke on the station and he couldn’t fix it and had to weigh the value of telling a supervisor or just trying to make do without. Does Captain not want Fabian in his bed, he thinks, breathing hoarsely and trying to force his pulse to calm down but of course he’s only human and can’t control it. Has Fabian just assumed too much?

But then isn’t that the point of entering a… a… a paramour’s room without them in it; to lay upon the bed ready to be taken? And yet Fabian hasn’t so much as touched it. Wasn’t even naked. Should he have been in bed, actually?

Is his Captain disappointed in him now?

“Good evening, Fay,” Captain says, voice soft, and the grinding inside his chest so loud that it entirely washes out Fabian’s thoughts. Captain’s large in the room, a wealth of presence looming above the kneeling Fabian, and Fabian’s head tilts back. A gulp sits heavy in the base of his throat, lingering a touch too long, and his teeth shape indentions in his bottom lip as he bites down until he almost tastes blood.

Fabian stares up at him, into those round, pale eyes, his eyes wide and heart thumping far too rapidly in his fluttering chest. “Good evening, sir,” he says, and can’t seem to stop worrying his lower lip. Eyes nearly tearing up, he blinks heavily, eyelids like lead, and flexes the muscles in his legs, hands spreading out on his thighs. The tips of his fingers dig into his flesh.

Captain’s head tilts, an echo of a moment Fabian’s done a thousand times. Like always, it looks odd on him; but nevertheless it’s a sinuous temptation that Fabian is ill-equipped to handle. His heart thumps once more. “Are you uncomfortable?” Captain asks, crouching down before Fabian, resting his hands on his knees while he balances on the toes of his clawed feet. Captain never wears shoes. Fabian doesn’t know why he’s thinking of that now.

In Captain’s eyes, Fabian can see his own reflection. It’s almost pathetic, he thinks, how ruffled he looks next to his Captain’s perfection. How flushed he is, how out of sorts he’s made himself. And almost sad how obviously turned on Fabian is, cock straining in his pants, eyes wide, lips reddened and plush up by his teeth. He feels it, too; feels like he’s one wrong breath from self-combustion, so tense and hot and heavy that he doesn’t even know what to do with it.

Mutely, he shakes his head. Captain frowns, a hint of sharp teeth visible before his thin black lips close tight. Rocking on his heels, he says, “If you are not comfortable—”

“I am,” says Fabian, loud and shameless and interrupting. His voice echoes in the room, flushing his cheeks further and yet he reaches, lays his hand on top of Captain’s, feeling the muscles flex under his touch. The skin is too cold and too coarse to pass for human, but it’s soft and Captain stays still under his hand, and Fabian’s breathing hitches in his throat. He stares, eyes the difference between Captain’s stark white skin and his own light brown. The black-tipped claws to his own small human nails painted a soft silver. And he flicks his gaze up, inhaling so deeply he’s almost dizzy. “I am,” he repeats, wetting his lips, leaving them parted and letting his gaze rest on Captain’s lips, in turn. They’re black, and plush despite the thinness, and Fabian wants to… aches to… “I really, really am.”

“We do not need to do this tonight,” says Captain, shaking his head, but he turns his hand to gently curl his claws around Fabian’s hand without hurting him. Fabian’s chest flutters, and his stomach squeezes, and his toes curl, and he can’t look away from the careful touch. The gentle grip. Captain’s chest hums like a lullaby, and his voice is soft, barely louder than a whisper. “The journey can be long. We must not join before we are ready.”

“I am ready, sir,” says Fabian, voice going as soft as Captain’s entirely without his consent. His fingers dig into his muscles, the fabric dipping under his touch, and the humid air brushes over his steaming cheeks. His tongue feels like it’s tied with lead, for a moment unable to form the proper shapes.“I—are you—not?”

“I have long waited for this moment,” says Captain, smiling and raising Fabian’s hand to his lips. He kisses the back of it, a soft brush followed by a second much more concrete touch, letting his lips rest upon Fabian’s skin. That skin tingles and Fabian thinks he must have carved a permanent mark into it, somehow. His chest feels like it heaves on every single breath now, but he manages a soundless nod, manages to blink and inhale and watch. And Captain says, “You are most precious, and I am so fortunate you have chosen me.”

“…Okay,” says Fabian, because what else can he say to that, truly? He is empty beyond his Captain’s gentle touches, subsumed by the desire swimming in his veins, overwhelmed by the heat in his blood and the arousal simmering in the pit of his belly, and incapable of a single coherent thought.

