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CHAPTER 1


KAZUYA'S INITIATION






Omura Kichiya was proud - even though he was the only male in his family, he had continued their name by having four sons: Kazuya, Jiro, Saburo and Yuki. They were all strong and sound, and each handsomer than the next. They would, he was sure, one day give him many grandchildren.

Kazuya, the first, made him particularly proud; he had just finished Middle School and was about to enter the most prestigious High School of the Prefecture (he had passed the difficult admission exam with full marks); he was, moreover, a good basketball player, had a slender but strong body, and was nimble, fast, and indefatigable.


Girls looked at Kazuya with evident admiration, each trying to outdo another to be noticed by him. The boy, however, seemed completely absorbed by his studies and his sports. He was a serious boy, never surrendering to any difficulty. He was also admired by his school fellows and often pointed out as an example by his teachers.


Just after Kazuya's fifteenth birthday, his cousin Keisuke went to spend a month at the Kichiya home. Keisuke was eighteen years old, and was the regional champion for judo. He had been ill and now was convalescing with them. He was to sleep in Kazuya's room. Kazuya greatly admired his cousin Keisuke, and was happy to share his room with him. In the evening, when they went to bed, they talked about a thousand things.


At a certain point, Keisuke asked him: "Do you have a girlfriend?"


"No, I'm not greatly interested in girls. And you?"


"I'm not interested either," Keisuke answered.


"But who knows how many have their eyes on a boy like you!" Kazuya said.


"Yes, but they waste their time with me. You're also a handsome boy: I saw you in the bath, and you are well-shaped here, too," Keisuke said, slipping his hand under his cousin's futon cover and stroking him between his legs through his pajama. Kazuya on instinct shifted a little aside, but giggled. His cousin touched him again, fingered his penis, then slid onto his cousin's futon, leaning against him and making him feel his own erection.


"Keisuke, stop! Come on!" Kazuya said coyly, clearly embarrassed.


"Shhh! They can hear you," his cousin whispered in his ear, then he slipped his hand inside Kazuya's pajama trousers and grasped his member, half hard already from his manoeuvres. Kazuya was tense, and becoming more and more embarrassed, but though he quivered at Keisuke's efforts, he didn't escape them, either when his cousin lowered his trousers to his knees, or when he started slowly to jerk him off. Kazuya held his breath and heard his cousin's breath become heavier with excitation; he liked that unforeseen, intimate contact. Keisuke made him turn on one side, rummaged about a bit, and then lay against Kazuya's back. Then Kazuya felt Keisuke's strong member pushing between his buttocks, trying to slip inside him.


Although he hadn't yet had sexual intercourse, Kazuya was not in the dark about sexual matters: among friends, at times, he had talked much about it; he, therefore, immediately understood what his cousin's intentions were, and he felt an exciting, strange heat quivering in his body. He waited. His cousin again pushed against him, trying to penetrate in him, but wasn't able.


Kazuya didn't know why, but he clearly desired that penetration. After his cousin's unsuccessful attempt, Kazuya slipped his hand behind himself and grasped his cousin's erect member, aiming it at the right spot.


Keisuke resumed pushing.


It was a little painful.


"Take it easy, it's my first time." Kazuya whisperingly panted. He was now fully aroused by Keisuke's seduction.


"Really?" Keisuke asked, happily (he'd never deflowered somebody, and the idea that he was now doing so excited him very much). He withdrew for a moment, taking the time to moisten his cousin's virgin hole with his saliva, and then resumed his attempt to take him. But Kazuya was so tight, that Keisuke didn't succeed and, after several attempts, he withdrew. He had Kazuya lie on his back, he lay upon him and brushed his body over his cousin's body, both their hard members pressed against each other, tight between their bellies, until they both came, Kazuya first, then Keisuke.


While Kazuya was cleaning their bellies of their mingled sperm, Keisuke caressed his cousin's little ass and said, "You're really still a virgin?"


"Yes."


"I like you, Kazuya. I want to make you mine."


Kazuya didn't answer, still feeling that strong, straight rod trying to make its way into him. The cousin he admired so much desired him, and this fact gave him a sensation of confused pride. Yes, he would have liked to feel it all the way inside his back channel. They fell asleep in silence, each immersed in his own thoughts.


The day after passed quietly. In the morning, while the boys were at school, Keisuke went to the neighbouring town on the bus. In the afternoon the four brothers with their cousin, went to the river to fish for the shrimps that Kazuya's mother would prepare for dinner.


Then they went to bathe: first father Omura with Yuki, then Jiro and Saburo, and at last Kazuya with Keisuke. They all washed each other's body, becoming slightly aroused in the process. They rinsed and entered the square wooden tub. Keisuke caressed his cousin's body.


"I like you a lot; tonight I'll make you mine." he whispered.


"Yes." Kazuya said happily, as he caressed his cousin's hard rod and swollen balls beneath the water.


"I bought a special cream this morning at the drugstore, so I can enter you without so much trouble, tonight."


"Your cock - it's so big... will you hurt me?"


"No. Well, perhaps a little, but you'll like it."


"Did you ever take it?"


"The first time was when I was thirteen."


"Did you like it?"


"Sure. But now I prefer being a top."


"Do you have a boyfriend?"


"I have three, they're all fellow judo students. But you are the handsomest."


That evening, they went to bed and waited until everyone was asleep. Then, silently, Keisuke went over to his cousin's futon. Kazuya lowered his trousers and turned on his side, ready. He felt his cousin spreading something slippery on his anus, lingering there with his finger inside for a long time, moving gently back and forth, to get him used to the sensation. Kazuya shuddered as he waited, asking himself what feeling his cousin's member, so big and hard, would soon give him. His cousin leaned against him and quickly thrust his rod into the boy's slippery hole. He then pushed energetically, pulling the boy against him. Kazuya felt a sharp pain and tried to escape, but Keisuke held him tight and continued to push inside him.


"No... " Kazuya groaned, but his cousin's strong hand closed over his mouth while half of Keisuke's rod entered him. Kazuya again tried to wriggle away, but his cousin held him with a skilled judo hold so that Kazuya's desperate attempts to free himself only had the result of facilitating the penetration instead.


Then the boy noticed a strange thing - he was hurting but, at the same time, he was also feeling a warmth and an intense pleasure, especially when Keisuke started to manoeuvre inside him with a fast back and forth rhythm, massaging Kazuya's rectal walls with his hardened rod. Kazuya stopped struggling and let himself relax to those weird but intensly pleasurable sensations. Kazuya liked it! He obviously liked it more and more. Still, the pain persisted, even though it was no longer sharp but rather dull. He liked the rod that had pierced him, and that was now slipping in and out of him in a vigorous, firm rhythm. He liked Keisuke's strong arms pinning him, too!


Meanwhile his cousin jerked him off by hand as he was fucking him. Keisuke was strong, tireless, and determined. Kazuya felt as if he had been subdued by his cousin's energetic penetration. Keisuke was dominating him completely, and his admiration for Keisuke increased with each vigorous stroke with which Keisuke fucked him. Then Kazuya came with a fierce spasm that increased his cousin's enjoyment. When Kazuya felt Keisuke unloading himself deep inside his hot channel, he desired it to last forever, and he felt almost a sense of emptiness when Keisuke, sated, withdrew from him, finally, and in silence, returned to his own futon. He heard his heavy breath calming little by little as Keisuke slipped into sleep. Kazuya hoped that the following night the rite would happen again and, though he still felt an aching in his back, he fell asleep happy.


Again, the day after, Keisuke behaved as if nothin had happened, and Kazuya liked that also - it gave him a sense of pleasure knowing that he was sharing such an intimate secret with his cousin. When they bathed together, they played with each other's bodies again in anticipation of what was to happen in their dark sleeping room. Kazuya deligted in the vision of his cousin's naked body - so much so, in fact, that he could not enjoy the darkness of his room during their sexual encounters. He would soon feel that member to be domineering him. He liked that solid, hard member; and he stroked it with awe and devotion. He would have preferred making love to his cousin in the light rather than in the dark, but, unhappily, that was not possible. Therefore, while they were bathing, he enjoyed it with his eyes.


"Do you like my cock?" Keisuke asked.


"I like everything about you - you are so handsome and strong."


"But do you like my cock?"


"I certainly do like it!"


"Why don't you kiss it, then?" Keisuke asked, standing up in the tub and pointing his hard, straight rod toward his cousin's lips. Kazuya took it in his hands and put his lips on it. He felt it, warm and quivering - it was a really pleasurable sensation. "Lick it." his cousin then whispered. Kazuya immediately did as he was told and felt his cousin's pleasure in it. And he, too, liked it. After a while Keisuke, caressing his head, murmured: "Take it in your mouth, go on, suck it." Kazuya readily complied and without the slightest hesitation, slipped it deeply into his mouth. Then Keisuke took his head in his hands and started to fuck him his mouth. Kazuya liked that, even if he thought that it would have been even more pleasurable to have it inside his eager back channel.


After a while Keisuke slipped away and immersed himself in the tub: "Did you like that, my little cousin?"


"Yes."


"Then, here in the bath you will suck it, and on the futon I will put it inside your little hole, right?" Keisuke said determinedly.


"Of course! As you want." Kazuya answered, quivering with pleasure and caressing Keisuke's still hard rod.


"Ah, it will be a splendid convalescence, this one." the young man sighed satisfied, fingering his cousin's little ass while they were rising from the tub. Kazuya smiled happily, taking these words as a compliment.


When they were on their futon that night, Keisuke switched off the light, and as rapidly as possible Kazuya pulled off his pajama's trousers and turned on his side, awaiting his cousin. Keisuke wasn't long in coming to him and, finding Kazuya ready, caressed him and whispered: "Good, Kazu!" then spread the cream on his little hole and took him with a few well-driven strokes, then started to fuck him vigourously and jerked him off at the same time. Kazuya was quite happy to let him do so.


He still felt some pain, but it was less, and the pleasure, on the contrary, seemed more intense. Kazuya blissfully relaxed and noticed that, in relaxing, the pain attenuated and at the same pace the pleasure increased. His cousin's pushes were becoming stronger and Kazuya understood that he was near reaching his orgasm. This stirred his own enjoyment, and he had just enough time to cover his cock with the tissues he had prepared so as not to wet the sheets. Very soon he felt Keisuke flooding him with strong, passionate strokes.


Those moments in the bathroom and when they hit the bed, became an agreeable routine, one day after the other, and little by little Kazuya learned how to relax and to make his hole throb, so that he could give his cousin even more pleasure; he also learned how to suck without making him cum but giving him great pleasure; and he also learned how to control his own orgasm so that he could cum together with his cousin.


Keisuke was more and more taken by his young cousin: "You, Kazuya, seem to have been born especially for love making. It seems quite impossible that before me you hadn't done it. I would like to bring you with me, when I have to go back. I'll miss you a lot." he told him one afternoon as they were strolling along the river, alone with each other.


"I, too, will miss you, Keisuke. But you, at least, will have your three friends with whom you can make love. I'll have nobody any more, on the contrary; and you'll soon forget me."


"Forget you? I really don't think so. I like fucking you too much! You have a golden little ass. Feel here, I get a hardon just thinking of it!" he said clasping his cousin's hand to his fly.


Kazuya fingered it: "Let's go into those bushes." he excitedly proposed, while feeling through the cloth his cousin's firm consistency throbbing in his hand.


"Are you eager to have it, Kazu-chan?" his cousin asked caressing his compact ass with heated desire.


"Yes... I always thought I would have liked doing it in the light." Kazuya said hopefully.


"Why not? Anyway, even if we see somebody coming by, we can always pretend to be bathing, right? Come, my Kazu-chan, let's find a comfortable place."


The two boys, aroused, entered in the bushes, exploring until they found a place that suited them - it was completely hidden, with a small grassy stretch, close to the river's water on one side.


They undressed in quite a hurry and, as soon as they were naked, Kazuya knelt in front of his cousin and, putting his hands on the firm, muscled buttocks of the young man, started to lick the throbbing rod and the ball sac passionately. Then he took the beautiful pole between his lips and sucked it, moving his head back and forth and pressing his nose into the thick bush of black hair at his cousin's groin, pushing that rod deep into his throat and then going slowly back and working it with his tongue - then rushing again with more fast thrusts.


"You're becoming very good at sucking it, Kazu! You are a natural; you have a talent to bring pleasure to a man!" his cousin murmured deeply excited, caressing his hair. Then, when the quivers intensified, he withdrew from him, saying, "I don't want to cum this way: I want to put it all into your nice ass. I just don't have the cream, here..."


"Use your saliva, I'm used to your rod, now..." Kazuya said, lying on his side.


"No, not that way. Stand up and lean against that tree. I'll take you standing, today. Good, that way. Spread your legs a bit more and push back your nice tight ass. A little more... so, good." Keisuke guided him and his cousin, docile and available, complied.


When Kazuya was in the right position, Keisuke collected some spit on two fingers and spread it on the boy's hole, then carefully moistened his own rod, leaned on his cousin taking him by the waist and driving the swollen, purple-dark glans into the hot fleshbud, ready and open to him. He started to push. Kazuya held his sphincter tight closed for some seconds, until he felt that the pressure was strong enough, then suddenly relaxed. Keisuke sank completely inside him in one stroke, feeling no more resistance; and when he was inside to the hilt, Kazuya again strongly clenched his hole on his cousin's pounding rod.


"Wow, Kazu, that's great! You've also become very good at taking it! I love fucking you!" Keisuke panted and, gathered all his energies, started to pump inside him with even more of his usual vigour, while jerking off his boy cousin. Kazuya was enjoying that double action very much indeed!


"Do you feel my cock? Is it massaging you deeply enough?"


"'Course I feel it." Kazuya gurgled, happy and excited.


"And you like it, right, Kazu?" he asked, pounding his rod inside the tight channel.


"Oh, yes!" the boy answered pushing his little ass back against his cousin's groin.


"Unhappily we have only a few days of my stay left, but we will enjoy them, right Kazu?" the young man said resuming to hammer inside him with renewed vigour.


"Yeah!"


"It's a pity you cannot come with me. I would like to have you on my futon every night. Yes, every night!"


"And I would suck you and ask you to fuck me with your beautiful spear, even two, three times each day, Keisuke." the boy answered, excited by the exchanges that they couldn't have at night at home.


They continued making love, merrily, carefree, excited, full of mutual passion. Their bodies were caressed by the gentle May sun, and by fresh, gentle swirls of air playing with their hair, their words accompanied by the river's murmur.


When they finallyreached their orgasm, they could moan aloud with all the enjoyment they were feeling without being overheard.


Keisuke, his rod still straight and throbbing, parted from his boy cousin and gave him a friendly slap on his little ass: "It has been a really good fuck! You are the best of all the boys I've had."


"Really? The best of all?" Kazuya asked turning back, his eyes luminous, and looking at him happily.


"Yes, of course! Nobody has made me enjoy it so much as you do. Well, let's dive in the river, now, so we can wash away the sweat."


"But... we will also bathe at home, right?"


"Sure."


"And tonight, you'll do it again with me, right?"


"I rather think so."


"Good. Then let's go." Kazuya said running naked and joyfully toward the water, followed by his cousin Keisuke.


They swam and splashed each other with water, swam again and then, swam back to the bank. They lay down panting beside each other and drying in the sun.


But the day of Keisuke departure eventually came. While the young man was packing his luggage, Kazuya was beside him in silence, sad because of the imminent parting. Keisuke rummaged in his sack and took out a purple silk brocade talisman pouch.


He handed it to his cousin. "Take it and keep it as a souvenir of me. I bought it when I went to the Ise Shrine with my school. It's always given me good luck, and I hope it will do the same for you."


"Thank you. I, too, got a gift for you. Wait..." Kazuya said and went rummaging in one of his drawers. He returned holding a small parcel wrapped in nice hand made paper and gave it to Keisuke.


"Thank you, so I too will have a souvenir of you. Who knows when we will meet again? Will you write me, Kazu?"


"Certainly, Keisuke. And will you send me your picture as you promised?"


"I promised it, didn't I?"


Kazuya accompanied his cousin to the station, together with his three brothers. He would have liked to be the only one, but he couldn't avoid having his three brothers going with them. In fact, Keisuke was genuinely liked by everybody and none of the three boys wanted to avoid seeing him to the station. The waited until the train disappeared around the bend of the track. Then they went home. Jiro, Saburo and Yuki chatted all the time about Keisuke. But Kazuya was silent, immersed in thoughts and memories of what he couldn't talk about with his brothers. His wonderful, secret, daily, passionate sex with his big cousin, a judo champion with such a wonderful body! The memory of how his cousin taught him to make love, of how Keisuke had made him a man. And he held tight to the talisman in his hand, thinking with a sad smile that he would have loved to have in his hand something much different - the delicious, beautiful member that had given him so much pleasure all those days. Kazuya had a strong, pleasureble erection.


Now, at school Kazuya looked at his fellows with different eyes. More than one appealed to him, and with more than one of them he would have liked to be able to do what he had been taught by his cousin. But his fellows spoke ironically about love between males; therefore, the boy didn't dare take a false step. They talked about that with irony because, he was sure, they didn't know how good it was, Kazuya thought, feeling more adult than they were, and pitying them.


But he missed companionship, and an intimate friend with whom to share physical pleasure. He wrote to Keisuke, keeping his promise, and he sent him a nice picture of himself shot beside the sea - one that showed him in just a narrow swimsuit. This was a picture that he had hidden among his most precious things and that, from time to time, he admired in secret. But in his letters he couldn't write all he wanted, afraid that someone else would read what he had written.


So the months passed, and Kazuya didn't have another chance to make love. The days spent in his cousin's arms became a memory, refreshed just by those solitary occasions when he masturbated recalling those splendid moments when it was Keisuke jerking him off while fucking him, or the moments when he could fill his mouth of his cousin's splendid, hard, throbbing spear.


He thought with a bit of envy that his cousin had three friends with whom to make love. People of the big cities were surely luckier than those living in a small provincial town. Keisuke had told him that there was even a pub where men who preferred men could meet! And that there, if you liked someone, you could just tell him, and also that if the other liked you, there was even a hotel where you could go just to make love! Yes, town had to be a real paradise.


Kazuya felt that he was the only one in his village - or in his high school - to desire another male; he, therefore, carefully hid his desires, and didn't even suspect that in the same way, there might be others among his school fellows, among the village boys, or even among his basketball team, hiding, like him, that same desire.






When Kazuya was seventeen, his high school basketball team qualified for the finals of the regional championship of all the high schools. Normally, during matches away from home, they went by bus to the opposing team's high school, leaving the morning of the game and returning the evening of the same day. But when they had to play a team farther away, they normally slept in the dormitory of their opponent's high school.


For the match of the regional championship was to be played against a rich high school, in that dormitory each boy had a room to himself. After the match, which they won, his team celebrated by going to eat in an elegant little restaurant downtown, then they went back to the dormitory. The day after they'd scheduled a short tour of the sights before returning home.


Kazuya had just undressed and was going to sleep, when heard a light knocking at his door. Thinking it was one of his team mates, he went to open the door just wearing his pajama shorts. He saw before him, however, one of the boys of his opponent's team.


"I wanted to congratulate you upon your success." the boy said as he showed him a six-pack of non-alcoholic beer, and added with a wide grin: "Can I come in?"


"Of course. You're Maeda, right?"


"Yes, but call me Eiji. You are Kazuya, right?" the boy said as he entered and shut the door behind him. He then added, "Our coach told us to come and to congratulate you. Sporting fair-play, he said. So I asked to come congratulate you, because you play really well, and you seem to be the most likeable of all your team's members."


"Thank you." Kazuya said, flattered. He sat on the bed near the other boy who had pulled off his shoes and was sitting on it already with his legs crossed. Eiji opened a beer and handed it to Kazuya, then he opened another for himself.


"Kampai!" the boy said.


"Kampai!" Kazuya answered touching his can to the other's, and they drank.


"You're really a strong basketball player," Eiji said to him, " fast, accurate, and nimble. You also have a good body." Eiji said, brushing his fingers across the pectorals of his host. Kazuya quivered at that slight caress and had a sudden, surging erection. Eiji didn't pull his hand away, but said: "Do you do lot of gym work?"


"No, just training for basketball."


"But you have nice pecs, sound, strong, and well-shaped. Also, your abdominal are perfect." he said lowering his hand to brush Kazuya's stomach muscles. Kazuya shuddered with pleasure. "Are you bothered, if I touch you there?" Eiji than asked, continuing.


"No, not at all," Kazuya answered sotto voce.


"And... if I touch you... so?" Eiji asked, lowering his hand to the soft bulge between Kazuya's legs and giving him a cunning smile. He felt Kazuya's erection and fingered it with his whole hand: "It doesn't seem that I'm bothering you, right?"


"Nnn... no..." Kazuya said, blushing.


