

    
        
          Can't Get It On

        

        
        
          System Elsewhere, Volume 0

        

        
        
          Anne R

        

        
          Published by Art Wolf Media, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CAN'T GET IT ON

    

    
      First edition. November 8, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Anne R.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232859084

    

    
    
      Written by Anne R.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

The bed

Local Customs

Judgemental

Bounce, bounce, bounce

End Notes

Sign up for Anne R's Mailing List

Further Reading: Influence and Infildelity

Also By Anne R

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This story is dedicated to everyone who can relate... 

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The bed


[image: ]


“HI,” HIRO ANNOUNCED softly as he slid open their front door as quietly as possible. He assumed the kids would be asleep at this hour.  He shook off his shoes and locked the door's deadbolt.  Then the extra deadbolt Jay had installed.  Then the chain lock.  But his spouse's paranoia wasn't an issue currently on Hiro's radar: he had a bigger problem– one that had been around for three weeks.  

He rounded the 90 turn at the entryway to find Jay in the tiny sitting room throwing copious amounts of toys in the toy chest.  His back was to Hiro, displaying his incredibly fit backside.  Even with the casual, home clothes and the low effort activity, Jay's fit back and shoulders showed through the loose knit shirt.  The short sleeves displayed the generous arm muscles and full coloured tattoos that cover every centimeter of skin from the shoulders to the wrists.  His sculpted thighs were clearly visible in the half crouch and loose shorts.  Almost everything about Jay was in stark contrast to Hiro: Jay's borderline overly muscular physique versus Hiro's naturally slight build, the bright tattoos all over his body versus versus Hiro's rich brown, virgin skin, even Jay's closed-cropped military regulation crew cut was a near opposite to Hiro's thick, carefully cultivated messy mop-top.  

Whoever said opposites attract had been on to something. 

Hiro gave into the temptation to sneak up behind Jay. He knew it was a bad idea given Jay's history to stalk him like this, but his uncharacteristic preoccupation with the task at hand and the sheer perfection of his slappable ass was too much for Hiro to resist.  

“Fuck!” Jay yelled as the echoes of Hiro's palm striking his tight butt cheek echoed in the tiny apartment.

With lightning fast reflexes, Jay had his own hand over Hiro's, pressing down on his to have the grope penetration further.  Fortunately, he had either noticed Hiro or realised it wasn't an attack fast enough to control any violent reflexes.  Hiro really did know better, he was just a little too impaired to make the best decisions right now.  

Jay stood up all the way and Hiro wasted no time encircling Jay's relatively slim waist and groping his spouse's rock hard hard abs with the same gusto he had attacked the ass with.  

“Sorry for staying out so late,” Hiro murmured against Jay's neck, kissing the nape of his neck.  “I meant to be back hours ago...”

“I don't mind if it puts you in this kind of mood,” Jay groaned and leaned back into Hiro.  “Three weeks...” he muttered.

Three miserable weeks since they'd gotten more than ten minutes alone together.  Jay pulled Hiro's hand around his waist and grinded himself softly against Hiro's hips.  

“I take it you had a good night with Alice and Bob?” he asked.

“Just Alice,” Hiro breathed against Jay's neck.

“Seriously?” Jay half groaned, “Bob flaked on you again?”

“Alice said he's busy with the Chief's exam,” Hiro said, moving up to nibble on Jay's ear.  An easy task given their height was pretty much the only trait they had in common. 

“It's not that hard...” Jay did groan now.  He directed Hiro's hands downward.

“Unlike other things...” Hiro murmured, running his finger tips over Jay's twitching member in those loose shorts. “But seriously, not everyone is the big badass chief you are,” he said.

Jay twisted around in Hiro's arms and snatched him up in his own embrace, kissing him soundly.  

“Oh you like having your ego stroked?” Hiro mumbled around Jay's penetrating tongue. 

“I like you stroking other things,” Jay mumbled back.  He picked Hiro up and practically tossed him on the sofa, Hiro being probably less weight than Jay benched on his rest days. 

“Good thing the kids are asleep...” Hiro said as he bounced on the cushions and Jay settled himself between his thighs.

“They're not asleep,” Jay said, pausing with his head hovering over Hiro's crotch.  

“What?” Hiro demanded, pushing himself up to sit upright.  

“Babe, I appreciate your confidence in me,” Jay said, looking down sadly at where Hiros groin used to be, “but it's completely unfounded, there's no way I could get them both to sleep alone.” 