There is only his Captain, touching him.

Fabian tears the rest of the buttons on his shirt open with his free, trembling hand, fingers stiff and uncoordinated and fumbling with every single one. He doesn’t look down at what he does, can’t rip his gaze away from Captain’s, and he’s entirely too far gone to even be embarrassed anymore as his body is gradually bared. Can’t conceptualize anything beyond his Captain’s heavy gaze, the thing like a physical caress over his burning, revealed skin, and so Fabian just silently twists and pulls the shirt and suit jacket off his shoulders, stiffly forcing them down in short, impatient motions until they hang on his arms.

Captain still holds his hand. Fabian doesn’t want to let it go, and so he ceases his movements and just sits there.

He knows he’s not that impressive. He’s not ugly, he doesn’t think, has some scars from work in the mines, but that doesn’t matter to him, who doesn’t have those? And certainly he has his attractive traits, like his nicely shaped lips and his big ass, and the trip of beauty marks on his face that neatly draws the gaze onward toward his ordinary but hardly ugly eyes. And while he didn’t shave before he came here, too busy preparing another part of himself, he knows he can pull that look off.

Rolling his respectably broad shoulders, he inhales sharply as he stares at Captain with heavily lidded eyes, waiting with his heart in his throat for a reaction—any reaction.

He waits, and waits and waits, but Captain does nothing but stare at him. All those eyes, and they just stare.

“Do you not find me attractive?” asks Fabian finally, breathing through his nose and biting the inside of his cheek until it hurts.

“I will not betray you,” Captain says instead, and Fabian’s brows slowly furrow, spine straightening. And then Captain lets his hand go despite Fabian’s hastily cut-off whimper of loss, and Fabian doesn’t know what to do with it; he stares at his lonely hand, forms it into a fist, holding it waveringly in the air. Captain makes not a move, then, and so Fabian at last places his hand on Captain’s knee, feels the fabric under his hand, and there’s something so odd about such human fabric, such a human fashion, on an alien. But it’s not bad by any means.

Reaching out, Captain curls his clawed hand around the back of Fabian’s head—it must be comical, Fabian thinks with the half of his brain that isn’t busy turning into gooey mush, how big the size difference is. It must be ludicrous, when Captain’s touch is so cautious, barely touching him before Fabian nods. Then the touch settles properly and Fabian shudders, spine rolling and head tilting back, pressing into the hand.

A claw skims his ear, the tip so sharp and yet so careful. Fabian’s chest burns with it, and he doesn’t know how to deal with any of this, doesn’t have any defenses against his Captain. How pathetic he must be, he thinks, and yet can’t change any of it.

Doesn’t even want to, truly.

Captain’s smile is a wide and happy thing, and Fabian smiles back, of course. His smile stays even as Captain shuffles closer on his feet until he’s only hair’s breadth away, the sound getting louder in his chest, and gets his other hand in under Fabian’s ass before Fabian can do more than make a questioning noise. Fabian’s cheeks burn, his hands flailing in the air as he wonders if he can lay them on Captain, but he only nods when Captain asks “Yes?” And so Captain lifts him up, holds him easily in his arms, Fabian’s hand cautiously on his shoulders for balance, and carries him over to the bed.

They’re face-to-face when Captain holds him, and Fabian kisses his Captain’s wide nose, just to see if he can.

The sound in Captain’s chest splinters upon it and then resumes at a higher pace, and Fabian does his best to smother his laughter in Captain’s skin. His arms hold tight around Captain’s neck before he knows what he’s doing, body clinging to him. And he can’t help an embarrassing squeak as Captain lowers him down again, the bed almost on the same level as the floor. As he is deposited upon it, Captain’s hands linger on his skin, claws running through his hair before Captain lets him go entirely, Fabian’s head lolling with the motion..

Fabian’s whimper is a shameful, embarrassing thing.

“This is good?” asks Captain, chest brimming with all those noises Fabians still can’t understand. He recognizes pleasure, recognizes upset, recognizes excitement. Even recognizes sadness, he thinks. But not this.

He doesn’t know this.

“Yeah,” breathes Fabian, lips remaining parted as he stares at his Captain. His gulps so harshly his throat hurts, and his next inhalation is a slow, staggering thing. Captain peers at him with all those eyes, so soft and attentive, bent so close, and Fabian stretches his back, rolls his shoulders, rests his hands back on his lap where he sits on his Captain’s bed. “Yeah,” he repeats, and he’s just as breathless this time, too.
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