Then Eiji slipped his hand into the fly opening and grasped the bare, hard member of his companion, starting to masturbate him gently.


Kazuya tensed: "What are you doing?" he murmured, without escaping Eiji's caress.


"If you pull off your trousers... I'll give you a special prize for your winning." the boy said with a devilish little smile.


"Prize? What prize?" Kazuya asked, even though he understood what the other meant.


"The prize is me. First I'll suck this very hard." he said as he pushed down Kazuya's pajama shorts below his hips, then he rapidly pulled off his own tracksuit lying on the bed beside Kazuya naked, and said: "And then..."


"And then?" Kazuya said, freeing himself from his shorts.


"And then, wouldn't you like to score a basket once more?"


"You mean..." Kazuya said putting away his shorts. Now completely naked as well.


"Wouldn't you like to fuck my ass?"


"Ye... yes, naturally... but... are your mates... doing this... with my mates, too?" Kazuya asked amazedly.


"Oh, I don't think so. Probably just you and me." Eiji said laughingly.


"And why you... why with me?"


"Because I liked you. I saw you in the showers, and noticed the way you were looking at the others, so I guessed that you, too..."


"How was I looking at the others?" Kazuya asked as Eiji caressed his body.


"Exactly like I do - with desire." Eiji answered and lowered his head to lick and suck at Kazuya's now throbbing rod.


It was the first time that somebody did to him what he usually did to his cousin. And Kazuya liked it very much. He asked himself how would it be to fuck an ass instead of getting fucked. Well, in a short while he would know...


Eiji was a last year student, but he had a body somewhat smaller than Kazuya's. Anyway he really was handsome and sensual. After sucking him for a while, Eiji turned and went on all fours, offering himself to Kazuya: "Take me, now. Go on, collect your prize, champion. Put your beautiful cock all inside me, and fuck me as hard as you can!"


Kazuya became even more excited. Kneeling behind his handsome compliant opponent, he prepared himself to penetrate him. Eiji guided him until his rod began its way inside him. Kazuya felt himself sinking, quite being sucked in, and he began to feel a strong, wonderful sensation in his cock, like an agreeable heat wrapping him, igniting him, making him tremble at the intensity of the sensation.


Then he started to thrust himself into the boy with all his vigour. At times he slipped out and had to push it inside again, so great was the ardour with which he took that soft but firm little ass which so unexpectedly was at his complete disposal.


Eiji was moaning low, clearly pleased, while he was jerking off himself energetically: "Ooooh, sooo... I knew it... you're a real champion... Oooh... you really know how to fuck! That's great.... it feels so-ooo gooood..."


Kazuya was greatly enjoying the ride the other boy offered him, and was mounting him with increasing energy. A prize like this, he confusedly thought to himself as he continued to hammer at Eijis hot channel, was worth lot more than just a cup to put on a shelf! It had to be that way: that the winners should choose a boy from the defeated team to enjoy him in that delightful way... Also, in this way, being defeated would become a pleasure almost as good as winning...


Kazuya came quite suddenly, in long jets, well driven into Eiji's taut hole, shuddering and throbbing with its own pleasure. And soon after also Eiji came, and his contractions added even more pleasure to what Kazuya was feeling while, shuddering, was trying to reassume his own self- control.


"Oh, Kazuya, what a dream-like fuck!" Eiji panted while his companion very slowly slipped away from his still throbbing hole.


"Yes, it's been really great." Kazuya sighed with great satisfaction.


"Do you have a boyfriend?" Eiji asked him.


"No, I haven't. Do you?"


"Yes, I have."


"Is he a school-mate?"


"No, around here everybody seems to be a womanizer! At least in the words they speak openly, of course. No; my boyfriend is a thirty year-old, very handsome man. He's the owner of a little tofu shop."


"And how did you met him?"


"Last year. I was doing some part time work for him. Once, after the closing time, while I was changing my clothes, he came behind me, took me in his arms and touched my dick, pushing his hard tool, still inside his breeches, against my ass. I was embarrassed, but let him have his way, and at once I got an incredible hardon. So he took me, and had me bend over at ninety degrees with my chest on the table-top, and he fucked me. He was really skilled, so he made me love it, and I became - and still am - his steady lover..."


Kazuya asked himself why he never had such fortunate opportunities, and why he seemed always destined to part from those with whom he liked to have sex.


They chatted a little more, still sitting naked on the bed, then Eiji put on his clothes and bade him goodnight. Kazuya lay down to sleep, satisfied. Yes, it had been a great victory. And a really great personal prize as well!




CHAPTER 2


JIRO'S RESCUER






When Kazuya was eighteen, there was a great festival at his village to mark the four hundredth anniversary of the local shrine foundation.

Kazuya was one of the young men selected to carry the mikoshi, the small portable shrine, in the procession. Wearing only the traditional light blue fundoshi that just covered his genitals and left his buttocks exposed, he took his place between two others and raised the heavy pole supporting the mikoshi. Then he and the others began to carry it through the village streets, shouting rhythmically with his fellow bearers, the classic "yah-sho, yah-sho" chant in a chorus. He could feel the pubes of the youth behind him, brushing against him at every pace, and that aroused him, so that in a short space of time his erection was brushing against the ass of the fellow before him. He couldn't help it - it was an exciting and simultaneously embarrassing sensation. Being almost naked, in front of all the villagers, with their bodies packed together and brushing against each other with each pace. Then he perceived that the boy behind him also had a remarkable erection. And yet that boy had a girlfriend, he was sure of that.


When the procession was over, they all went to have some sake in a tired but cheerful mood, and neither of his two mates, either the one who was before him or the other who was behind, showed the slightest reaction, as if nothing at all had happened. So Kazuya also behaved as if nothing had happened, too. Jiro, Saburo and Yukio approached him, excited and happy.


Jiro said him: "Mom went home for a moment with dad to see if grandpa is all right, but they will be back soon. Anyway, they said not to wait for them to start eating, but to save seats for them."


"Can I sit near you?" Yukio, who adored his elder brother, asked. Kazuya too was very fond of him.


Kazuya caressed his little brother's head affectionately, and said: "Sure, you'll sit near me, little mouse! But now let's go take our place, before the best ones are occupied."


They went running and saved a line of seats at one of the central tables on the square in front of the main stairway of the shrine. Girls handed out the food, and everybody started to eat, in noisy and merry confusion.


Suddenly, everything seemed to stop. An unnatural silence fell over the village. Men, animals, and all of nature seemed to became silent all at once, and the earth shook violently while a rumbling roar rose from the earth's bowels. An incredibly violent earthquake threw everybody into a panic.


Kazuya embraced Yukio tightly and shouted to his other two brothers, "Don't move! Here it's safe! Don't move!"


And again an astonished silence fell over the village as soon as the earth was stilled; and from the half-collapsed houses arose clouds of dust and smoke signalling the beginning of fires. Everybody immediately hurled themselves at the areas to stop the fires, and to rescue the few people who were in them or who, being near the buildings, had been hit by the collapsing roofs or walls. Screams, yells, calls, orders and countermands of all sorts filled the air.


Kazuya shouted only one word: "Home!", and the four brothers ran despairingly toward their home. They saw from afar that the old house, built in the Taisho Period, was almost crumpled in on itself, reduced to a pile of rubble. They called out and hurled themselves and tried to dig, less unfortunate neighbors helping them in their effort.


After a time that seemed unending, they extracted from the rubble first their mother's body, then that of the grandfather, and last that of their father: all three quite dead. Kazuya understood immediately what this meant: they had been left alone, and now he had to shoulder the responsibility for his other three brothers.


So, he called them around and said, "Jiro, Saburo, Yukio - we have been left all alone. We must swear to each other that we will never part, that we will always help each other. Swear it!" he gravely commanded. The three boys swore. "Because I am the oldest, I must take our father's place, so you must always obey me." he said determinedly.


"Of course, Kazuya." Jiro answered seriously, "You're the boss, now. Tell us what we have to do."


"First thing, don't separate. For any reason. Our strength is in being together; never forget it."


"We have nothing; nobody's left." Saburo said thoughtfully, "What can we do, now?"


"I don't know yet. We will do something."


"Dad, mum, grandpa - all dead. Why?" Yukio asked, bravely trying to hold back his tears.


"I don't know why. Just a few minutes earlier or a few minutes later and they might still be alive - at least dad and mom. But it didn't go that way. No, I really don't know why." Kazuya said grimly.


One of the neighbors offered to let them sleep in his house that was largely intact. Kazuya accepted, gratefully, for the moment. The village was becoming organized, little by little. The dead were laid out for cremation in front of the village shrine. Happily, they were relatively few, because nearly everybody had been outdoors for the festival. There were also few injured, even though some very few had been seriously hurt. The wounded were transported with the available vehicles to the nearby town's hospital. Funerals were organized. The homeless from the few completely destroyed or dangerously unserviceable houses were sheltered.


The assistance committee called Kazuya, who arrived with all of his brothers. After conveying them their deepest sympathies, the president said,"You have been left alone, and are without a home. We must look for your relatives, to see who can now take care of you."


"I don't believe that... Our aunts and uncles... I don't think any of them can provide for four more people."


"I see, but each family can host one of you, and..."


"No. We do not want to be separated, and nobody can host all four of us."


"Well, exactly; therefore you have to part."


"No. I'm old enough to provide for all - myself and my three brothers."


"But you have no home, and before you can rebuild it... Apart that you'll need a great deal of money. And you're still are a minor and have to finish your schooling, Kazuya."


"Just give us some time to think about a solution, please. For the moment Kato-san is sheltering us."


"He could possibly not do so for long."


"It won't be necessary. Tomorrow we will tell you what we intend to do, but don't separate us."


"I don't know if it will be possible, but we can surely wait until tomorrow, or rather, until after the funerals." the village mayor intervened, looking at the others of the committee for an agreement.


They all nodded gravely.


"What will we do, now, Kazuya?" Yukio asked as soon as they were on the street.


"I was thinking that we can sell the land. We can go to Tokyo. We can find a flat, even a very small one. I can find a job and you all shall continue to go to school. But we must remain together."


"Why in Tokyo?" Saburo asked, frowning.


"Because it will be easier there for me to find work. And because you can attend better schools there than here."


"I, too, can work." Jiro said.


"No, you'll study like the others."


"But it won't be fair for you not to finish your studies," Saburo said.


"If I can, I'll finish them; if not, not. First I must take care of you all. It's my responsibility."


"But, Kazuya, why can't we stay here at our village?" Jiro insisted.


"Here, even if I did find a job, I couldn't earn as much money as I could in Tokyo. Moreover, what work can I do here? And in the meantime, where can we go to live? And where could we find the money to rebuild our house? I don't think that dad had much savings. So, it is easier to go to Tokyo, right? At least to try it there."


"Kazuya is right." Yukio serious said.


"Anyway, if he has decided, we will do so." Jiro said.


"I can go to Tokyo alone, at first, to find work and a home for us, then I'll come to get you all."


"But, didn't you say that we mustn't separate for any reason?" Saburo objected.


"I didn't mean just for a few days. At the beginning it will be easier if I'm alone. And anyway I hope I can come to get you soon. While I'm not here, you all must obey Jiro, understood?"


"Yes, Kazuya. But you'll come to fetch us very soon, right?" his littlest brother asked.


"Of course, Yukio, as soon as possible."


Then they all went to the post office with their father's savings book that they had retrieved from the ruins. To withdraw the money they needed to do some formalities, and together with the savings book they also fortunately found other papers, and one with their father's seal declaring he bequeathed all to Kazuya, so that simplified the problem. There wasn't much money, but Kazuya hoped it was enough for their initial expenses. Then they went to the neighbouring town to an estate agent, and asked him to put the land up for sale. The man had heard the four brothers' story, and he promised Kazuya that he would do his best to sell the land at a good price.


Then, the day after the funerals, Kazuya went to see the village mayor and the committee, always with his three brothers, and explained his project. They discussed it for a long while but at the end, the mayor and council saw the solid determination of the four brothers, and the committee accepted their proposal.


So, the boy left for Tokyo. The village people gave him addresses of relatives and acquaintances, and introduction letters. At the departure of the bus, half of the village was there to see him off, besides his three brothers. Everyone assured him that they would take care of his brothers, during his absence.


"You promise me you will study seriously, while I'm away?" Kazuya asked to the three boys.


"Of course, we promise." they answered.


"And you Saburo, and you Yukio - you will obey to Jiro?"


"Yes, of course."


"And I won't be ashamed of you when I return?"


"No, you won't be," the three boys said.


"But you'll come very soon to fetch us, right Kazu?" Yukio asked barely restraining the tears that gathered in his eyes.


"I promise you, I'll be back as soon as possible. Anyway I'll write you very often, and I'll tell you everything I do, all right?"


"Yes, Kazuya. Good luck. We will pray for you." Jiro said, very seriously.


Kazuya left. He did all he could to show to his brothers that he was serene and confident, but as soon as the bus was out of the village, he held his head tightly between his hands, feeling a great desire to cry and, silently, he prayed to his father, his grandfather and all his other forefathers, "Help me, all of you. I hope I'm doing the right thing. But help me, please, all of you, please. I'm so frightened."






He reached Tokyo in the afternoon. The metropolis' size fascinated and frightened him at the same time. He never saw - never dreamed - of anything like that. Even when they show Tokyo on TV, you couldn't actually have the sensation of such a chaotic, delirious immensity. He went out at Shinjuku, his belongings in a sack on his shoulders, and looked at the addresses he had. How could he find those places, now? He didn't know where to start. He saw a signpost pointing to the informations bureau, and he followed it. Just Shinjuku station was as wide as his entire village! After wandering the long corridors for some time, climbing and descending stairways marked with numbers, after losing sight of, and finding again, the signpost, he finally found himself before the information bureau.


A nice girl in an elegant uniform smiled at him from behind the counter: "How can I help you?"


"Well, I have to go to these addresses, but I don't know how to reach them," he said putting the sheets that the villagers had given him on the counter in front of her.


The girl looked at them, somewhat perplexed, reading them rapidly, then said kindly, "You are not from Tokyo, sir, correct?"


That formal way to address him, made him feel uneasy: "No, I'm sorry, it's the first time that..."


"I see. It will be not so easy. You'd better purchase a detailed Tokyo street map, where are marked also the transit routes, sir."


"Do you sell that?"


"No, sir, I'm sorry. But you can find it in a book shop."


"Is there a book shop nearby?"


"Not so far, sir. Here, look..." she said and explained him how to get to it, and wrote him the address on a piece of paper. Then, seeing Kazuya's lost looking air, she said: "When you've bought the map, if you have some difficulties in consulting it, please don't hesitate to come back here. This is my card; you can ask for me, if I'm not at the counter, sir."


"Thank you so much. You are really kind."


He had great difficulties finding the book shop. The map was a book of about two hundred pages, almost bigger than his school atlas! Difficult to consult, to understand - he had difficulty also in finding the informations bureau again. But the girl welcomed him back with a wide gentle smile and explained to him patiently how to use the maps, marked some of the addresses on it, and asked him to find some more addresses to be sure he really did understand how to use it.


Then she said to Kazuya: "I cannot help you any more, I am really sorry. Good luck, anyway. And take care. But... you will see that you will manage to find all these places... Please, take care, sir, and... I'm sorry I couldn't help you more."


Kazuya tried to go to one of the addresses he had. He took the wrong way several times, asked for help several times, but al last he reached it. And so he started his tours. He got different receptions: some gentle, some diffident, some warm. He got advice about where to sleep for only a little money, how to look for a job, how to arrange for a bank account in order not to have to carry all his money with him. Someone also invited him to stop for a meal. Someone listened to him with kindness, nodding in understanding, but then didn't lift a finger to really help him. Someone just kept him at the door and got rid of him as if he was an ordinary tiresome salesman.


Kazuya wrote all this to his brothers, a letter every other day. This was the least, and welcomest task he had to face. Everything was so expensive, even just commuting around the city. And the tides of people populating the great metropolis, seemed always to be running, with tense expressions, absorbed in god knows what thoughts.


Days elapsed, but it seemed that it was impossible to find a real work. Some of the people he went to see, said for him to telephone, to keep them informed, so, from time to time, he called these people, too.


And one evening, one of them, said: "Listen, Kazuya-san, I'm sorry but, would you accept work in a department store as a cleaner? I'm afraid it's a night job, but the pay is rather good and they can also give you a place to sleep, during the day. I'm afraid it's with some other young people of the staff, I'm sorry, but..."


"Oh, yes, surely! When? And where?"


"Can you please be so kind as to come to my place tomorrow afternoon around six o'clock, if this is convenient for you? I will take you to meet the manager for an interview, and if he has a good impression of you, as I am sure he will, you could possibly start working tomorrow."


So Kazuya finally found work. He was hired and prepared all the necessary documents. He had to share the room where he slept with three other boys, but, since they were shop assistants, when he was sleeping they were working, and when he was at work they were asleep; so they almost never met. He could have eaten very cheaply in the department store. It was sufficient for him to go there a little before closing time. At this point, he began to look for a small flat. He didn't want to spend too much money, but at the same time he wanted it to be big enough for four people. He started to search and soon saw that the prices were high. So, little by little he reduced his demands. And he also discovered that he had to look for another job.


He had, by chance, found an apartment with two rooms, kitchen, toilet and bathroom in an old house, on the second floor. It was facing north, and was built against the wall of the neighbouring house, so there wasn't very much light, but the price was affordable. He rented it. And the day afterward he also found another job as a workman in a small clothing firm. This work had the advantage that it was to be done sitting down, and after all night standing to clean the department store, this was a very positive thing.


To fetch his brothers, he now missed only two things: finding the way to move them to the Tokyo schools, and buying the futon, tables, and all they could need for minimal furnishing of the house and the kitchen. Somebody told him about a second-hand shop managed by the Salvation Army, where all was sold at very low prices. The shop worked only on Saturday mornings. So, he took some money from the bank, asked for a saturday morning free, and went to make the needed purchases.


Thanks to some introductions, he also found the right schools for his brothers and, completed all the needed papers; finally, he could go back to his village to fetch them. Almost two months had elapsed from the day he left his village.






His brothers welcomed him with great joy, excited by the imminent adventure of their new life. They collected the few things they had recovered from the ruins of their home, and, after greeting and thanking everybody, they finally left their village. Kazuya also stopped in the near town at the estate agent's office. Here he was informed that they were negotiating, to sell their land, with a supermarket chain that wanted to open a store in their village. If the negotiations were successful, Kazuya could gain good money from it.


When they were finally in Tokyo, the slightly disappointed faces of his brothers on seeing the new apartment, gave Kazuya a pang of pain. But he could understand them: he himself had got used to the idea of living in that place only after seeing dozens of others and having heard their prices. He assigned the six tatami room to Jiro and Saburo, and he took for himself and Yukio the four and a-half tatami room; anyway, he would sleep there only in the late afternoon, after his job in the clothing firm and before his night cleaning job at the department store.


His brothers started attending their new schools. Kazuya went to meet all their teachers to explain their situation and, on the average, found some understanding attitudes.


Kazuya then plunged into his two jobs. He would have liked to have more time to spend with his brothers, but he absolutely had to use the few hours he could spend at home to sleep. Moreover, while the clothing firm let him free on Saturday afternoon and the Sunday, the department store let him free only on Wednesday, so he never had a full free day to spend with them. But he did his best to try to follow them as much as he could.


Yukio and Saburo did get into their schools without any problems. But, on the other hand, Jiro, from the very beginning was mocked by the other students. That naive kid from country, so shy and reserved, soon became the target of all their jokes, often heavy, and at times even cruel. Jiro, not to make more worries for his elder brother who, he was well-aware, was working to the limit of his strength for them, never told them at home about his problems, but always pretended all was well.


Jiro was sixteen when, one day, one of his class mates, for a joke, spread glue on the inside of his shoes. At the end of the lessons when Jiro put one on, he discovered the bad joke. He shouted in surprise and all his mates burst into mocking laughter at him. Jiro this time saw red: he jumped on his nearest schoolmate and started to beat him. Other students, drawn by the shouts, immediately separated them; some of the teachers arrived and all the boys said that it was Jiro who started the fight. The teachers, understanding the reason for the fight, were aware that the boy had been provoked. They sent the Jiro immediately to wash the glue from his shoes and socks before it had dried, and gave the boys a good telling-off.


After that, all seemed to be settled. But the boy who had been attacked by Jiro, instigated by the others, decided to take revenge. How dare that naive little provincial scum, that Johnny-come-lately, raise his hands to one of them? They had to give him a good lesson to put him back in his place. They held a war council. Several things were proposed, until one of them had an idea that immediately was accepted enthusiastically by them all. Yes, they had found the exemplary punishment. They organized it all very carefully. For some days all appeared to be quiet and Jiro thought that, at last, he could again start to breathe.