“Why's it so quiet?” 

“It is quiet...” Jay agreed, adjusting himself to sit next to Hiro on the couch.  

As if on cue, a minor crash sounded from down the short hallway.  A high pitched wail started followed by some more high pitched sounds.

Jay started to get up but Hiro held up a hand.  “See if they start crying,” he said.  It was hard to tell if the noises were happy giggles or the precursor to toddler blows.  And those noises weren't always mutually exclusive either. 

No crying or shouts for da or daddy.  

Hiro glanced over at Jay slumped now beside him on the sofa.  As ageless as he was, he looked exhausted.  

“Sorry again,” Hiro said, giving Jay's thigh a squeeze.  “I assume it was rough with them?”

“They're fine,” Jay answered, scooting him a little closer.  “You need a break every once in a while.  Sorry I couldn't get them to sleep...” 

Hiro shrugged.  It wasn't like he was much better at getting the two toddlers to bed.

“I have some good news,” Jay announced.

“Oh?” Hiro asked as he absently expanded his thigh squeeze into a small stroke.  Whatever drugs Alice was in the habit of spiking her drinks with was definitely doing it for him.  He always came back from these sorts of evenings off too late and with raging desire.  He was starting to wonder if Jay was supplying her with something.  

“Tiersa starting repeating some words,” Jay announced. 

Hiro was properly distracted from his mood.  “What did she say?” He asked quickly.  It had been over a year since she'd shown any interest in language.  The pediatrician was still in the ‘observation’ phase, as there weren't any other developmental red flags, but it was still strange to Hiro to have a 2 standard-year old who didn't even try to speak.  

“Well fortunately it's not really a word yet,” Jay explained.

“What do you mean fortunately?” Hiro asked, repositioning himself on the couch to give his spouse the full front of his lifted eyebrow.  

“Well... I was putting that bed together...” Jay started, clearly trying to choose his words carefully.

“Anwar's bed?” Hiro asked.  “Thank God–”

“I was following your orders,” Jay interjected with a prideful grin.  

Hiro attempted to reach around Jay's shoulder to get close once again.  His arms barely reached around Jay bulk, but the prospect of finally kicking the kids out their bedroom was paving the way for his mood to return.  

“And Tiersa was hanging out with me,” Jay continued.  “And... well that bed’s a little more complicated than I thought...”

Hiro pursed his lips.  “What did she say?” He repeated his earlier question.

“It's just my first part of the word...” Jay defended himself. 

“Her first word isn't fuck is it?” Hiro demanded.

“Her first was Dada,” Jay instantly defended.

“She has said that in almost a year,” Hiro countered. 

Anwar and Tiersa burst into the room for a lap of hyperactivity.  

“I'm chasing,” Anwar panted as he clearly run slow enough for his younger sibling to keep up with him, constantly looking over his shoulder to make sure she was on track.  

“Sha sha sha,” Tiersa yelled happily.

The completed the circuit and were off again to the opposite end of the tiny two bedroom apartment.  

Hiro glared at Jay.

“It's not fuck,” Jay said holding up his hands.  He offered a sheepish smile, highlighting the smattering of freckles across his straight nose and dark olive skin.

Hiro's perturbation melted almost immediately.  “At least she's interested in repeating,” he sighed.  “Means you're going to have to clean up that potty mouth.”

It was Jay's turn to raise his eyebrows.

“Ok, time for both of us,” Hiro sighed.  

He settled himself against Jay, wrapping his partner's thick, tattooed arm against himself, getting back into the mood.

“At least we can have the room to ourselves tonight...” he said as he flipped on his side to attack Jay's ear again.  

“Why...?” Jay asked as he pushed Hiro up to straddle him.

“Because Anwar has a bed now,” Hiro sat up in Jay's lap, he was used to Jay's muscles being the only thick part about him.  What about this was hard to understand?  Hiro felt like he'd been explaining it for weeks since he'd had the idea.  “Anwar can finally sleep in his room, we move Tiersa's crib back in there and we have an actual adult room again.”  He looked into Jay's classically handsome but confused face.  “You put together the bed, so Anwar moves out.”

“I didn't say I finished it,” Jay explained, his hands still lightly groping Hiro's thighs and backside like that was going to still be in the cards without the privacy of sleeping children or within a room that
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