But one afternoon, Jiro and some other fellows, were on the shift to clean the schoolyard. Jiro was sweeping dead leaves in the lane among the azaleas bushes. Suddenly, he was surrounded by his fellows. He at once understood that they had plotted something against him and was on the defensive, holding his broom up like a weapon.


"What do you want?" he asked, defensively.


"Nothing, Jiro-kun. Just to make you understand who's in command here."


"Leave me in peace, once and for all!"


"Yes, surely. After we give you the lesson you deserve." the boy he had beaten said, approaching him while the circle of others closed around him. Jiro noticed he still had an escape toward the school gym and, trying to avoid a clash he was clearly not prepared for, ran headlong in that direction. It was exactly what his classmates had carefully planned and wanted him to do. They all ran so that Jiro couldn't go anywhere else, until the boy found himself trapped between the half circle of the other boys and a kind of blind alley between the gym and the laboratories, cut off at his end by the tall boundary wall.


Jiro suddenly stopped and, panting, turned to face his attackers. "Leave me alone! I never did anything to any of you! Leave me alone!"


"Sure, Jiro. Afterward." one of them said with a wicked smile while they forced him into a corner.


"But, what do you want from me?" Jiro asked tensely.


"Just your ass, Jiro. Yes, just your ass. Pull down your trousers, if you don't want us to tear them off you."


"No; stop it!"


"Pull down your trousers, Jiro; don't make us mad with you, or after fucking your ass we'll break your bones as well..."


"Come on, enough! This joke is in very bad taste!" Jiro exclaimed.


"No, pal; this is not at all a joke. You will not leave this spot with your asshole intact, I swear that to you. Lower your trousers and underpants, now!"


"NO!"


Then they flew at him. He struggled with all his means, but they were too many. They held him still, closed his mouth with one hand, and started to open his belt, his fly. Jiro wiggled and tried to scream for help, but all his efforts were useless. He was terrorized and the terror gave him strength, but not enough to win against so many. The biggest of his fellows kept his head pressed against his chest, both hands on his mouth to prevent him from screaming. And hands, hands, hands on his legs, on his arms, all over his body, keeping him rising from the floor, holding him almost flat, and hands pulling down his trousers, hands tearing off his underpants, hands spreading his legs, hands rudely playing with his genitals, beating, slapping, squeezing them, and one of the hands, he could feel it among all the others, spreading something slippery on his anus.


The one he had beat up was first to push his way between Jiro's thighs; the boy opened his fly to unsheathe his already hard member and, incited by the other boys, shoved it inside Jiro's hole with a series of frantic pushes from his hips. Jiro felt a sharp pang of pain, but above all, a burning humiliation. He closed his eyes so that he wouldn't see the scoffing faces of his schoolmates, and he wished that he would have been able to shut his ears as well, so as not to hear their scornful taunts.


"He's tight now, but he won't be for much longer!"


"After you, it's to my turn to fuck him, right?"


"Go on, it's possible he even likes it!"


"He won't like it so much when it's my turn!"


"Surely he won't; yours is the biggest in the class."


"At the end, a train will be able to run through him!!"


"Go on, fuck him harder; make him want to die!"


"He's crying, poor little thing!"


"Sure, he's just a girlie."


"We should also call some friends from the other classes!"


"Do you like this nice sperm enema, Jiro?"


"It will come out his mouth, we'll fill him so full!"


"When is my turn, boys?"


Two of them had reached their orgasm inside him and a third boy was now fucking him with long, slow strokes.


"Hey, Akira, what are you doing? Are you enjoying him?"


"Go faster; we're all waiting for our turn!"


"Go faster, and harder!"


"Let Akira enjoy it! It doesn't happen every day that he gets to have easy an ass available, right?"


"Don't tell me he likes it!"


"It's always better than just jerking off, isn't it?"


"Why, don't you have a girlfriend?"


"Sure I have. But you'd never say no to a good fuck!"


"And at least with him there's no risk of making him pregnant." And they laughed, and laughed, and laughed.


But eventually a senior boy came by. He saw the crowd, and shouted, "Hey, what's happening here? What are you all doing?"


"It's our business, go away!"


"What are you... Hey, leave him alone! What are you doing? Have you all gone crazy?"


"Go away! We are just giving him the punishment he deserved."


"Or perhaps you want to queue up with us for a turn at his ass?"


"Let him go immediately!" the boy shouted and pounced on the group.


The fight was short. That senior knew jujitsu very well, and in a short time all the boys were running away, leaving Jiro half naked and trembling, on the pavement. Then the senior boy approached him, picked up Jiro's shorts and put them on the boy and then also his trousers. Jiro was trembling violently, his eyes still shut. The senior enfolded him in his arms protectively.


"It's over; it's over. They've all gone away." he whispered.


Jiro burst into sobs, unable any longer to hold them back.


"It's all right; cry as much as you need to, you have earned the right to. What beasts they are! I'll report them to the school headmaster!"


"No!" Jiro pleaded mournfully.


"Why not? They shouldn't get off scot-free!"


"I don't want my brother know about it... moreover... they'll take revenge even worst that that..."


"That's not possible, now. I'm here now, and I will protect you. But why don't you want your brother to know about it? Or your father?"


"My father is dead. And my brother is killing himself working for me, and for my other brothers. He musn't know about all this, he would believe it was all his fault."


"His fault? I don't understand..."


"He wanted to come here in Tokyo, he chose this school. He would never forgive himself, never. I know him too well. No, please, don't tell anything to anybody, please, please." Jiro said crying and clutching at his rescuer's body.


The boy held him tight, trying to calm him. "Shush, shush... You're so upset. Listen, can we talk about it calmly?" he asked gently.


"I... just don't tell anybody, please."


"Do you think you can walk, now?"


"I think so." Jiro said trying to stand up. The other boy held him up.


They went a few steps, then the boy said: "Now you come home, with me. You have to take a good hot bath and put yourself in order if you really want your family not to know what happened. You look quite frightful. Can you ride with me my bike?"


"Yes, thank you." Jiro said, still shaken, but grateful for the interest and gentleness of the other. He understood that that boy was right and anyway he felt safe near him. He didn't see how, but that boy, alone, had made all eleven of his attackers flee.


The other boy took him out of the schoolyard, got on his bike, and helped Jiro sit behind him. He started the engine and before putting on his helmet, said, "Oh, by the way, I'm Nishida Hiroshi. And you?"


"Omura Jiro..."


"Good, Jiro. Hold onto me really tight." he said and started off.


They arrived at Hiroshi's home, a nice single-family house with a garden. After parking his bike, Hiroshi said: "There isn't nobody in, at the moment, so don't worry. Come, first I'll prepare you a bath. Then you come to my room and pull off all your clothes, so I can give them a good brushing and fix them. Does walking hurt too much for you?"


"A little." Jiro said shy for the implication of that question and answer.


"Hey, aren't you ashamed with me, hu?"


"Well... a little."


"Well, don't be silly! You've absolutely noting to be ashamed of! It's them, in any rate, who ought to be ashamed of themselves."


Jiro undressed, keeping on just his t-shirt and underpants. Hiroshi made him sit down, and carefully brushed his school uniform.


Then, folding it with care, he said: "The bath must be ready. Come on."


They entered the bathroom and Hiroshi started to undress himself also.


Jiro asked him: "You're bathing too?"


"Does it bother you?"


"No..."


"Well, then I can wash you; you have to be aching all over. Poor Jiro. Do you feel like telling me about you?"


"About what happened?"


"If you want. But also about you and your brothers. Don't you have parents, relatives? Why not? Do you feel like telling me?"


"Yes, of course..." Jiro began to say while Hiroshi, now naked, washed him.


Jiro told him everything, from the village festival to all that happened a little before. Hiroshi listened carefully, occasionally asking some questions to better understand the story, while continuing to wash Jiro gently while washing himself and then rinsing both. They then entered the hot tub together to relax, while Jiro told the rest of his story.




CHAPTER 3


JIRO IN LOVE - SABURO'S BOOKS






Leaving the tub, they dried themselves off and went back to Hiroshi's room.

There, the senior embraced Jiro protectively and said, "Jiro, from now on you'll have nothing more to fear; I'll protect you. I swear that nobody will ever again make the slightest prank against you. Nobody."


"Why... why are you taking so much trouble for me?"


"Because... because I like you, and want to be your friend."


"Thank you."


Hiroshi lightly caressed Jiro's cheek, then his shoulders. Jiro shivered gently.


"Does this bother you?" Hiroshi whispered.


"No, I like it."


"I like doing it, too." Hiroshi said and, trying to hide his growing erection, crossed his legs and said, "Perhaps, we should get dressed, now."


"No, not yet, please. Hold me a little more like this; I like it."


"Yes, but..."


"And you can caress me...more, please?"


"I don't want you to think that... I didn't take you here for..." the senior said, somewhat embarrassed.


"I know. But, even if you wanted... You are different from those others... the boys who..."


"Do you understand what you are saying?" Hiroshi asked, moved, beginning to caress Jiro's smooth shoulder and chest.


"Yes. I saw you are aroused. And I think it would be different with you. It could be good." Jiro said, blushing, but with a soft smile, nevertheless.


"Did you ever do it with another boy?"


"No, never... just... then..."


"Before... that doesn't count. I like you very much, I noticed you a long time ago, did you know that? But I don't want you to think I helped you just to..."


"I know, I said. But I like the way you caress me, embrace me. So..."


"Can I kiss you?" Hiroshi asked feeling filled with emotion.


"Of course. You can do everything you like with me. Also... that thing... that the others did." Jiro said and blushed again.


"No. Not today, at least. It hurts you, doesn't it?"


"A little less, after the hot bath."


"But it hurts. And I don't want to hurt you."


"But you can kiss me, if you want." Jiro whispered, looking longingly at Hiroshi's deep, dark eyes.


Hiroshi bent over him and their lips met gently. It was a long, tender, sweet kiss; and meanwhile Hiroshi was lightly caressing Jiro's chest and sides. Jiro closed his eyes and thought that what was now happening to him was very beautiful. After the hateful violence he'd suffered, this gentleness was a balm that healed the wounds inflicted to him by the cruelty and violence of his schoolmates. Yes, he wanted to make love with Hiroshi. By instinct, Jiro lowered his hand between his companion's legs. Hiroshi opened them and Jiro lightly caressed his erection. And Hiroshi did this to Jiro's youthfully erect rod as well.


The senior boy shivered with pleasure and said: "Oh, Jiro, it seems impossible having you here, like this!"


"Are you happy?"


"Very. And you?"


"I too. Will you teach me... more?"


"Teach you? What?"


"Everything. How to make love with you. I never did it before, but I want to, very much, with you."


"Another day, perhaps. Not today. Let's just stay like this, for now."


"All right. But kiss me again, please." Jiro said, continuing to caress his mate's erect member.


Hiroshi took him in his arms, again, pulling the boy close to himself and kissed him again. Jiro leaned against him and his own erection grew more insistent. What was happening to him, Jiro thought to himself, was very beautiful indeed. They remained that way, caressing and kissing each other, for a long while. Also, Hiroshi now caressed Jiro's erection and this also gave the boy great pleasure. That intimate contact was more than simply agreeable. He didn't know that two males could give each other such intense pleasure.


After that, Jiro's situation at school changed radically. First of all, Hiroshi introduced the boy to his own group of friends, and, because Hiroshi was greatly esteemed and highly respected by all, Jiro was also esteemed and respected. The group of classmates who always had persecuted him, were warned off by Hiroshi, and they started to behave more circumspectly with Jiro. But above all, they stopped making him the target of their unpleasant - and unwanted - attentions. Jiro felt as if he was living in a dream.


But even more than all that, when Jiro finished his lessons and went away from school every day he rode on his friend's bike and went to Hiroshi's home with him. Here they were always alone, so they talked, played, lay half-embracing to kiss and caress each other intimately and pleasurably. They hadn't yet really make love; Jiro was waiting for Hiroshi to ask him.


Hiroshi was eighteen and he was the youngest son of a famous TV announcer and of a singer. His other brothers had already married and lived elsewhere. His father and mother usually returned home rather late, and always after supper time. In the morning two housekeepers arrived at the house. One did all the cleaning and laundry, while the other made the needed purchases and prepared the meals for Hiroshi. Then they both went away before lunch, so in the afternoons there was nobody home and the two boys could stay in sweet company without worry.


Hiroshi had, from his early childhood, learned jujitsu and even if he never wanted to participate in championship fights, became very skilled and strong. In High School he played on the baseball team and was one of its best pitchers. Moreover, on Saturdays and Sundays, in his parents lake-side villa, he did also some riding. He was, in short, an all around athlete.


Hiroshi told Jiro that he discovered he was gay when he was thirteen and fell in love with a young actor who was a guest of his parents at their lake-side villa. Feeling in love, and clearly understanding what that meant, one night he slipped inside the guest's room and lay near him without waking him up. The young actor was just wearing his underpants, and was sleeping uncovered. Hiroshi caressed the actor's member through his underpants, and when the young man became aroused, and woke up, Hiroshi told him that he wanted to make love. The young man said no and told him to return to his room, but Hiroshi was determined, and insisted so much that the actor, who was also gay (though secretly so), finally surrendered and made love with him, teaching him the ways two men can unite with each other.


"And you, Hiroshi - when will you make love to me?" Jiro eventually asked, shy but eager, nevertheless.


"You really want me to?"


"Of course I want you to! I'm in love with you, too, you know."


"After what they did to you..."


"But you're different. I want to be taken by you. Really. And it doesn't hurt any more, now, so you don't have to worry. And I want so much to become really yours..."


"I want so much to make you mine, Jiro." Hiroshi whispered.


"Undress me, then, and make love to me, please." the boy said gently, looking at him trustfully and smiling all the while.


"All right. But you undress me, too." Hiroshi said, moved by the boyish smile, and started undressing him.


As they slowly undressed each other, they kissed, and caressed each other's body all over. And when Hiroshi took his friend's member between his lips, Jiro shivered with pleasure and, thinking it was so beautiful, wanted to give the same pleasures to his friend. So he turned around until he reached Hiroshi's beautiful member, throbbing straight and hard between his thighs. He started to lick, to kiss, to suck it like Hiroshi was doing to him. The two boys, united in a gentle but hot sixty-nine, enjoyed the one the excitation of the other. Jiro was really excited and suddenly felt he vas near to cumming. He then tried to pull away from his friend's mouth, but Hiroshi, who was aware of the Jiro's imminent explosion, held him tight and, while Jiro was unloading, trembling all over, prey to really intense pleasure, Hiroshi drank all of Jiro's exploding lovejuice.


"Oh, Hiroshi, forgive me... I didn't want..." Jiro murmured confused and ashamed.


"Why? I wanted it, I wanted to enjoy your taste." his lover answered, caressing him.


"You mean... it is good?" the boy asked, amazed.


"Certainly it is. It is your taste, the taste of the boy I love."


"Then, I too want to drink from you!" Jiro said with enthusiasm, bending to take his friend's member back into his mouth, quite determined to bring him to orgasm inside his mouth.


Hiroshi let him continue, caressing him until he too reached his orgasm and emptied himself inside his friend's eager mouth. Jiro drank in great gulps.


"It's a strange taste, but it's good, too. It is the taste of you, my Hiroshi, and I like it." Jiro murmured quietly, caressing his friend's gradually softening member.


"You really liked it?"


"I couldn't not like it, because I love you." Jiro said tenderly.


"I too love you, my Jiro." Hiroshi said with a gentle smile.


"But when will you make me yours?" Jiro asked softly.


"Soon, beloved - very soon. And you, too, will take me again and again."


"I? But you are my elder, therefore..."


"When two love each other, there is no an elder or younger. And we love each other, right?"


"Oh, yes. And it is truly beautiful to be in love."


Hiroshi, sitting up on the futon, made Jiro sit between his legs and embraced him, kissing him gently: "It is beautiful being like this, naked together, right Jiro? I love it. And I love you, too."


"Yes it's great. I would like to be like this always."


"You are so handsome, Jiro."


"And you are beautiful. I love you so much!"


The two boys, locked in each other's embrace, chatted about many things, caressing each other and from time to time kissing each other eagerly. Until the time for Jiro to go home came. Then they dressed and Hiroshi took him back to the apartment on his bike, leaving him at the crossway and Jiro ran all the rest of the way home, elated. He immediately started to prepare dinner for his brothers, woke up Kazuya then, when his elder brother went to work, washed the dishes and started to do his homework for school, minding his little brothers and helping them with their own school work until it was time to go to bed.


At times he asked himself what his brothers would have said if they knew about his relationship with Hiroshi, especially Kazuya. But their love was a too beautiful thing, and he thought that he wouldn't care if they discovered it and didn't understand it. Still, he thought, it was better they didn't know about it, so as not to create problems. His brothers did perceive that from some time Jiro was more cheerful than usual, but they didn't attribute that to anything in particular, except, perhaps, that his school marks had improved very much.


Finally, the day came when Jiro and Hiroshi were ready to unite with each other completely. Hiroshi, while they were caressing each other, naked on his futon, took a tube of gel and said, "Now I'll spread this gel on your dick."


"Why? What's that?" Jiro asked looking at the tube curiously.


"This will make it easier when you will push it inside me."


"You want me..."


"Yes, I want you to take me. And afterward I'll take you, if you want." Hiroshi said starting to lubricate the boy's straight, hard rod.


Jiro shivered with pleasure. The gel and his friend's caress, gave him a sensation of freshness and warmth at the same time. Then Hiroshi lay on his back, pulled his legs tight against his chest, and offered himself to his friend with an inviting smile. Jiro drew nearer and, guided by Hiroshi, put his glans between his lover's buttocks, onto his delicate hole, and started to push gently inside.


"Push harder, my love, and don't be afraid: you won't hurt me."


Jiro applied more pressure and felt his friend's channel opening to him. He felt great heat, and an intense pleasure while he was slowly sinking inside the tight welcoming channel. He saw the smile on Hiroshi's face widen, and he understood that his friend was feeling a pleasure as strong as his own. He slipped completely inside, and stopped, gently panting.


"Go on..." Hiroshi encouraged him with a wide, encouraging smile; he caressed Jiro's chest and sides. "Now move back and forth, but don't let it slip out. So... good... so... very good. . .go on..."


"That's wonderful! Do you like it?" Jiro said rapturously, moving inside Hiroshi rhythmically.


"Of course! I love being taken by my beautiful Jiro!"


The boy looked at the blissful expression lingering on Hiroshi's face, looked at his handsome body, strong and gentle, that was welcoming him, and felt intense joy. He had never felt so excited before. The friction of his member on his lover's rectal walls, resilient, hot, close-fitting as a glove, gave him remarkably intense sensations, accentuated by the expression of enjoyment that shone in Hiroshi's eyes. Now they were united; they were really one...


The emotion was so intense that Jiro reached his own orgasm very quickly and, by instinct, he pushed in more deeply, while his body contracted at each jet of his lovejuice into the welcoming depths. Jiro moaned aloud, prey to pleasure, while Hiroshi embraced him tightly and kissed him deeply on his mouth.


"Oh, Hiroshi, how wonderful it is! Take me, now: hurry up! I really want to feel all of you inside me!"


"Lie down, this way." Hiroshi said guiding him with tender care and swapping positions with him on the futon. He lubricated his member then, prudently, he spread some of the gel on Jiro's hole as well. Then he lightly tested it with his finger. "Does it hurt you?" he asked anxiously.


"No, on the contrary..." Jiro answered delightedly.


"And now?" Hiroshi hesitantly asked, pushing his finger, slowly, all the way inside his boyfriend's hole and wiggling it gently.


"No, it's great! Don't be afraid of hurting me, Hiroshi. I want you all inside me, just like you had me. Take me, Hiroshi, please! Make me yours completely. I want to feel all of you inside me!"


Hiroshi put his friend's legs onto his shoulders and applied the tip of his strong, hard member on the little palpitating hole. Then he started to apply a slowly increasing pressure, until he felt the boy's tiny hole palpitating to receive him into its depths. Hiroshi was sweating in his efforts to control the pressure and not hurt his beloved companion.


"There it is! It is inside..." Jiro sighed, happily. To tell the truth, he was feeling a slight irritating sensation, but the joy of finally welcoming his lover into himself made that small annoyance more than bearable, or, rather, almost pleasurable. "Oh, Hiroshi. it's really great! Push; go on! Oh, how good that is!"


"You really like it?" Hiroshi asked him, still a little worried, as he caressed Jiro's chest and brushed his pink, hard nipples delicately.


"It's so great I could easily die from it! Go on, Hiroshi, go on..." the boy encouraged him, enjoying that sweetest of all invasions as if for the first time.


For a moment Jiro recalled the violence he suffered from his class mates. Hiroshi's member was certainly not smaller than those of his classmates; quite the contrary; and yet he was feeling its presence inside himself as a gentle and pleasurable thing, or to put it better, as the most gentle and pleasurable thing he had ever experienced. The difference was not in the member's size, or in the act itself, but in the way it was done, in the reason it was done. His classmates wanted to rape him, and hurt him. Hiroshi wanted to love him, and was giving him only the strongest pleasure.


Now Hiroshi was moving inside him with vigour and tenderness; he was making Jiro his, and he made the boy feel as if he were in paradise. And as much his mates seemed horrible to him that day, so much now Hiroshi seemed wonderful to him. And each of his lovers' thrusts was chasing away from his flesh, and from his memory, and from his heart, the outrage that he suffered. He felt as if his flesh was Hiroshi's flesh, so intimately was he united to him, and happily his own.


Hiroshi felt more confident, also, seeing the joy in Jiro's face and eyes, and was now taking him with transport and abandon. The two young bodies, totally intertwined, shuddered at the union. Jiro was completely relaxed and enjoyed the joyful series of thrusts with which his beloved was taking him. And when Hiroshi reached the apex of his pleasure, Jiro held him tightly, passionately, enjoying the strong darts of that living flesh imprisoned inside him. "No, don't leave me yet. Stay so, stay inside of me. It's so good!"


"Yes, my Jiro. I love you so much!" Hiroshi murmured, relaxing onto his boy's body, embracing him and kissing him intimately, filled with tender passion.


Little by little, their embraces loosened; but they continued to caress each other, admiring each other's nakedness, each feeling that the other belong him alone. "I am yours completely, my Hiroshi."


"And I'm yours always, Jiro, yours and only yours."






Kazuya's third brother, Saburo, was only fourteen. Like the others, he, too, was very good in his school work. More than anything else, Saburo liked the fine arts, and he would have liked having many of the nice art books he thumbed through in a small book shop near his school. But art books were very expensive, and he couldn't ask Kazuya for the money to buy them. His elder brother was doing too much already, just to earn enough money for essentials, to let them study and to maintain them all as well. So Saburo contented himself with looking over and over at these books longingly.


Then one day, he was unable to resist. Thinking he hadn't been seen (the shop was empty and the owner was immersed in his accounts), he slipped two of them inside his schoolbag. Then, with his heart pounding in his throat, he strolled casually toward the exit. His head was in a whirl; his temples were throbbing, he was trembling, and he was thoroughly frightened at what he had dared.


He was almost to the door when he was grasped from behind by the bookshop owner! "And just where do you presume to go, huh?" the owner asked him stonily, jerking him back into the shop by his arm.


"Let me go... what do you want..." Saburo whined, becoming pale. His schoolbag slipped from his arms and fell to the floor. It burst open and the two filched artbooks slipped out.


"And these books - how did they get inside your schoolbag? Eh?" the man asked, picking them up, without loosening his hold on the boy. Saburo felt lost and didn't know what to say. "Now you come with me, and I'll call the police."


"Oh no, please... Not the police..."


"Oh yes! Do you really think I would let a thief go free?"


"I..." Saburo said, wounded by that word, but knowing it was true. He had become a thief!


"You, what?" the man asked disgustedly.


"I'm not really a thief... it's just that... well, I don't have the money and I liked them so very much. I know I'm guilty. But... forgive me, please!" he cried, and he prostrated on the floor, trembling.


"You don't really presume to move me to pity in that way, do you?"


"Don't report me. Please. If my brother comes to know about this..."


"I hope he'll make your bones rattle with a good flogging. It is the least you deserve. Give me your documents, now!"


"No..." Saburo pleaded, but the man pushed him inside to the back of the store and began to rummage through his uniform searching for them, until he pulled out Saburo's wallet. He looked inside and pulled out the boy's school identity card. "Please, please..." the boy, terrorized, begged.


"I'll either call your brother or the police. Or even better, your father. I'm surely not going to let you go scot-free as if nothing ever happened."


"My parents are dead. And my brother is killing himself with work to support us. I cannot bring him such grief. Beat me; do me what you want, but don't make my brother know about this, please! I cannot bring him such grief!"


"You should have thought about that before you stole the books!" the man said, still very grim and unforgiving.


"I... Tell me how I can be forgiven! Anything... everything you want. I'll come here to work for for you after the school for nothing; I'll do the cleaning... anything. Beat me, if you want... what you want, really, but don't call my brother or the police, please!"


A customer entered the shop. The man hastily put the boy's document in his pocket. "Stay here and wait for me. There's a customer. Don't try to flee, either; I have your papers and I can find you any time I want to." Then the man left him, went back into the shop to help the customer.


Saburo remained there, standing still, trembling - his brain in turmoil, frightened out of his wits. That await, enervated him further. The man, after serving the customer, went to the shop door, locked it, and hung a notice on it, "Back soon." He then returned to the back store, and the anguished Saburo.


Saburo, in tears, pulled off his belt and handed it to the man: "Beat me, as much as you want, but don't report me, please, don't make my brother know about this shame." he implored.


The man took the belt and stretched it with his hands, looked at the boy then commanded harshly, "Undress!"


Saburo quickly obeyed, trembling, thinking that soon the storm that he deserved would fall upon his naked flesh.


"Pull off everything, underwear too." the man ordered. Saburo obeyed him silently. The man looked him over carefully from head to toe, then, stretched out his hand, fingered the boy's little ass: "For your punishment, now I'll fuck your ass." he said determinedly.


Saburo trembled even more, but lowered his head and murmured: "As you command, sir. But, you will say nothing to my brother? You'll not report me to the police?"


"Possibly not. If you deserve it." the man said putting away the boy's belt and, slowly opening his trousers, pulled out his soft member: "Lick it and make it hard. Go!" he said pushing on the boy's shoulders to make him kneel on the floor in front of him.


Saburo took that virile member into his hand and began licking and sucking it. "Don't let me feel your teeth, idiot!" the man said sharp and, grasped his hair, shaking the boy's head a back and forth. "Move your tongue. And suck harder!"


Saburo, obeyed fearfully. To be naked in front of this still dressed man made him an inferior, and very much ashamed as well. Moreover, from his friends' remarks, he knew that sucking a cock or taking it in his ass was a shameful thing. But, he thought, it was a thousand times better than to make Kazuya know he stole... He felt the man's rod becoming bigger, turgid, filling his mouth with its hardness, its strength and virility. He also felt the manly acrid smell of the man's pubes. But, oddly enough, that hard consistency throbbing inside his mouth, was also somewhat pleasurable. The initial slight nausea with which he received the virile meat into his mouth, was vanishing. He continued sucking the man for a while, then shop owner had him stand up, raising him almost bodily. Then he made the boy lean over a stack of boxes full of books; he spread Saburo's little buttocks and spat his hole. He moistened his erect fuck-rod with more of his saliva and put its tip directly on the boy's virgin hole.


"If you want me not to report you, you have to take it all without making the slightest sound - you understood?"


"Yes, sir." Saburo said choking back a sob. Tremblingly, he awaited his rapidly approaching conquest.


That push wasn't long in coming, either. Strong, determined, accompanied by fierce shooting pain. Saburo gave a start but didn't let out a single whine. A second strong push and the hard rod entered him more. Hot tears ran down the boy's cheeks as that massive meat stretched his tight virgin rectum, implacably entering him deeper with each probing thrust.


Finally he felt it all inside himself, and then the man started to fuck him energetically, holding him still in his strong hands. Saburo didn't have any intention of escaping that deserved punishment. His body was jolted with each thrust the man's determined loins gave him. Saburo was so filled with shame the he almost didn't feel the pain of that virile penetration.


The man was enjoying the virgin boy-butt. Even if he was married and had children older than Saburo, he had always liked boy. Usually he went to a private club in Shinjuku where he could have a young boy, normally the son of some clandestine immigrant, for a few thousand yen. But this one was younger, virgin, fresh, and, moreover, free. He liked that fuck very much. Very much indeed!


The man enjoyed the boy's tight ass for as long as he could, but at last he came inside him with a few final strong vigorous pushes. Then he slipped out from the boy, wiped his member and put it back in his trousers. Saburo remained in position without moving. The man caressed the just deflowered little ass. "Well, now you can dress again." he said harshly.


Saburo stood up and turned. "Do you promise me you will not tell my brother?" he asked, not bothering to hide his tears of pain and shame.


"Yes, I promise. Get dressed, now."


Saburo obeyed. When he was dressed, the man picked Saburo's schoolbag from the floor and handed it to the him, who then asked, "Can I have my documents back, please?"


"Yes, but before I do that, I'll write down your information." the man said. He took a piece of paper and copied the boy's name and address and gave him back his wallet. Then he picked one of the two artbooks the boy tried to steal and handed it to the boy. "Here, you can have this, since you liked it so much." he said almost gently.


"Really? I can?"


"Yes, you've earned it, now. And the next time you want a book, if you have no money, you know how you can earn it from me without stealing, do you understand?" the man said, hoping to have the boy for his pleasure again. "You have only to come to the desk with the book you want, when there aren't any other customers in the store, and show it to me. We'll go into the back room and... afterwards... the book will be yours. Understood?"


"Yes sir." the boy murmured. The man accompanied him to the door and let him go.


Saburo returned rapidly back home, all the while feeling a dull pain in his recently opened little ass; he had the fine artbook in his schoolbag. How could he now explain that book at home? He might say he won it in a school competition. Yes, they would surely believe him. After all, he had been very lucky, even if he was deeply ashamed for what he had to allow the man to do to him in the back of the store. But, anyway, nobody would ever have to know about it.


For about a month, Saburo didn't pass that book shop again. He was ashamed just to be seen again by that man. But then, the desire to have another of those fine artbooks became too strong. After all, he thought, the man was ready, the man told him that... And the book was worth the pain... For a couple of days he almost returned to the shop, but then at the last moment he lost his courage and changed direction. He then decided to go back, and returned the shop. From the opposite side of the street he saw that there where three customers already inside. He waited, tense, nervous, often feeling the temptation to go away, but when he saw the last customer leaving, he crossed the street with his heart in his mouth and entered the shop. The glance and the knowing smile of the owner made him blush. But, determined, he went to the shelf and took the wanted book and took it to the counter, handing the book to the owner, without a word.


The man took it, put it in a shopping bag and handed it back to the boy. "You don't have the money, right?"


Saburo shook his head. The man smiled. He put the "Back later" notice on the door, locked it, and then pushed Saburo to the back room of the store.


The boy put down his schoolbag: "Should I be naked?" he asked blushing, his eyes lowered.


"No, it's enough if you just lower your trousers, and lean against the boxes over there," the man answered as he opened his fly.


Saburo complied and put himself in position. He felt the man preparing him like the first time, with his saliva, then he felt him on his body starting to penetrate him. "I like your nice tight ass, Saburo. Why don't you come more often to get a book?" The man's voice was hoarse with desire, as he sank deep inside him with a series of strong thrusts. Then he began to fuck Saburo with intense pleasure.


It was still somewhat painful, but Saburo was just thinking of the books he could get that way. All things considered, why not? The man was about forty, evidently, and rather than punish him, was doubtlessly willing just to enjoy him, and was fucking him with evident pleasure. And the pleasure the man had in taking Saburo, returned a faint sensation of pleasure to the boy, too. After all, it wasn't so bad being fucked, if each time he could earn one of those beautiful books...


The man finally came. He slipped out of Saburo's well-fucked ass and gave a small slap to the boy's luscious buttocks: "I really like you, Saburo. Why don't you come more often to get a book?"


"All right." the boy answered blushingly. And he returned the following week, and he got into the habit of visiting the book seller about once a week. The third or fourth time, while he was fucking him, the man started to beat the boy off, and so Saburo started to feel also his own intense pleasure. Occasionally, while Saburo, was beating himself off in the toilet, he closed his eyes and imagined he was sucking the man, or that he was being fucked by him, and his orgasms were stronger than usual.


And once, when the boy went back to the shop, he didn't have any book in his hands when he went to the desk.


The owner looked at him somewhat puzzled: "So, Saburo? Didn't you choose a book?" he asked trying to understand what the boy wanted.


"The ones I like... I got all of them." the boy said blushing a little.


"So, then?" the man asked.


"Can't we go back... there, anyway?" the boy stammered, feeling a bit ashamed but excited.


The man pleased smiled: "So, you too like it, huh?"


"Yes, I do," Saburo admitted sotto voce, blushing again.


The man, merrily went to put the notice at the door, then reached for Saburo who, in the back room, had already pulled off his trousers. When the man unsheathed his rod, so hard and straight, Saburo shyly asked: "Can I... suck it for a while... before you..."


"Sure, Saburo, of course! It is all for you. Take it, boy!"


Saburo, happily bent over that throbbing meat and started to bustle about with a determination that surprised even him.




CHAPTER 4


KAZUYA ENLISTED






Kazuya was on the brink of an exhaustion and only his sense of responsibility to his brothers and the enthusiasm they had for their studies gave him the strength to go on. He was proud of Saburo who had such good marks and who won a series of artbooks at school; of Jiro who had become one of the best of his school, but also of his dearest youngest brother Yukio who was becoming handsome and strong and who was now thirteen. Of course he had no suspicion of Jiro's lover or about the book shop owner who was regularly fucking Saburo.

But for Kazuya, the absolute lack of a sex life, was a hard burden Just masturbating didn't give him much satisfaction. On the other hand, he didn't know how to find a mate, with all the responsibilities he had, or how and where to look for one, either.


One morning, when he was going to his other job after leaving the department store, he saw on a heap of trash bags, something that gave him a jolt. There was a magazine, and on the cover was a full color picture of a naked boy, barely covering his genitals with only his hands. Looking around and noticing that there were no passerby, he rapidly hid it in his sack. His heart vas pounding, but he checked again to make certain that nobody had seen him, then he went on his way. He asked himself where or when could he look at that magazine. Were there inside other tempting pictures like the one on the cover? What kind of magazine was it - perhaps it was one of the magazine his cousin had told him about five years ago, a "gay" magazine?


When he was in the clothing factory, a bit early, he shut himself up in a toilet-stall with his sack. He sat on the bowl and pulled the magazine out. The cover had been torn away, but on the side there was still visible the name "Barazoku". There were a dozen of pages in full color with naked or nearly naked men and boys, even some couples touching, licking, kissing each other. All of them were handsome boys. Then there were drawings, stories, articles, all with a gay theme. Kazuya was aroused and thumbed through the magazine, his eyes wide, fascinated. He started to masturbate slowly, continuing all the while to look through the magazine and reading parts here and there. There were also ads for people looking for a friend, a lover or a bed-partner. Then there were pages of gay comic strips with clear drawings of boys making love. And then there were also many pages of advertising, with names, addresses and often maps to gay bars and clubs. Kazuya was excited and happy - that magazine was a real treasure. He decided he had to try to find at least at one of these bars, that he had to meet others like him, meet them regularly, if possible, and, who knows, he might possibly even find a friend, a companion, or st least a sex-partner.


He put away the magazine: it was time to start work; but now he was feeling rich. Who could know who threw that magazine away, so that he could take it? Anyway, he was grateful to that unknown person.


He decided that the next Wednesday evening, because that was his day off from the Department store job, he would try to find a pretext in front of his brothers to go to one of those clubs. Possibly, he could tell them, he had had an invitation from one of his colleagues to go for a drink. He had written down the addresses of the clubs and their opening times and he had found all the places on the map. Wednesday evening, he decided firmly, after his job in the clothing factory, he would go home, eat with his brothers, talk a little with them, then change his clothes and go out, feeling all a-flutter.


Arriving at Shinjuku Nicchome, he found the first of the bars on his list. The staff was kind, but the people weren't very interesting looking. Among the customers there was one young man who was almost handsome. While Kazuya was sipping his beer, he noticed this young man looking at him with desire, but he couldn't find the courage to approach him. The other boy threw him a glance from time to time. Finally, the young man stood up. Kazuya thought he was leaving, but, instead, the youth approached him and sat at the counter beside him.


"Hi. I've never seen you here, before."


"No, this is my first time." Kazuya answered emotionally.


"Yes, I would have noticed you; you're beautiful, you know?"


"You too are beautiful, the only one here who is, to my eyes, anyway."


The boy smiled and put his hand on Kazuya's thigh in a gentle caress. Kazuya shivered, excited by that brief contact.


"My name is Ken. Can I offer you a drink?"


"I am Kazuya. How do you do? And yes, thank you, I'd like to have a drink with you."


"How old are you, Kazuya?"


"Twenty."


"Mmmmh, just of age, then. The age I thought you were - and the one I like most." the boy said, and his hand went up to rest on Kazuya's fly, fingering it boldly: "You seem well endowed. Would you like to come with me for a while?"


Was it as simple as that? Kazuya thought to himself excitedly. "Where?" he asked.


"In a love-hotel. On me, of course."


"I have never been to one of them before."


"Come, then. I like you."


"All right."


On the road, Ken asked him directly, "Do you like being a bottom or a top?"


"Both..."


"I prefer being a bottom. I like to take it from men who are young and strong like you."


"Well, you're young, too."


"No, I'm thirty."


"You appear to be at least five years younger."


"Thank you. Do you have a boyfriend?"


"No... you are the first in months - more than a year, in fact. And you?"


"No, I had one but I left him because he was into S-and-M, and I don't like that. But he was a good fucker..."


"S-and-M? What's that?"


Ken explained about that to him, and Kazuya, stupefied, commented that he wouldn't have liked that either. They arrived at the small hotel, took a room, and went up to it quickly. Ken pushed Kazuya onto the bed, opened his trousers and started at once to suck Kazuya's already erect rod, kneeling on the floor between the boy's legs. Kazuya leaned back and enjoyed these experiences which for too long a time he hadn't enjoyed. Ken was skilled: he really sucked artfully. And meanwhile he undressed himself. Kazuya, who let him do it, was feeling more and more excited with each passing moment. Ken had a thin but very sensual-looking body.


Then Ken climbed up onto the bed, and he lay down on his belly with his legs wide-spread, and said, "Now fuck me, Kazuya, fuck me hard!"


Kazuya lay on top of him and thrust into his eager ass with great determination. Ken emitted a pleased moan, and pushed up his ass the better to meet each push. Kazuya, sinking into him, thought how different were the three people he had had sex with up until that moment, different not only physically, but in the way they liked to have sex. Whom did he like best? In different ways, all of them...


But just now he just wanted to enjoy this third one, this Ken who had so readily and eagerly offered himself to Kazuya. He hammered his hot ass with a kind of wild joy. The boy was perhaps a little too passive, but likeable, anyway. And Kazuya badly needed that fuck. Ken was still, and just his low pleased moans let Kazuya understand that he was really enjoying that ride, too. Then Kazuya, as he reached the peak of his pleasure, exploded in orgasm and he unloaded deep inside Ken's hot ass, surprised to realize that Ken was cumming too, flattened against the mattress, without even touching his dick.


While they were dressing, afterward, Kazuya asked him hopefully, "Can we meet again?"


"I don't know... I don't think so."


"You didn't like me?" Kazuya asked, feeling in fault.


"No, on the contrary, you have been splendid. But, at least for now, I don't want to get tied up with anybody in particular."


"I see. Well, thank you, anyway."


"Thank you, and I'm sorry, too. Do you want to go back to the pub?"


"No, I think I'll go home, now; I have to be at work early tomorrow morning, and I need to go to sleep soon if I'm to do that."


"Well... good luck, Kazuya-kun."


From then on Kazuya started to go to a different club each Wednesday evening. Two or three times he went back home without having had any encounters, but often he found an occasional partner with whom enjoy a brief sexual experience. At times he went to other clubs that had dark rooms in the back for group encounters, and, at times he went to a gay sauna, sometimes in the love hotel again. Kazuya didn't find a steady friend, but he was amusing himself; therefore, he wasn't worried. Sooner or later he would find the right person, he told himself. The fact that now he could have occasional sexual intercourse that was at least nominally satisfying helped him to go on.


One evening, in one of the bars, he was approached by a man around thirty-five years old. He was not at all Kazuya's type and Kazuya was thinking desperately of how to get free of him quickly. The man sat near him at the counter and buttonholed him. Kazuya at once perceived that the man's way of speaking was different from the usual - what do you do for a living, are you happy with your work, how much do you earn each month... Kazuya, in spite of himself, became more and more curious.


After a while, the man asked him: "And, what do you like to do in bed?"


"Bah, with a guy I like, almost everything."


"Very good. Listen, would you like to have a job where you can earn the double what you now get, working half of the time you do now?"


"A job? What kind of job?"


"Pleasurable, for one like you. From Friday to Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday free, if you want. From 6 PM to 3 AM, but sometimes also until 8 AM, with overtime pay. At least thirty-five hours each week, you can earn a minimum of 400 thousand yen to twice that each month."


"Are you joking? For just only thirty-five hours a week? But, what work is it? Will I be able to do it?"


"If you're really the right kind of guy. It is a job as a boy-san."


"Boy-san? What's that?"


"You've never heard about boy-sans? I hire boys for an agency, the best one in Tokyo. Customers come, choose a boy, and take him with them to a hotel, or go to their place, for one, two, three hours - or even all night, and pay for the privilege. Two thirds of the fee for you, and one third for the agency."


"Just to have sex?" Kazuya asked, recalling some of the ads he had seen in his magazine.


"Sure. And a guy like you would certainly have many offers. You're the kind of boy that our customers like really well."


"But... do I have to go with everybody who wants to have sex with me?"


"No, but of course, the more customers you refuse, the less you earn. The average one of our clients is a decent type of person."


"In nine hours a night, how many customers can a boy have?"


"Bah, from none to three for three hours each. Or two for three hours. Or one for all night. In that case you can earn at least 40 thousand yen. With nine customers, you would get 60 thousand, but this is quite rare. Let's say that you could easily earn 30 thousand per day: that means 150 thousand a week, or about 600 thousand a month."


"Good gracious! And what do I have to do to get such a work?"


"Just come with me. You give me your personal statistics; we take a naked picture of you for the album; we fill in your personnel form; and then you can start work as quickly as you want to!"


"I would have first to resign from my present jobs... If I was sure to earn as much as you said. Or at least 400 thousand a month."


"Four hundred? I'll say that you will have absolutely no problem to get that much, even refusing some customers."


"But no S-and-M at all." Kazuya carefully specified.


"Sure, just what you feel like doing. We'll write in your file that you don't accept SM, and that's enough. So?"


"Could I give you an answer after thinking about it for a while?"


"Of course. This is my card, with my telephone numbers and the times you can reach me. Just ask for me. What's your name? Just so I can remember who you are when you call."


"Kazuya."


"Real name or pseudonym?"


"Real."


"If you want to use a pseudonym, many of our boys do."


"I don't care. Do you have very many boys?"


"On an average, around twenty."


"That's quite a lot!"


"No, they are less of the requested ones we have. We have many customers, and several of them are habitual, who really like the services we offer. Discreet, reliable, safe."


"How should I dress?"


"Like you are now is all right. Then, for a client requiring particular things, we have a good wardrobe with clothes for all sizes."


"Particular things?"


"Yes, you know, a boy in high school, or a boy scout, or sailor, or baseball player in uniform. At times we have also this kind of clients. Of course they pay extra for the costume. Innocent fantasies. Will you really consider my offer, then? I'd really be glad if you came to work with us, Kazuya. You are a really beautiful boy, and I believe you'll have lot of success."


"I will think about it. Very seriously."


Kazuya thought about that proposal very seriously indeed. He was much enticed by it. If he really could earn double working just half the time he did now, he could also allow himself to look for a better apartment for his brothers and more comforts for them all as well. And he'd be a lot less tired, too. Even having to cum two or three times a night, he should probably drink a good tonic, he thought amusedly. Sure, there could also be some not-so-pleasurable customers too, but for a couple of hours, he could stand them. And possibly he could little by little get some steady customers that he liked, as the man had hinted.


Finally, Kazuya decided to accept. He resigned from the department store and from the clothing factory, then he called to have a meeting with his new employer the first evening he was free. The man seemed very happy to hear from him again.


The man showed Kazuya around the agency. There was a bar, a room for the boys where they could see the customers without being seen, some small rooms for the few clients who wanted to have sex there. The man introduced him some of his future mates, and showed him how the encounters happened. The customer arrived, ordered something at the bar, and looked over an album with the boys' pictures and short resumes. The customer chose a boy, and the person in charge told him that he would check if that boy was free. He went to the boy's room and pointed to the boy who was the client wanting his company. If the boy accepted, he went out and sat at the customer's table; if the boy refused, the person in charge went back alone to the bar and told the customer that that boy was absent at the time, or not available for the kind of sex the customer wanted to have.


Kazuya began his service. He told his brothers that he was changing his job, and that he was going to work as a waiter in a private nightclub for rich industrialists. His brothers were happy for what seemed to be an improvement. And also because Kazuya was able to spend more time at home with them, normally sleeping when they were away at school and having all afternoon to stay with them before his new job started; moreover, he could also have two full days free, even if in the middle of the week. Also, if Kazuya occasionally asked to have a Sunday off, it wasn't difficult for him to get it.


He started his work enthusiastically, and he soon saw that the man had been right. Several of the customers requested his services again. And Kazuya, at least at the beginning, thought it was better for him to accept more of the requests rather than fewer, and wasn't too particular about his customers. He was paid for his work immediately, after each time, and after the first month Kazuya calculated that he had earned more than 700 thousand yen!


Just then, he also received notice from the estate agent that their land had been sold for a good amount of money. So Kazuya decided he could start to look for a new, better apartment for them to move to. He looked around for nearly a month, but finally he found what he was looking for. It was wide, and bright, with air conditioning, a real bathroom, and even the elevator.


They moved, and Kazuya soon bought a stereo, a TV set and other furnishings. The boys were very happy. Each of them had his own room now, and there was a nice living room for all to enjoy as well. It was really a big improvement in comparison to their old apartment. They were on the sixth floor of a large private apartment building and there was also an excellent view from the living room windows and a nice veranda outside, too.


Kazuya's only concern was to make his brothers comfortable; then he, too, could be happy. On the job, on the advice of a colleague, he learned to simulate orgasm with some of the customers, to save a little his energy. He continued to accept almost all the customers, but he also started to have his first regular clients too. Some of them were even quite agreeable and there were so a few, who, after making love, gave him more than the agreed-on price, to show appreciation for his services.


Kazuya became really friendly with just two of the other boy-sans with whom he liked to talk and whose company he simply enjoyed. But among them there were no sexual relations. Certainly, with his work Kazuya couldn't dream any more about getting a steady lover, but he had to persist just eight or ten years more, that is, until also Yukio eventually ended his university education. Anyway, he couldn't be a boy-san forever: after reaching a certain age the customers started to decrease dramatically. But by then he would have some savings, and he could possibly open something like a small shop or something similar. Yes, things were finally improving, even if at times he had to accept a not-so-agreeable or enticing customer. And he tried anyway to treat even those like the others. After all, he thought, they were human beings, too.






Now Jiro had a bicycle, as all his brothers did. And a few weeks after they moved, Jiro, now seventeen, met Satoshi, a twenty-three year-old living in the same building, who was a clerk in a firm specializing in the publication of handbooks. Jiro often met Satoshi in the bicycle parking lot. They greeted each other, then started to exchange some words. Satoshi had attended the same school as Jiro. Jiro felt attracted to Satoshi, even if he was still making love with Hiroshi. He didn't have any intention of cheating on his lover, but he found nothing wrong in becoming friends with the handsome youth, Satoshi. Jiro was all but sure that Satoshi was gay too; and Jiro simply liked him very much.


Saburo continued to meet his bookseller once a week, and the man had developed a real passion for the boy and often gave him nice presents. The man had brought a futon to the back store, on the pretext that he could at times relax a little. So now the man and boy could have sex with all the comforts, lying naked on the futon. Saburo really liked the man and enjoyed being fucked by him very much indeed. He finally saw the man naked and his lean and strong body excited Saburo very much. And the boy also liked the different ways the man took him sexually, too. The man did care more and more to give pleasure to the boy, and, at times, he even gave head to Saburo and drank up the boy's fresh juices, eagerly.


At the end of the school year, in March, Jiro had a big sorrow. Hiroshi's father decided to send his son to attend university in the States, and Hiroshi accepted his decision. So the two boys had to part, and Jiro felt deeply disappointed at this.


Satoshi perceived that something was troubling his young friend, and tried to convince Jiro to tell him what was wrong.


Of course Jiro didn't feel like telling him the real reason, so, he finally said, "My girlfriend left me."


"Is that all?" Satoshi asked, "You'll find another even better. But why did she leave you? Did she fall in love with another?"


"No, her parents sent her to study abroad."


"Well, a good occasion for her not to lose, I think."


"I would have refused, so as not to be parted."


"Did you love her so much?"


"Yes."


"I see. And now you feel betrayed, right?"


"Right."


"Yes. Something similar happened to me, too, when I was nineteen. I felt badly about it as well. But then it passed, as everything does. When we're boys, they seem to be great tragedies, but they are just small dramas, believe me."


"Don't you have a girlfriend, now?"


"No, and I have absolutely no intention of having one, either! I want to enjoy my life."


"I too. That's the best thing to do." Jiro said, seriously.


"Moreover, girls only create problems. I really envy you Omura, that you're all men in your home. How better than I, who have three women at home!"


"So, you don't think you'll marry?"


"Marry? Me? Never in the world! Why, are you thinking to marrying one day, Jiro?"


"I don't know, I'm not thinking about it, yet. I'm still very young, just seventeen. But, the idea of passing all my life alone doesn't appeal to me at all."


"Oh, not alone, of course."


"A steady girlfriend, then?"


"Or, even better, a real friend. Don't you think that two men could more easily get along than between a man and a woman? To say the least, they are similar. A true friend with whom to spend one's life."


Jiro looked at him carefully, trying to understand if he was correctly interpreting what the other meant to say. So he eventually said: "A friend with which you can share really everything, without any limits?"


"Right, one exactly like yourself, knowing you in such an intimate and perfect way as no woman could never know you - wouldn't it be wonderful?"


"A friend with whom you can be ashamed of absolutely nothing?" Jiro asked, looking seriously in his eyes and trying to read an answer in them.


"Sure, of course! Why would you have to be ashamed if he is like you? If you share all, really all? Wouldn't you like such a friend?"


"Oh, I would surely like that. But, where to find such a friend?" Jiro asked him, continuing to stare deeply into Satoshi's dark eyes.


"You might even possibly have him right in front of your face without knowing it. Possibly it would be enough just to stretch out your hand and to touch him."


"So?" Jiro asked, and lightly brushed Satoshi's side with his fingers.


The youth smiled and answered: "Or so..." and with his arm he circled Jiro's waist and pulled the boy slowly to himself.


Jiro let Satoshi draw him closer, and the youth put his other arm around his shoulders so that now Satoshi was gently embracing Jiro, who shivered with pleasure, looking forward to imminent contact with his friend's body.


But Satoshi suddenly drew back from him, and Jiro looked up in surprise.


"People could came, Jiro, people who are bad or stupid, and couldn't understand that two men can desire each other." he said.


"Do you desire me, Satoshi?"


"Yes, from the very first time I saw you, and you greeted me with your dazzling smile."


"The one who left me was not my girlfriend, but my boyfriend, Satoshi. I, too, desired you, but I couldn't say so, because I was with him. But now... If you really want me..."


"If I want you? certainly I want you, Jiro!"


"Only, at my place there is always somebody around the house..."


"At my home too, unhappily. But I want you. We can go to a place I know, and there we can be safe and comfortable and do all we want."


"Where is it? Would you take me there, please? Soon?"


"It's at Kabukicho. There is a gay movies theater, the "Rose", where you can book a small room and close yourself up inside it. And there is a sofa, not very wide, but big enough for... two... Would you come there with me?"


"Yes. Tomorrow, when I'm out from school. Will you came there to fetch me?"


"Not now?" the youth asked, slightly disappointed.


"I must go back home, now, but tomorrow..."


"I'll came to wait for you at the High School gate, then."


Jiro was so happy. He didn't really hope that that guy he had for so long a time secretely admired, would have one day asked him to make love. He didn't feel for Satoshi what he felt for Hiroshi, but he liked the youth and was very much attracted to him, nevertheless.


The next day, when he left the school, Satoshi was yet there waiting for him. They went immediately to the underground. Jiro was excited at the idea he was close to making love with the young man. All long their journey he looked at Satoshi with eyes filled with desire, almost undressing him with his eyes. Satoshi noticed that and smiled at him. They entered the movie theater and Satoshi, who already knew the place, asked the cashier for a box key. They entered the box, and rapidly undressed. Jiro saw for the first time his friend's naked body, and what he saw pleased him very much indeed. He gently caressed the young man's erection while Satoshi took him by his waist.


"Do you want to fuck me first, or should I fuck you?" Satoshi asked.


Jiro was surprised at so clear and direct a question. He wasn't used to behave that way, with Hiroshi, there were always long and gentle, pleasurable preliminaries.


"Let's touch each other for a while, first." he said almost timidly.


"All right, but who starts to fuck, afterwards?"


"You..." the boy said, somewhat baffled.


They lay on the sofa. Satoshi made Jiro turn onto his belly, made him spread his legs. The boy still expected, notwithstanding his request a moment before, to be abruptly pierced by Satoshi's hard rod, so when, on the contrary, he felt Satoshi's tongue between his buttocks, searching out his anus and, finding it, starting to lap at it, working it with the tongue tip in a series of licks that rapidly make him revved up. He never felt anything like it. That tongue, at times small and hard, actually penetrated his hole and almost fucked it, at times wide and soft smoothing his quivering hole for a while, was giving him more pleasurable sensations than he'd ever before experienced! Satoshi worked for a long while the boy's anus, and when he felt that Jiro was now all a-shudder with pleasure, he swapped his tongue for his hard rod and penetrated the boy passionately. He didn't thrust it inside with force, as Jiro had feared, but thrust with extreme gentleness, penetrating him little by little, moving his member while he was inserting it into the warm channel with a circular motion, almost like a pestle grinding in a mortar. It was incredibly pleasurable. He could feel it opening the way, stretching his sphincter little by little, entering his channel, conquering him with determined but very pleasant slowness. He could feel it holding back, control itself, but filling him millimeter by millimeter. Satoshi had a normal sized member, but now Jiro felt it as if it was double its actual size, and enjoyed it with ever mounting pleasure.


When Satoshi's groin finally touched to the boy's buttocks directly, his rod completely sheathed in the tender and hot channel, his chest adhered to Jiro's back, his arms held the boy close to his side, and his hands slipped between Jiro's chest and the sofa until they found Jiro's nipples. Satoshi started to brush them, now, with light, now with a rough, caresses. Satoshi's lips lay on Jiro's neck, licking it, lightly biting it, and only Satoshi's pelvis started a slow, regular up and down movement, lightly from bottom to top, so that the hard rod brushed diagonally into the boy's channel.


Jiro, thus prey to incredibly strong pleasure, thought that Satoshi was a real expert of the amatory arts. He could feel the young man inside himself, around himself, everywhere. He felt him, strong, virile, yet gentle and careful. Jiro thought of a sculptor who, with his chisel moulded his masterpiece - the young man's member was modelling pleasure inside him, carving, smoothing, moulding with unbelievably refined skill.


Satoshi balanced his body's weight on his knees and elbows, and lightly brushed his chest against Jiro's back while his pelvis continued to maneuver inside him like a hard meat-chisel in strong and regular movements, and his breath, which was becoming more and more panting and stressed betrayed the increasing pleasure in his young body's domination of the boy Jiro.


Finally Satoshi came, without changing the rhythm of the penetration, but throwing into the depths of Jiro's ass a seed-jet with each thrust until, his last load had been powerfully deposited into Jiro's willing channel. Satoshi let himself slowly relax, then, with all his body weight on the boy, panting and shuddering. They remained so for some moments. Then the young man, rising again onto his elbows and knees, resumed his up and down movements, but now slowly rising so that the end of his dick slipped from inside the boy, only to be again thrust deeply into Jiro's waiting, eager ass.


"Now, it's your turn." he murmured, his voice still hoarse with pleasure, caressing the boy and turning him onto his side.


"I will not be as good as you are." Jiro said, while caressing Satoshi's chest " You are an artist."


"That doesn't matter. I just did it the way I like to do it. Now, you do just as you like to as well, and it will be great." Satoshi answered, caressing Jiro's hard, throbbing maleniness.


Jiro put his hands onto his friend's head and lightly pushed him toward his lap. Satoshi understood his friend's desire, and lowered himself to lick Jiro's member, working it with his tongue and lips with refined skill. Jiro, now lying on his back, was enraptured, and he let him do this as long as he wished to. Then, when he felt ready, he sat up and spread his legs, and told Satoshi to lye on his back in front of him between his legs and to put his own legs around Jiro's waist. He then slid forward with his pelvis until his glans pushed between Satoshi's firm buttocks. He put his hands on the sofa at his sides, a little back, and then he pushed on his hands and heels, and pushed his pelvis more and more forward until his member, still moist from his friend's laps, started to wedge itself in Satoshi's welcoming hole. Satoshi, smiling blissfully, put his hands on Jiro's sides pulling the boy strongly to himself, so as to be penetrated more deeply.


Jiro began to swing his body back and forth, filling the throbbing hole of the young man who looked at him with such dancing eyes, savouring that stake inside his body. It prodded against his prostate very pleasurably indeed...




CHAPTER 5


SABURO'S LOVER - YUKIO'S INITIATION






When Saburo began High School, he stopped meeting his bookseller, who was no longer near his home. In the first two or three months he went occasionally, but it was rather inconvenient. His desire to have sex, however, was as great as ever. He was in the forth month of his first year when, as he left the school, a car stopped near him. The driver lowered the window and spoke to Saburo, "Excuse me, can you tell me the way to Nakano Fujimicho?"

"Yes, I live there. Well, look..." Saburo started to explain.


But the man, after a few words of explanation stopped him and said, "Sorry, are you going there, now?"


"Yes."


"Then, why don't you come in, so you explain the way to me, and I'll bring you home?"


"Wouldn't I disturb you?"


"No, quite the contrary, you would be doing me a service." So Saburo got into the car. The man started again the engine. "Is this the way, right?"


"Right."


"My name is Naoki. And yours?"


"Saburo. You have to turn at the traffic lights... turn right."


"How do you do, Saburo. So, you live in Fujimicho?"


"Yes."


"My mother lives in Fujimicho. I'm going to see her, today; its' my day off."


"What work you do?"


"Television director."


"Ah, an interesting job."


"Rather. I produce historical serials."


"Samurai? I love them. Here in front of that gasoline stand you have to turn left."


"Would you like to walk on in one of these movies?"


"Wow, of course I would! It would be great."


"If you want, I can hire you as a walk-on."


"But I have to be in school."


"Most of our young actors are still students and just have part-time jobs; therefore, the timetable is done in consideration of the school's schedule. You are a handsome boy, I can see you'd do well in one of those roles. And though the pay isn't fabulous, it is fairly good."


"Really? I would like, that. What have I to do?"


"Look, this is my card; keep it. Call me at this number, at evenings, it's my home number. So we can talk it over in detail."


"Thank you. When should I call you?"


"Not tonight, I'll stop at my mother's. But, tomorrow, whenever you like. I live in Setagaya, and you can come to see me there."


Saburo was excited by the idea. Becoming an actor in a Samurai drama! - he could hardly believe it... even if he would have been only one of the many supernumeraries, the idea was amusing and exciting. And he'd make his schoolmates be green with envy, too.


The following evening he called the director. The man asked him if he could be at his place on the following day. He would be waiting for him around 6 PM and they could also eat something together, possibly while talking. Saburo accepted at once, even more excited.


Naoki lived in a modern villa, small but very beautiful, surrounded by a broad garden. When Saburo rang the bell, the director opened the door personally. He was wearing an elegant yukata. He led the boy inside the doorway and took him to a kind of lounge with a wall of glass facing the garden, so that it seemed that there was no interruption between the lounge and the garden. The man offered him a drink, then handed him a picture album.


"Look, there are some pictures of my latest works. Possibly you've seen some of them." he said sitting near the boy, and starting to comment on the pictures as Saburo was thumbing through them.


The boy had seen more than one of Naoshi's works, and he was excited by the idea he met the director of his favorite TV movies. Naoki was still young - he could be around thirty-five - and was a handsome man and very elegant in his white yukata with a modern pattern of a shadowed indigo blue.


"Listen, Saburo, I've got a part in mind for you. It is a secondary role, but... For that role I need a boy your age, but with a handsome body - in fact he'll have to play several scenes wearing just a fundoshi. If you have a well-developed body, that part could be yours."


"That would be great!" Saburo said, his eyes shining with hope.


"Look, I have a fundoshi right here. Do you feel like undressing and modeling it for me? Just so I can determine if you're the right boy for that part?"


"Yes, of course." the boy answered readily; then he asked hesitantly, "Do I have to undress here? Right now?"


"Yes." the man said unrolling the fundoshi.


Saburo stood up and started to undress, under the watchful stare of the director. When the boy pulled off his underwear, standing completely naked, the man handed him the fundoshi.


Saburo smiled shyly and said: "I've never worn one, before now. You'll need to explain me how..."


"Ah, come here, then, I'll put it on you and explain to you the right way of wearing it."


Saburo went before the man, completely unembarrassed by his nakedness. Naoki stood up and untied the obi of his yukata and pulled it off. He was wearing just a fundoshi beneath it.


"Here, you see? The end must be like this. Turn around. So, first you put one end of it on your left shoulder, like that. Spread a little your legs, so..." and, while the man was explaining, he lightly brushed against the boy's body, and Saburo become aware that he was becoming aroused, especially when Naoki put his hand naturally on the boy's member and said: "... and this, you put it up that way, so that it doesn't accidentally come out when you move..." and he added with a smile: "... and it doesn't become too conspicuous if by chance it becomes hard during a scene... Then you twist this part and fasten it behind your back, in that way. It's done. Clear?"


"I think so..." the boy said, looking at himself.


"Well, now," Naoki said standing in front of the boy, "you pull off my fundoshi, then put it on again, so I can see if you really understood correctly."


Satoshi was somewhat excited. The man had a very handsome body, and the idea of touching it, to see his member, then to have to set it aright with his hands, excited him and he was afraid that the man would notice his own erection. But he obeyed, nonetheless.


"While you pull it off, carefully observe how it was arranged and fastened, so that afterward you can do it exactly in the same way," Naoki said. The boy, with trembling hands, gingerly began to undo it. When Saburo saw the director's thoroughly masculine cock in front of him, half erect already, and of a good size too, he couldn't help looking at it with pleased admiration.


"Good. Now redo it for me." the man said. Saburo began. When he had to arrange the man's genitals under the cloth, his hand hesitated, then touched them carefully. "You have to set them well. Are you, by some chance, ashamed to do so? Go on, put it straight up, and raise it up with your fingers on my testicles, in this way." the man said guiding the boy's hand to his member. Saburo felt it throb against his palm, hardening, growing. He was now very much excited and aroused - and at the same time he felt a little ashamed.


The man giggled: "It woke up! Now it will be more difficult for you to arrange my fundoshi properly. Push it against my belly. Harder: you have too delicate a touch... In that way, of course you'll give me an erection. And arouse my yen." he said and lowered his hands to untie the boy's fundoshi and caressed his genitals. "But you too got a hard-on, I see... Listen, Saburo, let's forget the fundoshi, for now. We'll resume that lesson later. You made me want to do... something else... now." the man said, pulling against himself the boy, putting his hands on Saburo's buttocks, and pulling him forward until their erection were pressed close to each other. Then the man kissed the boy on his mouth. Saburo abandoned himself against the man's body, and, quivering, closed his eyes in ecstasy.


Naoki kissed him deeply, then asked him: "Do you like it?"


Saburo nodded yes as vigorously as he could.


"Then, would you like to come into the other room with me, on my bed?" Naoki whispered.


Saburo nodded again in eager assent. The man took him into his strong arms, putting one under the boy's armpits and the other under his knees, and raising him against his chest. He then carried him into the other room, to the wide circular bed. Naoki climbed onto the bed and embraced Saburo and began to kiss him all over his body.


"I want you, Saburo; I want to take you. Were you ever before taken by another man?"


"Yes." said the boy, melting with emotion at the way the man was touching him.


"And you like it?"


Saburo nodded emotionally, shuddering with pleasure, and thought that Naoki was even better than the only other man with whom he had had his sex experiences. After a while that the director was caressing and kissing him, Saburo saw the man take a small jar, open it, and spread an unguent between his buttocks, then the man inserted a slippery finger inside his hole, moving it in a skillful massage. Saburo relaxed, preparing himself for imminent penetration.


"I want you, Saburo!" the man said hoarsely.


"Yes..." Saburo sighed in contentment.


Naoki raised the boy's legs, putting them against his chest and onto his own shoulders, then he seized the boy's waist and, with a few, skillful moves, slipped inside him to the hilt. Saburo felt it opening him, slipping inside, filling him, hot and smooth, and smiled to the man in extreme pleasure.


"I really like you Saburo. You're such a beautiful boy!" Naoki said, plunging inside him with passionate vigour. The boy, relaxed but excited, looked at him with pleasure. He admired the man's muscular torso darting at each thrust. He raised his hands to the man's chest, to feel his hard pectorals' rhythmic contractions. He brushed against the dark and hard nipples. Naoki appreciated those caresses and smiled at the boy, continuing to ride him energetically. Saburo began to masturbate.


The man pulled the boy's hand from his member, and replaced it with his own hand, skillfully caressing it. "You don't have to come now, Saburo. Afterward I'll make you cum. Do you like being fucked like this?"


Saburo nodded again. Yes, he liked that firm member impaling him in so rhythmically, making his body jump with each thrust. And he liked being taken from the front in that way. He turned his head and just then he became aware that around the bed, on the walls, there were wide mirrors reflecting theirs images from different angles. It was exciting seeing multiples himself and Naoki tied in that embrace, quite as if they were dozens of couples enjoying simultaneous pleasure. And he thought that those bodies, intertwined in love-making, were beautiful. Especially Naoki, with his strong, virile body, bent over the fresh, young body of all these Saburos. They were all very beautiful and very exciting, too...


Naoki shuddered with pleasure, pushing with all his strength inside the boy, bent over him raising his head with both of his hands, and deeply kissing him, their bodies squeezed tightly together, with his member emptying himself into the boy's warm depths with jet after powerful jet.


Panting, they parted. Naoki crouched over the boy's pubes and started to suck his member, while caressing his testicles, belly and chest. The boy's pleasure, still high, rapidly reached even more unexplored summits of pleasure, and, suddenly, exploded in an unimaginably strong orgasm. Saburo was shaking his head right and left, while warm jets of his seed sprang, only to be greedily swallowed by the man. Naoki continued to suck until the boy suddenly relaxed, strongly panting, vigorously shaking from time to time, almost pained by the intensity of the orgasm that Naoki provoked in him.


Then the man lay by his side, embraced him, pulling him against his body, and gently kissing him. "Did you enjoy it?" he asked.


"Yes..."


"Will you do it again with me?"


"Every time you want to."


"Even if I lied that I will make you a movie actor?" the man than asked seriously.


"Of course. Any time, if you still want me."


Naoki smiled. "But I wasn't lying; I'll made an actor of you. You're so beautiful. I just wanted to know. Because other boys come to bed with me only to have a part. I thought you were different, and you've confirmed that I was not wrong. I'm very happy for that."


"I like you very much."


"Thank you. I like you very much, too. I like the joy you show while I was taking you. Did you have much experience with other men, before me?"


"Only one, but that for almost three years."


"Did you like him?"


"Not as much as I like you. Really."


Then they went to bathe. In the basement of the villa was a bathroom almost as big as a public bath, beautiful, all in wood and stone, and private to them. They washed each other, caressing and kissing with gentle passion.


"Do you live here alone?" Saburo asked him.


"Yes. Well, not exactly. There is a man who cleans the house, cares the garden, cooks, and so on. He lives in a small house at the end of the garden.


"But... if he see us?" Saburo asked him, suddenly worried, pointing with his head to the glass window opening onto the garden.


"Ah, but he knows about me. Anyway he is gay also."


"Is he your boyfriend?"


"No, we've never made love together. I simply hired a gay house help just to be free when I'm at home. He has his own boyfriend who comes to see him often. But I'd rather know when you'll come to see me again..."


"Any time you want me. Tomorrow. Every day. Whenever you want me to come here again."


"Tomorrow unfortunately, I'm busy. But the day after tomorrow I can come to get you in front of your school. What do you think?"


"Sure, that's great."


"Bur, rather, why don't you come to the TV studio, tomorrow? Then we can talk about the contract. Since you're still a minor, you'll have to come with your father, for the signing."


"I have no parents. But my elder brother can came with me; he his responsible for me. Only, he doesn't know that I..."


"We will make that he won't understand about it, either. Do you think he will accept the offer?"


"I think so. I'll surely tell him as soon as I'm home."


When Saburo arrived back home, excited and happy to have found a fabulous lover and an exciting job at the same time, he immediately told Kazuya about his new job offer. His brother seemed unfavourable at first, in fact he was afraid that Saburo would miss time from his studies. But finally he agreed to go the following day, at least to talk it over with the director.


Naoki succeeded in persuading Kazuya, and he signed the contract willingly.


Naoki was more and more fascinated by Saburo, who was not only a passionate lover but also a good actor as well. So that in Saburo's second production for him he assigned the boy a secondary part, but not as a simple extra. Naoki also very much approved of Saburo's sense of professionalism; in fact, at work the boy acted like any other actor, conceding nothing and without taking advantage of the fact that he was the director's boy.


A few months afterward, Naoki asked Saburo to become his lover. The boy happily, and eagerly, accepted. Then Naoki gave him the building's keys and bought Saburo a bike so that he could get to his home easily.






During the period when his brother Saburo's acting career was just beginning, Yukio became ill. Nothing really serious, but he had fever and uncomfortable constipation that caused him no few problems. Kazuya, having no more money problems, decided to hire a nurse to help his brother at home while the others were at school and he himself was sleeping.


He was a trainee nurse, but for what was needed, he was well-suited; moreover, he didn't ask for very much money. He arrived each morning a little before nine and remained until one o'clock. His name was Sanma and he was twenty three years old, one year more than Kazuya.


On one of the first mornings, as the doctor had prescribed some enemas to help eliminate Yukio's constipation problem, Sanma prepared all the items he needed for the treatment, and then he went into Yukio's room.


"Is this the first time for you get an enema?"


"Yes."


"Ok. Pull off your pajama's trousers. Let's put some towels under you, for safety. Remain on your back. Good, now spreads your legs and raise your knees; a bit more... that's right."


The boy obeyed, a little ashamed, and covered his genitals with his hands.


Sanma smiled: "Hey, are you by chance ashamed of me, boy? I'm a nurse, and I've seen lot of dicks! Why do you hide yourself?" and then, "I'm a man, too, right?" he said to Yukio, pulling his hands from his genitals. Yukio blushed but didn't oppose him. Sanma lightly caressed the boy's genitals, just once, adding, "And then, you are very well-developed also down there; you have absolutely nothing to be ashamed of, believe me. How old are you?"


"I'm fifteen..."


"Mmhh, to look at you here, I thought you'd be even older; you are very well-endowed," he said. He put on a latex glove, took some gel from a tube and started to spread it on the boy's little hole. "That way it will not hurt you when it enters. Tell me, do you masturbate?"


Yukio, who was shivering because of the finger preparing his anus, looked at him surprisedly and blushed again.


Sanma smiled again: "Then, the answer is yes. But why are you blushing? Everybody jacks off, at least if they don't have the possibility of really making love. Have you ever made love?" he asked while massaging with his finger the now slippery interior of the small hole with skilled gentleness.


Yukio shook his head. The action of the nurse's finger was giving him such pleasurable sensations that his member started to throb and to get hard. Yukio was becoming more and more ashamed. Sanma stopped and took the enema nozzle. He spread the same gel on its tip, then applied it to the boy's well-lubricated little hole. "Possibly at the beginning it will bother you, or even hurt a little, but you need to be patient. I'll try to go gently..." he said and started to push it slowly inside, moving the hose with a slight oscillatory movement.


Yukio felt it enter and felt an intense pleasure so that his member, now partially erect, gave a jump and hardened some more. He again blushed. While Sanma continued to move deeper inside the boy's channel, slowly but steadily pushing all the while, the nurse put his other hand on the boy's member, caressing it gently.


"If I touch you like this, you'll feel less uncomfortable, right?" the young man asked with a professional tone. Yukio, even more embarrassed, nodded yes. "I know, it's always that way. Taking an enema could be really bothersome, but with this system it becomes quite tolerable. Now I'll open the tap. Relax, but keep your little hole as tight as you can make it; a single drop shouldn't escape, understood?" Sanma said and, pulling his hand from the boy's member, turned the tap on, to a slow flow of the prescribed warm fluid.


Yukio felt the lukewarm liquid pouring inside him. It was more than ordinarily agreeable. He tightened his sphincter while Sanma continued to lightly move the nozzle deep inside him. Sanma's hand went back on the boy's straight, hard dick, but this time the young man slowly masturbated the boy. Yukio quivered. The double sensation was arousing him more and more. Yukio naively thought that that was the right way to get an enema, and he didn't suspect at all that, rather, Sanma was profiting very well indeed from the situation, and Yukio's ignorance, because the nurse liked the boy very much.


When all the liquid was inside, Sanma pulled out the hose. "Now hold tight and don't let anything come out. You have to stay like this for several minutes, and it will become more and more difficult to hold it back, but you must do it for the treatment to work properly. The liquid must have the time to do its work, understand?"


"Yes." the boy answered, clearly regretful that Sanma, on pulling out the nozzle, had also ceased to masturbate him. And Yukio soon became aware that it was really becoming more and more difficult to retain the liquid inside himself. "I need emptying..." he moaned.


"No, hold on! Wait - I'll help you." he said, and put his finger directly against the boy's hole. Yukio's member gave another strong spasm. Then Sanma started to caress it again, gently and asked him: "Is it better, that way?" Yukio nodded yes. "You like it like this?" Sanma asked, again starting to masturbate him. Yukio again nodded yes. "Better than doing it alone?" Sanma said slyly..


"Will I have to wait much longer?" the boy asked.


"A little more. Do you jack off often, Yukio?"


"Well... sometimes..."


"I do it almost every day."


"Don't you have a lover?"


"No, not just now. I'm alone. But really, you've never had sex?"


"No, never."


"Not even with a friend?"


"No... never."


"I have."


"With another boy?" Yukio asked astonishedly.


"Of course, with another boy. Are you surprised?"


"Well... a little bit."


"It's really great. And I liked him a lot. But you are handsomer, even if a bit younger than he. Anyway, you are very well-endowed."


"And... how was..."


"Him?"


"No, doing it with another boy."


"Great, very beautiful. Why - would you like to try it?"


"No... I don't think... I don't know..."


"Well, now you can go to empty yourself. Go on." Sanma said.


Yukio stood up and, holding tight, went to the toilet. Sanma heard him washing. Then the boy came back. The boy's member was now again at rest and was soft between his muscular legs. Yukio put on his pajama trousers and lay on his futon.


"Do you feel better, now?" Sanma asked while he was putting all the enema equipment back in order.


"Eh, oh, a lot better. It was a great relief."


"Did the nozzle bother you very much?"


"No, it didn't. You are very skillful."


"Tomorrow morning it will be even easier, even though we'll have to use a bigger tip."


"Bigger? Why?"


"So the liquid will enter faster." Sanma said.


"Did you graduate from nurse's school?"


"Of course."


"And there they teach you how to give enemas and the other things?" the boy asked curiously.


"Yes, certainly."


"But... to whom do you give those enemas, to practice?"


"They explain it theoretically, at school. It isn't really necessary to do it to learn. Anyway, you are not the first person to whom I've given an enema."


They chatted about this and that. Yukio liked Sanma: he was young, witty and likeable. And he had a really nice smile, too.


The second day, Yukio again got another enema and all was repeated just like the day before, including Sanma's hand on the boy's hard member. But this time, the nurse moved the bigger tip inside the boy's channel for a while in an in-and-out motion while masturbating the boy. "Do you like this?" Sanma asked him.


"Yes." the boy said with a sigh.


"It's really great, isn't it?"


"Only afterward, when you will start the liquid and I have to hold it deep inside - that's not easy. It pushes so that it seems..."


"I know. But right now, you're enjoying it, aren't you?"


"Yes..."


"I like touching you like this too, because you are so very beautiful." the young man murmured passionately. Yukio blushed at this compliment, but was pleased to receive it, nonetheless. Then Sanma said: "Touching you this way actually arouses me very much..."


"You? Aroused?" the boy asked widening his eyes.


"Sure. You're not one of those wrinkly old men. You are young, beautiful, and very shapely. It's natural that it arouses me having to touch you like this. Feel me, here, how hard I've become." the nurse said, taking Yukio's hand and guiding it between his legs. Yukio felt the nurse's enlarged dick, then pulled his hand away, but Sanma kept it directly on his turgid member: "No, continue to feel it; I really like it." he said. Yukio fingered him again and felt Sanma quiver. The nurse then started to make the enema flow. Yukio, almost by instinct, squeezed the nurse's turgid member through his clothes. Sanma continued to masturbate him and to fuck him with the big nozzle of the enema from which the warm liquid flowed. Yukio moaned with intense pleasure.


"You like it, don't you?" the nurse asked hoarsely.


"Yes..."


"And you also like touching me like this...?"


"Yes..."


On the third day of Yukio's treatment, when Sanma again guided Yukio's hand onto his swollen member, after a while, when the boy was again fully aroused, whispered: "Pull it out. Go on, do it..."


The boy hesitated just a little bit, but then lowered the zipper of Sanma's trousers, felt inside, and then extracted the hard, throbbing rod and began to masturbate the older man.


"Good! That's the way Yukio; that's the way..." the man murmured bending over the boy and kissing him on his mouth.


Yukio, instinctively, parted his lips in answer to the nurse's kiss. Their tongues played with each other for a while. Yukio moaned and shivered with pleasure. Then Sanma, instead of opening the tap, pulled out the enema's nozzle and knelt between the boy's thighs. Then, seized him, brushed the tip of his hard member on the well lubricated hole. "This is better than an enema nozzle... you want it, right?" he asked, starting to push gently into Yukio's well prepared channel. Yukio knew what the young man wanted to do. A little frightened, but highly excited nevertheless, he nodded yes, with his eyes still closed. Then Sanma pushed strongly and started to open his way into the boy, widening his taut hole and slipping inside it easily and slowly. Yukio emitted a short moan of pleasure, shuddering at that hard, though gentle, invasion.


"Isn't it better than the enema nozzle?" Sanma whispered as he continued to push inside the boy's virgin channel, and began again to masturbate him.


"Yes..." the boy murmured, while the young nurse's hardness was pushed deeply inside him. Yukio's legs were raised onto Sanma's shoulders, the better to penetrate him completely.


"I want you, Yukio. I want you so much." the young nurse panted harshly, starting to piston himself inside the boy with long back-and-forth movements. His awareness that the boy's elder brother was sleeping just two rooms apart from them added excitation to the daring young nurse's seduction of the boy's innocence. "Tell me that you like it..."


"It... it's great..." Yukio panted.


The nurse was enjoying that tight, hot channel, only a few moments before completely virginal. And he liked the spontaneity and readiness with which the boy had accepted his cock inside himself. Moreover, Yukio was so beautiful, in the blissful abandon with which he received it inside himself... Sanma came almost immediately, shuddering and trembling at the intensity of his orgasm. For a moment, he remained still, completely immersed inside the boy, then he slowly slipped out, put the enema nozzle back into the boy's hole and turned on the tap. Yukio moaned again and imagined that it was still the young man pumping his cum inside him. It was a beautiful sensation, too beautiful... Sanma lowered his lips onto the boy's quivering member, and sucked it. The boy came almost instantly and emptied himself into the nurse's welcoming mouth, moaning and shaking while Sanma held the nozzle pushed deep inside.


After Yukio returned from the toilet where he had emptied and washed himself, he lay on his futon, and Sanma continued to caress him: "Did you like it - making love with me like that?" he asked sweetly.


"It's been wonderful, Sanma. Will we do it again?" Yukio asked looking him in his eyes, yet blushing charmingly at the same time.


"Yes, of course we will. And... do you want to be my boyfriend as well?"


"You mean... you and I, together?"


"I would like it so very much. You're really quite a splendid boy..."


"I would like that very much. But, how can we meet, after I recover?"


"I rent a small room where we can meet."


"Where is it?"


"At Ebisu, just three minutes from the station. It's small, but it's mine alone. There is no bathroom, but there is a toilet and sink. It isn't bright, but I use it just for making love, so it's okay."


"Who knows how many people you've taken there?" Yukio asked cunningly.


"Well, yes, of course..."


"Boys or girls?"


"Boys. I don't like girls."


"Many?"


"I've rented it for two years, so around twenty, I think. I don't keep a record. But if you accept me as your boyfriend, from now on you will be the only one to come there."


"If I accept you as my boyfriend, you will have to promise me that you will not do it with any other boy."


"Would you be jealous?" the young man asked him, ruffling in the boy's hair affectionately.


"I think that I would be; yes. You're the first with whom I've done these things. I don't like the idea of your doing them with another."


"All right. I promise you I'll not have sex with any other boy. Is that all right? But, then, we'll have to meet quite often."


"I'm sure I can visit you twice a week at least. Instead going to the school's shoji circle, I can come to you in Ebisu."


"Just twice a week?"


"Well, on the other days I have to get back home as soon as I can. I don't know how I could justify it to Kazuya if I don't."


"Is he so strict? Does he control you so very much?"


"It's not that. He sacrifices so very much for us. He isn't strict: he just wants us to have good grades in school, you see..." but Sanma interrupted him with another passionate kiss. 




CHAPTER 6


A VERY SPECIAL CUSTOMER






Naoki held a party in his villa for Saburo's eighteen birthday and invited all his dearest gay friends. Among them was Takeshi, a TV script-writer, a twenty eight-year-old man, remarkably elegant and likeable and, even though not really beautiful, decidedly attractive. Takeshi had heard Saburo's story from Naoki, and, wanting to know about it in more detail, he asked the boy to tell him about it at length. Saburo didn't have any problem with this, so he told the young man about his parents death until their arrival to Tokyo, about the heavy work-load of his elder brother to support them, about his first misadventure with the bookseller, even though he did blush more than once at this point, and his meeting with Naoki.

Takeshi listened in total fascination. He liked the boy's lucid analysis of the events and of the people. And he also liked the love with which the boy talked about Naoki so that, even if at first Takeshi thought he would have liked to have the boy in his bed, he discarded that thought. Even later, talking with Naoki himself, he became aware that the director was in love with this young lover. Takeshi never liked to interfere with a couple; but he really liked Saburo, so he offered the boy his friendship and Saburo accepted it with great pleasure. In fact he found the man's personality genuinely fascinating.


That evening, when Takeshi was back home, he immediately took notes about the boy's tale on his word processor, thinking that elements of his story could be used in one of his next scripts.


A few weeks after the party for Saburo's birthday, Takeshi was invited to another party at the home of a fashion photographer. This party was really different from the one at Naoki's home. While the director gave a simple, intimate - almost informal - party, to celebrate the birthday of the boy he loved and to introduce him to his best friends, the photographer held a somewhat more eccentric party, inviting his most original, or handsome, or famous friends. In fact there were a painter, a singer, a fashion designer with his latest flame, a really beautiful model, the son of a rich industrialist and even a distant relative of the Emperor. All in attendance were wealthy or sophisticated people. His friend the photographer, as each of the guests arrived, made them change into a yukata, and he'd hired seven very young, beautiful boys to serve the refreshments. All the boys wore just a black happi and fundoshi that made them appear really sexy.


Finally, on that evening the host also had one remarkably beautiful boy, about twenty-four years old who wore only a bright red happi and fundoshi. His assumed self-confidence almost moved Takeshi very much indeed.


"My dear friends, may I introduce you to Kazuya? He is the foremost of the boys from the "King of Boys"... and you know what that means, don't you? Well, he is also one of the most sexually skilled, besides being fabulously beautiful as well. And he is also versatile; he would be able to make everyone of us here very happy. But this splendid boy will be the prize of the person among us who will get the highest score in the party-games that our boys will propose for us. A prize he can take home with him and enjoy for a full twenty-four hours however he likes, completely payed for. The only thing our 'prize' asked me to specify (even if I think it was not really necessary), is that he doesn't like any S-and-M games. Well, my friends, let's start with the games, and may the best man win!"


Kazuya had accepted that booking for the party because the pay was really excellent. He observed all of those men and asked himself who among them would win him for the night, and how would he be treated for the next twenty-four hours.


Takeshi also looked at Kazuya and felt a great sense of sympathy for the young man. To be the prize for a pack of sex-hungry men wasn't a very encouraging perspective. The idea of making another human a 'prize' seemed humiliating to him. To treat him like an object... The boy didn't give him the impression of being one of those corrupted boys who were ready to do anything just to earn money, and yet Kazuya had obviously accepted that night's appearance. What kind of person, then, could he be?


The games began. Takeshi, different from the others who seemed to do their best to win the prize, played for courtesy toward the host. The first game consisted in being blindfolded and then trying to recognize, just touching their genitals, which of the seven boys was Koichi, that is, the boy who had had his fundoshi pulled off by the host at the beginning of the game. Takeshi and another guest won the first three points and, at least for Takeshi, it was only by luck that he picked the correct boy.


The second game was a kind  of "Snakes and Ladders". On the floor there were forty nine numbered cushions, and on seven of them one of the boys were sitting. There was also a big die. Whoever arrived at a cushion with one of the boys in his round of the cushions could, until his next turn, caress, touch, or kiss him. Takeshi ended the run third, with one other point.


Takeshi noticed that Kazuya was sitting aside by himself and was looking with a slight smile at the progress of the games.


The third game was a quiz about famous gay persons of the past or in literature. Each boy proposed one question and went to sit on the lap of the first guest answering it correctly, also giving him one point. Takeshi, didn't get any points in this game. He looked somewhat amused at the relative of the Emperor, two of the boys sitting on his lap, with his hands shamelessly busy under the boys' fundoshis...


Also in the fourth game Takeshi again didn't get any points. All the guest were coupled with one of the boys and had to pass them some apples without using their hands. It was a good excuse to brush against the body of the obliging boy. Takeshi and his boy came in fifth.


In the fifth game Takeshi got two points, because he guessed correctly which of the boys, though facing backward from the guests and pantomiming masturbation, was really beating off.


In the sixth game Takeshi got one point, because he came in third. He had to recognize what each of the boy had drunk by just kissing them.


In the seventh and final game, Takeshi got three points, and became the winner. He had been able to say, with more precision than the others, the exact measurements of the erect members of the seven boys. In this way, he won Kazuya's company for a day and a night.


So he approached the boy and told him: "It seems you have to come with me. Let's put on our clothes, and then we can go."


"Yes, certainly. I'm happy you won me, sir..."


"Oh, really? And why is that?" the man asked curiously.


Kazuya laughed coyly, then with a low voice, said, "They told me I had to say that..."


Takeshi liked the frank answer and, smiling at him, nodded in understanding. Then they went to dress. Takeshi bade farewell to all the company and they left the party together. They got into Takeshi's car. Takeshi started the engine and, while he took the road, asked Kazuya, "What impressions do you have of being won as a prize?"


"None. To me it's just a job."


"Has it happened to you before?"


"No, this is the first time."


"And it doesn't give you any feeling at all?" Takeshi asked, unbelieving.


"Well, it's not so different from being chosen by a customer at the agency. Even if you hadn't actually chosen me... But possibly you would have preferred one of the other boys.."


"No, not at all. I like you even more. But tell me, why do you do work like this?"


"It's very well-paid."


"But you aren't gay, do you do it only for the money." Takeshi said with the tone of one who has heard these speeches many times over.


"No, I'm gay, and I enjoy it. But this work allows me to earn more, less stressfully, than what I did before. And as I have three younger brothers beside myself to support..."


"Three brothers? What did you say your name is?"


"Kazuya."


"Is that your real name?" the writer, suddenly curious and recalling Saburo's story asked.


"Yes, it is."


"And your brothers - what are their names?"


"Jiro, Saburo and Yukio. Why?"


"Nothing, just talk... Do you feel like telling me your story?"


"No, sorry. I don't like playing the role of the poor boy having a tear jerking story to justify himself or to get pity. If I sell my body, for an hour or a night or even a whole day of sex, it is just what I do for a living. I'm sorry..."


Takeshi liked this proud answer. "You're right, of course, it is I who should apologize. I didn't win your soul, only your body. And it is a very beautiful body, too, by the way."


"Thank you. No, it is not that... I've been rude; sorry. You seem to be a respectable person. It's just that..."


"No, you shouldn't apologise. Listen, is it all right if we don't go to my place? Have you ever eaten in an African restaurant?"


"No, never."


"Do you feel like trying that?"


"As you wish, of course."


"No, listen: let's make an agreement: I don't like the idea that you have to do anything that comes over me for the next twenty-four hours; rather, because you've been payed, I'll take you wherever you want and you can go on your way. I would like to spend twenty four hours with you, of course, but only if you are yourself, not just a prize. Would you tell me what you really like and what you don't? I don't want you to be a robot or a slave." Takeshi said impetuously.


Kazuya looked at him with heightened curiosity, and smiled, "All right, as you wish. Please take me home, then."


"All right." the man said.


Kazuya, with a little smile on his lips, showed him the way. When they were in front of his house, Kazuya said: "I like you. If you wait just a few moments, I'll change my clothes and come back. Then I think I would like to go to that African restaurant with you..."


"What?" Takeshi, caught off balance, asked.


"If you haven't changed your mind, of course," Kazuya added.


"No, I haven't changed my mind!" Takeshi said merrily, "I'll wait for you here with great pleasure. And I think I'm going to pass twenty-four very agreeable hours, with you, too!"


"I feel so, too. Wait; I'll be quick," Kazuya said, running upstairs to change clothes.


He was back in about ten minutes, now wearing less flashy clothes, more subdued, more appropriate for a young man of his age. Takeshi looked at appreciatively.


They went to the African restaurant. While they were eating, Kazuya asked questions of Takeshi, and also answered Takeshi's questions so that, little by little, he had told the man his entire life-story. And Takeshi became aware of two things - that Kazuya was really Saburo's friend, and that the two brothers didn't know about each other's sexuality. He also understood that the two brothers worshipped each other. Of course he said nothing about having met Saburo.


He liked Kazuya very much, and he was glad to have met him. He found him not only really handsome and intelligent, but also a youth of delightful character as well.


"Aren't you sad that you had to interrupt your studies?"


"There was nothing else I could do. It's useless to regret what has been not possible, isn't it? And anyway, my brothers are fully rewarding me for any sacrifice I may have made - they all are very good in their schoolwork. And at home as well. They are growing up well, and I'm very proud of them all."


"Well, in two or three years the second can start to work, right? What is he studying?"


"Economics at Tokyo University."


"Therefore he will for sure get a good job; he will earn a good salary and help you with the other two brothers."


"No. He will have to save his money to marry, and to have his own life. I can't ask him to give that up. I am saving some money, anyway. I don't want, and I cannot continue to live like this forever. When Yukio is settled, then, maybe, I would like to open a little shop, somewhere."


"Yes, that seems like a good idea. What kind of shop?"


"My dream would be a bookshop, possibly in a small provincial town."


"Why a bookshop? It will not give you big earnings."


"But I can read all the books I want for free!"


"Yes, I see."


They spoke for a long while. Kazuya was spontaneous and simple, because he didn't feel as if he was "with a customer". And Takeshi didn't feel like he was "with a boy-san," either. They really enjoyed being together. They left the restaurant and Takeshi proposed him to go to a club in Akasaka to have a drink. This club was mainly attended by men of letters - writers, critics, poets, reporters, or publishers. Takeshi knew most of the customers.


When he introduced Kazuya, one of Takeshi's friends asked: "What is your work, mister Omura?"


"He's a social worker." Takeshi answered readily. Kazuya threw him a short amused glance.


"Ah, very interesting. Do you see children? The elderly?"


"No, people having problems with loneliness or stress, or maladjusted people... His work consists of making them find the taste to enjoy life again." Takeshi said.


"That's really interesting. We need more people like you, mister Omura, in this absurd society. But, being still so young, isn't it a big burden to saddle yourself with such difficult problems?"


"Well, I do my best. Certainly, at times it is somewhat stressful for me. I meet people of all kinds, and it's not always easy to understand what they really need, besides their most obvious needs, of course." Kazuya said.


When they were alone again, Kazuya asked Takeshi, "Why did you say I was a social worker? Wasn't it simpler just to say, 'I don't know', or something like a waiter, or a bartender? Would you have been ashamed to be seen by your friends with a simple bartender?"


"No, not at all. It's just that you, in some ways, really are a kind of social worker. I just spoke the lie that was nearest to the truth."


"I never thought of myself in such a way. You're able to embellish things..."


"Before, you said a very beautiful thing: it is not always easy to understand what they really need, besides sex (which you didn't say, of course). This means that you have asked yourself that, and that for you, your customers are not just people asking for a fuck."


"To come to the agency to pay for a boy, they must have some problems. At least too little self-confidence about being able to attract another person. Possibly they are disheartened, lonely, who knows? Especially for some of the very young customers."


"There are also some sexual maniacs, I imagine."


"No; well very few, anyway. And these are probably the ones who have more problems than all the others. Certainly, it's not I who am able to solve their real problems, unfortunately."


Takeshi was feeling more and more attracted to Kazuya. Not only just physically, even if he liked his body a lot, but for his personality. And Takeshi thought that Kazuya was wasting himself as a boy-san. Life, at times, is very unfair.


"And your brothers? What kind of persons are they?"


"Oh, you'd have to know them! One is better than another. I have a special liking for Yukio, the youngest. He's now seventeen. But all three of them are quite exceptional in their own ways. Jiro is sensible, very serious. Saburo is whimsical and artistic. Now he has a part-time job as a TV actor. Still in secondary roles, but I believe he has the makings of a real actor in time. He's nineteen years old and is near to graduation from high school. I think he's planning to enter a special school for actors. There's a director at the TV studio who seems to have a liking for him. Saburo is a really good boy. Yes, they really are one better than another; I think our father, had he lived, would have been very proud of them all."


"And of you, too, I think."


"Of me? A boy-san? He would be so ashamed of me as to die, poor man!"


"I would not be at all ashamed to have a son just like you."


"You are very kind to say so."


"I like you very much, Kazuya."


"Thank you. I too li..."


"Why did you stop?" Takeshi curious asked.


"Because you might think that those are just the words of a boy-san to his customer."


"But... is it so?"


"No."


"And I believe you. Can't you forget for a day being a boy-san?"


"Yes, forgive me. I really do like you very much, Takeshi."


"Where would you like to go now, Kazuya? It's for you to propose something. Even out-of-town, if you like. I don't feel tired, and tomorrow I am free, so, even if we stay overnight, it would be fine with me."


"Then... there is a fine place I've heard of; it's called Idoya. There are open air spas from where one can see Mount Fuji, and they're open twenty-four hours. We could go there and relax, and soak in the warm water until the sunrise. How does that seem to you?"


Takeshi agreed enthusiastically. He knew where the spot was, he had been there a couple of times, even if never at night. They left the club and took the motorway out of Tokyo, going up into the hills. Along the way they chatted about several different matters. Takeshi liked to hear what Kazuya thought about different subjects and he was more and more fascinated by Kazuya's personality. It was quite evident that the boy was habituated to think deeply about things and, even if he had firm opinions on some points, he didn't have prejudices about them and was able to evaluate and appreciate a point-of-view different from his own. Takeshi also thought once more that it was a great pity Kazuya had to give up his studies to support his brothers and himself.


They reached the spa. They entered, undressed, washed each other, and then went to plunge into the large hot-water pool among the trees and rocks. The moon shone high in the sky. In the pool there were two other customers, two elderly gentlemen whispering in a corner. Takeshi and Kazuya went to sit near the small hot waterfall.


"If you could have attended the university what would you have liked to study?" Takeshi asked at a certain point.


"Modern Literature, probably."


"Do you like modern stories?"


"Yes. When I can, I read them. But I also like classical literature, especially theatre."


"Classical theatre? Noh? Kabuki?"


"Especially Noh."


"Have you seen many of them?"


"Just some excerpts on TV."


"You never went to a theater?"


"I don't have the time to. But sooner or later I want very much to go."


While they were chatting, Takeshi looked at Kazuya's body through the clear water of the pool, enjoying his beautiful form.


"You are really beautiful, Kazuya, you have a splendid body."


"Your body is beautiful, too. Do you go to a gym?"


"No, I do some sports and some few exercises when I wake up; that's all. And do you go to a gym?"


"An hour every day before going home from work. The gym is near my job, and it's open twenty-four hours a day."


"Of course, in Tokyo you can find anything even in the deep of night. I didn't imagine there were all-hours gyms. Yes, you have really a very beautiful body." Takeshi repeated, looking at him with obvious pleasure. Kazuya noticed, through the clear water, Takeshi's developing hardon.


Smiling gently he asked: "Do you want me now?"


"It would be difficult not to want you now. You're such a splendid boy, and not just physically. These hours spent with you have been really great, until now. And I really like you in all the ways I could mean by that, too."


"Why don't we ask for a room? After the sunrise we could stay here and enjoy a quiet day. I, too, want you, Takeshi."


"You really desire me?" the man asked pleasurably, quivering at the thought.


"Yes. I think making love with you could be really great. You are a gentle and virile man, just like I really like."


Takeshi was silent, pleased by the compliment, and thought he had been very lucky indeed to have met such a boy. The two elderly men in the opposite corner of the pool were looking away, so Takeshi stretched out his arm and brushed against Kazuya's chest in a light caress. The boy sweetly smiled and moved nearer to him so he could caress the man's side as well.


"I'd like to kiss you. If these two there weren't here..." Kazuya whispered. Now he, too, was aroused. Then he added, "But... do we have to wait here for the sunrise?"


Takeshi understood the hint: "No, we can also enjoy it from one of the rooms just as well. Do you want to go there now?"


"Yes, please..."


They left the pool, their members fiercely erect, without even trying to cover them with their little towels. They dried each other off and dressed in the light yukatas provided by the spa. Takeshi asked for a room and for breakfast at eight 'o clock. They entered the room and found that the futons were already spread. Takeshi pulled off his yukata, pulled off Kazuya's, and they embraced tightly and kissed passionately. The man felt Kazuya's body shudder with pleasure against his own.


"At last..." Kazuya murmured while they glided, still embracing, onto the futon.


"At last?" Takeshi asked with a slightly stupefied smile.


"Yes. I was dying to make love to you. From the time we were in the club, I felt a great desire to touch you."


"And yet you didn't?"


"I didn't know if you desired me as well. I hoped that you did, but you didn't even brush against me, you didn't make me understand if... You didn't choose me, I had just been given you as a prize..."


"But I do like you, so very much."


"Now, I know. It's beautiful to feel desired."


"All your clients desires you, don't they?"


"It's different. They desire my ass, or my cock, or my mouth, some part of my body, in short. I know that you, instead, desire me, Kazuya. Am I wrong?"


"No, you aren't. I'm not interested in just fucking you, I really want to make love with you. Certainly, I'll also enjoy your beautiful body, that's natural. But I would like to get something more than that; can you understand?"


"I do, and it's the same for me," Kazuya said as he kissed the man who was holding him so tight.


Their tongues played with each other, suckling each other, while Takeshi, lying against the boy, gently brushed his groin against Kazuya's groin, erection against erection, enjoying their firm, hot, palpitating turgidity.


Their bodies touched, searched, pressed against each other, quite as if they wanted to merge into one single being. Kazuya liked feeling the sweet weight of that virile body against him. He spread his legs and circled Takeshi's waist with them, while with his arms he embraced the man's back, holding him tightly against himself. He felt that he wanted desperately to belong completely to Takeshi.


The man, perceiving the boy's desire, took his face between his hands and, looking in his eyes, said meaningfully, "I want you!"


"Yes." Kazuya answered with shining eyes.


Takeshi slid down the boy's body to bring his pubes to the right point. Kazuya took his member and guided it between his buttocks while Takeshi started to push his pelvis forward, holding the boy's body between his arms so that his hands grasped the boy's shoulders completely, pulling his body close to him. Kazuya felt the man's glans pointing into his anal flesh-bud, widening it little by little, creeping into it strong and hard, beginning to slip inside him, throbbing inside him. And Kazuya shivered with pleasure.


"Is everything okay?" the man asked thoughtfully, stopping to look at Kazuya expression.


"Oh, yes, certainly. Don't stop, please! I like feeling you inside me." the boy said with a sweet mile full of pleasure.


Takeshi resumed inserting himself into the boy's wonderfully enclosing love-channel. He could feel the hot flesh palpitating around his hard rod as it was welcomed inside. Finally he felt his testicles pressed against Kazuya's firm, round little buttock. Then the man started to slip out slowly and then to plunge again inside the boy with deep, rhythmic moves, each time pressing deeply into him. Kazuya, in turn, began to churn his hips at each thrust, and to squeeze his sphincter tight each time the fleshy rod tried to withdraw itself.


"Oh, that's so great..." Takeshi murmured, excited and panting at the same time while continuing to take the boy's ass that way, and feeling he was reaching seventh heaven. Kazuya took the man's nipples between his fingers and lightly pinched them, and the man said to him, "Oh, Kazuya, you're driving me mad, it's just too beautiful to be believed!"


"I like it very much, too. You're as strong as a stallion in heat; I love how you take me."


Takeshi continued to probe inside him, back and forth, back and forth, in a continuing but not rapid rhythm, almost majestically, strongly, masculinely, until his body began to shudder, at first gently, then more intensely, tensing like a harp-string, while the thrusting movements of Takeshi's cock became more resolute, more rapid, but always under control. Kazuya discovered with mounting pleasure the symptoms of impending orgasm on the man's face. Now, at each thrust Takeshi emitted a low moan of intense joy. Kazuya felt him shuddering with more and more intensity, accelerating, then pushing himself deep inside with all the force he could manage, while pulling against him and emptying himself inside him in a series of orgasmic explosions, moaning with the intensity of his pleasure.


Kazuya made him relax beside him while he caressed his back, and Takeshi, from time to time, still shivered deeply. Their lips searched for each other, met, united, and parted, and they kissed each other with great passion, until Takeshi resumed his normal breathing and his heart beat normally again.


"But now I want to give you pleasure, Kazu..." the man tenderly whispered.


He freed himself from the intimate union with the boy and began to kiss and lick him all over, lingering on the most erogenous points. Now it was the boy's turn to be all a-quiver. Kazuya felt like a lyre whose plectrum was a skillful tongue, which was able to make him vibrate from head to toe, and which was rapidly bringing him to the apex of pleasure. And when Kazuya, tense and shuddering, felt his companion's lips engulfing his own palpitating, hard member, he emitted a low moan, arching his body, and murmuring, almost as a warning, "I'm... I'm near... cumming... I'm cum... ooooh.... ooooh.... oh oooh... ooohhhh!" and lay, inert, unable to move at all with the intensity of the pleasure he had been given.


Takeshi continued to suck with great ardour, making the boy's shaft slide deep inside his throat, and he greedily drank each spurt of the warm liqueur the boy was giving him.


Lying down, loosely embracing each other, the two were savouring the post-orgasmic relaxation, when Takeshi, nodding his head at the window, said with great emotion, "Look, the sun is rising on the Mount Fuji! Isn't it splendid? Look at its magnificent colors!"


"Yes, it's beautiful, it makes one feel at peace with all of the world."


"Also, being like this with you makes me feel at peace with the world." Takeshi whispered caressing the boy's hollow belly.


Kazuya smiled, barely nodding. He too liked being naked, lying near this man. It was lucky to have been "won" by that wonderful man...


He recalled all the games. While the others, as soon as they could put their hands on one of the boys groped them with scarcely hidden lust, to get the maximum pleasure from them as they could, he noticed that Takeshi, even if caressing them, did so with a kind of tenderness. As, just before, he had made love with him as a human being and not just as a pleasure-boy. It was very rare, and Kazuya, inside his heart, was grateful to the man for that. He rose on one side and gave the man a rapid kiss, on impulse, on his chest, then lay down again, pleasurably confused at that instinctive gesture.


Takeshi turned towards him, putting his leg over the boy's, his arm on the boy's tummy and, smiling to him, said: "I feel so great. Thank you, Kazu."


Kazuya blushed. It didn't happen often that he blushed. But the warmth in the man's words touched him deeply and, at the same time, he felt modesty in his emotion. No, this man wasn't a "client" he thought, satisfied. Even if he would never again meet him, Kazuya was grateful to him for the hours of intense joy that Takeshi was giving him. He would have liked to have a way to show to the man his gratitude but didn't know how he could do it. After all, the man was a famous writer, and he was just a boy-san. Having illusions was useless.


Illusions. No. He couldn't even hope to find a lover as long as he had to be a boy-san, and yet he had to continue to do that work for years. And when he could finally stop it, his youth would be irredeemably lost.


He didn't complain; he didn't make it a problem; it just was so, and he accepted it. After all, he thought, he was luckier than many of the other boys doing the same job.




CHAPTER 7


TAKESHI AND THE OMURAS






Jiro was depressed. The last time Satoshi and he had made love, Satoshi told him that his firm had offered him a promotion on condition that he transferred to the firm's Hong Kong branch for five years. Satoshi had reluctantly accepted their offer.

Jiro told him that he understood - that he was right - but inside himself he grieved - if Satoshi had really loved him, he would not have deserted him. On the other hand (the boy was reflecting to himself while sitting at a table in a gay bar, and he was drinking alone), Satoshi never told him to love him, apart from the moment of his orgasm, once or twice. But occasionally one can say things that, with a cold mind, one is not ready to repeat. As Satoshi had.


Then a man asked if he could sit at his table. Jiro looked at him - he was a sensual, elegant man. Saburo decided that moment that he would go to bed with him. At least he would stop thinking about Satoshi.


"Please..." he answered with a smile.


"But then, you are able to smile." the man said, sitting down.


"Eh? What?" Jiro asked, looking at him with surprise.


The man looked at him with a gentle smile: "I've been looking at you for about an hour, and you were so serious that I asked myself if you were even able to smile. I see that you are, and I am quite pleased to make this discovery: you have a really sweet smile. A boy your age should always smile. How old are you?"


"Twenty-one. But even at such an age one could have some reasons not to smile."


"Yes, certainly, but when you smile you become so very, very pleasing to look at."


"Are you saying that I'm your type?" Jiro asked, directly.


The man smiled again: "Well, yes, I am. Does that bother you?"


"No; on the contrary: I hoped that, having come to sit here, near me, you'd propose to take me away with you, tonight."


"Are you always so direct?"


"No... but tonight," Jiro said, slightly embarrassed.


"Why? Is tonight somewhat special?" the man asked.


"Yes, I'm getting over being in love. And this is my second time. I've had just two men in my life, and both of them preferred their careers to me."


"Yes, it often happens, especially here in Japan - career first, even before family, even before affections. Possibly this is one of our society's less desirable aspects."


"So, don't you want me to go to bed with you?"


"Well, we haven't even introduced ourselves..."


"My name is Jiro."


"Jiro? How do you do. I'm Takeshi."


"How do you do."


"So, would you like to come away from here with me tonight?"


"Yes, I would."


While they were going to Takeshi's car, something went off in the man's head. Thinking it was unlikely, he anyway asked: "Do you have brothers, sisters?"


"Three brothers; I'm the second oldest."


"Do you attend university?"


"Yes, Tokyo University."


"What's your brothers' name?"


"Why?"


"Bah, almost all Jiros have an older brother named Ichiro before them or a Saburo after them." Takeshi said, hoping that the boy would say his brother's name.


Jiro laughed: "Well, you're half right, anyway. My elder brother is named Kazuya, not Ichiro; but my next brother really is named Saburo. And the littlest one is called Yukio..."


Takeshi started: the boy was really Kazuya's brother! To look at him carefully, now, he could see the strong family resemblance.


"You still live with your parents, I presume." Takeshi said, looking for the final confirmation as his considered this mentally.


"No, we four brothers are orphans; our parents are deceased."


Strange: he had met three of them, now, with Jiro; and they were all gay, unbeknown to each other. It would have been very amusing if the little one, Yukio was... but that was really pure fantasy. Jiro looked at the man sharply but kept silent. He asked himself if it was really wise to go away with a stranger. But the man seemed to be an honest person, and he was also rather attractive.


They arrived at Takeshi's house after a thirty-minute drive. Entering in the elegant apartment and pulling of his shoes, Jiro asked: "Do you live alone?"


"Yes. Can I offer you a drink?"


"Thank you..."


"What would you like?" the man asked leading him into a broad living room furnished in a modern European style.


"Whatever you're drinking would be fine."


"I really love green apple juice, but..."


"Apple juice is fine, then."


"Do you like to study?"


"Yes. What do you do?"


"I write TV scripts."


"Ah, my brother Saburo is a TV actor."


"Oh, really?" Takeshi asked, pretending not to know. Then, putting his glass on the table, he asked: "Can we put on some music?"


"As you like. But... I'm sorry, but I can't be too late. If... if you want..." the boy said, embarrassed.


"Let's go to the other room, then," the man said amusedly, rising. The boy followed him. The bedroom was also in the western style with a king-size bed, in the center of the room. Takeshi adjusted the lights so that they spread a diffused, indirect glow.


"Is it okay, like this? I like being able to see while I'm making love."


"Yes, I like it too," the boy said sotto-voce; he seemed to be losing his self-confidence.


Takeshi drew nearer and started to unbutton his shirt, slowly, one button after the other. Jiro, stood still and let. While the man was opening Jiro's shirt, stroked his chest through hiss pink T-shirt. The boy shivered slightly. Takeshi pulled the boy's shirt off and raised the pink T shirt over his chest. The boy raised his arms to allow him to pull it off. The man lifted the T shirt more and bent to suck his nipple. Jiro moaned, part in surprise and part in pleasure, and shivered again. Then Takeshi opened the boy's belt and trousers. The man's fingers brushed against the tense swollen crotch. The man noticed with pleasure, as he pushed the boy's trousers to his ankles, that the boy was already aroused. Jiro raised himself up on one foot, then the other, helping the man pull off his trousers. Takeshi caressed Jiro's legs up to the boy's thighs, then his ass. He liked the boy's body - fresh, strong, lean, and athletic. To be precise, he preferred Kazuya's body, more adult, virile, and shapely, but Jiro excited him very much as well. The boy's erection under his tenting briefs, was conspicuous and very exciting. Takeshi tackled the last obstacle to full contemplation of that body ready to make love to him. He seized the elastic band of the thin underwear and started to pull it downward. First there appeared a thick bush of black hair, then the elastic band caught on the hard rod, resisted momentarily, then bent down and finally sprang free, straight, and beautiful. The boy's briefs fell to the floor, about his feet.


Takeshi turned Jiro around, touching and caressing him, while admiring his shape. Yes, while Kazuya seemed more beautiful to him, his brother was quite desirable too. He felt the boy quivering more and more under his caresses.


"Aren't you undressing?" the boy asked, slightly embarrassed, without looking at him.


"I was waiting for you to do it..." the man answered, but he started to pull off his jacked and tie.


Jiro unbuttoned his shirt and, little by little, undressed him. When Takeshi was naked too, he went over to the bed, sitting in its center, legs open, knees against his chest. The boy looked over Takeshi's body in a long caressing glance. Takeshi made an inviting gesture, and Jiro went onto the bed on all fours and bent to suck the man's member which rose straight between his thighs. Takeshi caressed him, pleased, asking himself what the boy could desire in bed, what he liked to do.


Almost as if in answer to his thought, Jiro stood up, went astride the man's pelvis and crouched down until the man's rod was brushing against the crease of his buttocks. Takeshi understood that the boy wanted to be taken in that position, sitting on his lap and facing him, so he guided Jiro until the boy was in the right position. Then the Jiro suddenly slid down, impaling himself on Takeshi's love-spear.


"Aaahhhaaa... that's so gooood..." the boy exclaimed while filling himself to the hilt.


Takeshi felt a short, sharp pain in his foreskin's frenum, tense by the spasm of that sudden movement, but at the same time he also felt a strong pleasure. Jiro leaned back, resting his back on the man's raised thighs, and pushed his hands backward, near Takeshi's feet. Forced onto his hands and feet Jiro started to rise and fall in a fast rhythm, self-fucking on the strong, stiff male rod, throwing his head back and closing his eyes, prey to an intense pleasure.


Takeshi then started to knead the chest and genitals of the boy, and Jiro shuddered and moaned, while he continued with determination to fuck himself up and down and moaned incoherently.


Takeshi was enjoying that unusual (for him) way of making love, and noticed that the boy was completely lost in his own world of pleasure. Evidently, Jiro was using Takeshi to pleasure himself. The man was not annoyed by that, even if, by his own character, he would have liked a more tender union, as it had been that with Jiro's elder brother, Kazuya.


Jiro was moaning stronger and stronger, continuing to impale himself vigorously, unrestrained, nearer and nearer to his own orgasm. And then he suddenly came, squirting the man's chest and belly with his seed. Takeshi, almost in reflex to the boy's enjoyment, also reached a strong orgasm, and emptied himself inside the boy.


Then Jiro let himself relax on the man's lap, panting deeply, eyes still closed, body covered with rivulets of sweat because of the effort of that passional gymnastic. The boy was still while he caught his breath, resuming little by little its normal rhythm.


Then he opened his eyes, and said to Takeshi very simply, "Thank you."


"You enjoyed yourself," Takeshi commented with a slight smile, almost underlining that the boy had looked just for his own pleasure, and even if he had reached his own orgasm, it was just incidentally.


"I really needed that... It wasn't so great for you, was it?" the boy said, suddenly understanding the hidden message in the man's words.


Takeshi appreciated the boy's sensitivity. He caressed Jiro's chest. The boy seemed almost surprised at that affectionate gesture.


"Aren't you upset with me?" Jiro asked, shy again.


"No; not if you needed it so badly..."


"Normally... normally I'm not... that way."


"I would like to know how you are... normally. We can meet again, can't we?" Takeshi proposed.


"I think I owe you that much. You are very kind - more than I deserve. You must have a bad impression of me."


"Not so bad, since I'm telling you I would like to meet again. Certainly, I hope that if there's a next time, it will be a little better than this one." Takeshi said with a smile.


The boy saw near the bed a box of tissues, took some and cleaned the man's belly and chest, then carefully also his member. Takeshi let him do this, enjoying the careful attention paid to him.


Jiro looked at his watch, then said, embarrassedly, "I have to go now, or I'll be too late."


"Let's get dressed, then." Takeshi said standing up. While they were dressing, the man added with a smile, "Anyway, I'll take you at your home, so you can arrive on time."


"You don't need to; don't trouble yourself for me."


"It would be a pleasure. And then, I don't like letting you go away so soon. On the way we can talk a little more. I would like to know you better."


Jiro looked at him curiously, "There isn't so much of interest to know about me. I'm a rather ordinary boy."


"You are twenty-one years old and, if I understood correctly, I'm only your third man. Believe me, this is not so common. When did you have your first experience?"


"I was sixteen, and if I count them too... you are the sixth."


"I don't understand..."


So Jiro told him how a group of his schoolmates gang-raped him. Takeshi listened to him, commenting occasionally about the boy's misadventure. Then he asked, "Despite such a traumatic beginning, now you enjoy it?"


"The boy who rescued me... I owe it to him if I like it: I think I was deeply in love with him. Probably I still am in love with him, even if it is completely over with, now."


"In spite of the way you made love with me before, I feel you're a very romantic boy."


"Yes, romantic and silly. But now, I don't want to get involved with anybody else. I want to enjoy life, and nothing more than that . At least, I won't suffer like this again. He who doesn't delude himself won't be disappointed, isn't that so?"


"Yes, I understand you. But I prefer to be disappointed than to lose my illusions. Then, everybody is made in his own way..."


"You possibly have more experience than I. At times, I still feel like... a little boy. I would like to have the strength, the solidity of my elder brother. He is a real man. To us, he's been father, mother, brother, friend... that is, not just has been, he still is, of course."


"You really admire your brother." Takeshi noticed, secretly happy.


"And how could I not admire him? I really would like to be like him. He is strong, inside I mean."


They arrived at a place not very far from Jiro's house. The boy thanked Takeshi, got out, then bent over and said shyly, "Do you really want to meet me again?"


"If you would like to..."


"We can meet the day after tomorrow, at 5, at the same bar."


"Willingly."


"I'll see you then; and thank you," the boy said and went quickly toward the house.


Takeshi looked at him going away, started the engine and returned home. He thought he was becoming more and more involved with the Omura family. If he only could meet Kazuya again! He really liked very much that boy.






When Takeshi met Jiro at the bar the next day, the boy went to him with a shy smile: "You really came!" he said in greeting.


"Of course. How are you, today?"


"Not so different from a couple of days ago, but I promise you that today, if you take me home with you, I will do it your way." Jiro said, lightly blushing.


"Well, one time for each of us?" Takeshi asked a little ironically.


"At least, today I've more time." Jiro said somewhat embarrassed but smiling at the man.


Takeshi thought of the way each of the three brothers he knew smiled, they all had something in common. The gentleness, the frankness, but also a certain way of folding the lips. There was, in short, a family resemblance.


They chatted a while at the bar, then they left. Arriving at Takeshi's house, the man embraced Jiro and kissed him on the mouth.


Jiro returned the kiss and meanwhile lowered his hand to feel between the man's legs: "You are already aroused, too." he murmured with pleasure.


"Well, certainly I am - you're a really handsome boy, and very desirable, too."


"You're a handsome man. And you have even a nice... tool, here."


"Undress me, then; go on." Takeshi said, starting to undress the boy.


Jiro, this time, as soon as he uncovered the man's chest, bent to suck his nipples while they continued to undress each other. This time he's caring about my pleasure, Takeshi thought, pleased, and devoted himself to the boy's pleasure. When they were completely naked, Takeshi pulled Jiro onto the bed with himself and lay lip to crotch; they united in a passionate sixty-nine. The boy did his best and in a short time they both were all a-quiver.


Then Takeshi turned around and embraced Jiro again and kissed him on the mouth, while with a finger he gently teased the boy's anus. Jiro pushed his erection against him, caressed the shuddering member, and pushed his tight little ass against that inquisitive finger.


Then Takeshi whispered to him, his voice filled with desire, "Turn over..."


The boy immediately lay on his tummy. Takeshi made him lift his pelvis, so that he could grasp the boy's member. Then, staring to slowly masturbate him with his hand, the man knelt between Jiro's widespread thighs and bent to lick is anus, pink like a bud ready to open. Jiro shuddered and pushed his hips up, the to better offer himself to the skilled tongue so exquisitely exploring him.


"Now I'm going to take you, Jiro." Takeshi whispered parting the boy's buttocks with both his hands and applying the tip of his rod to the hole he'd well-moistened with saliva.


"Yes." the boy begged, shifting to a kneeled position, his legs widespread, his chest against the mattress.


Takeshi, holding him by his hips, entered him with short, firm strokes, slipping inside the boy little by little.


Jiro pushed back to meet the man's hard rod and at each stroke excitedly murmured: "Yes... so... oooh... good... ooooh... so.... sooo..."


The pleasure with which the boy welcomed him, added to Takeshi's own pleasure and, when he was completely inside the love channel, started to ride Jiro with relish. Jiro was all a-quiver, and enjoyed the man's thrusts; he underlined each of them with a short moan. Takeshi put his hand on the boy's chest and made him rise, so that now Jiro was leaning against Takeshi's chest, turned the boy's face and kissed him pushing deeply his tongue into the fresh hot mouth. Jiro sucked on the older man's tongue with joy.


The boy stared to masturbate himself, while the man continued to fill his rectum with his powerful missile.


"Do you like me, like this?" the boy panted.


"Yes, I like it; I like you..." Takeshi, who was enjoying the boy much more than the first time, answered, and panted, "... and you? Do you like it?"


"You're so strong, I like how you make me feel all of it. I would like it if you hold off from cumming for a while."


"Well, I'll try not to, but you haven't to cum, either," Takeshi said pulling Jiro's hand from his member, and gently caressed it while he continued to take the boy's willing ass with great vigour.


Despite the air conditioning, their bodies shone with myriads of sweat droplets. When Takeshi felt the point of no return approaching dangerously, he slipped out from the boy's ass and made him turn around to embrace him, and kissed him deeply for a long time, waiting for the pleasure level to return to a safer degree.


Jiro asked him, eventually, "Do you have a boyfriend?"


"No, even if I've half fallen for a boy I very much adore. But I don't know if I ever could have him all to myself."


"Is he very beautiful?"


"I like him very much. Yes. I think he is very, very beautiful."


"And does he like you?"


"I think so, but I don't know if enough for..."


"Did you already make love with him?"


"Yes, just once. And it has been so beautiful..."


Takeshi had a strange impression about talking to Jiro about his brother Kazuya, without the boy suspecting it.


Jiro said: "Then, look for him again, be with him often, so you can discover if he's interested in you. By the way, you are a really desirable man, and I'd be very much surprised if he didn't like you."


"He is a boy-san."


"What's that?"


"He works in one of the agencies where one can go to choose a boy, and to have sex with him."


"And you're in love with him?" Jiro asked with some amazement, looking at him sharply to understand what the man really felt for that boy.


"I'm falling in love. He's a very exceptional boy. Not just beautiful, I mean."


"Why don't you tell him?"


"Possibly, one day or another. I want, before that, to be better known by him. I want to know if he'll fall in love with me or not."


"And do you like me?"


"You are very pretty and gentle. I like making love to you. And I like the way you welcome me inside you."


"I like the way you take me, too."


Takeshi smiled and kissed him again. Then he slipped between the boys legs and that time took him face to face.


Jiro, while he was being taken again, smiled to Takeshi and said, "I like this way more. I like to look at your manly body as you're taking me. I like feeling you inside me and seeing you over me: it is a truly wonderful sensation."


Takeshi smiled and started to piston back and forth inside him with vigour combined with the tenderness Jiro inspired in him. If he hadn't been so strongly attracted to Kazuya, he could have thought seriously about having a serious relationship with Jiro. The boy, his legs widespread, welcomed the man into himself with a kind of sweet abandon. Takeshi lowered himself to kiss him, continuing to piston inside him. The boy's shudders told him how much he was enjoying that passionate penetration. They continued in this way, stopping for a while when they were too near orgasm, then starting again until, finally, Takeshi let himself go and with a strong shiver of emotion, unloaded himself deep inside the boy.


Then he asked Jiro, "Do you feel like taking me, now?"


"But, would you really like me to do that?"


"Yes. Your tiny ass is really delicious, but this nice tool you have here entices me a lot as well. Take me. Go on."


"With pleasure." the boy answered with a smile.


First, Takeshi sucked Jiro's rod, moistening it well with his saliva then, lying with his legs well spread, received the boy into himself. Jiro slipped into him, fully aroused, and soon began to plunge into him with evident pleasure while Takeshi gently teased Jiro's small, turgid nipples.


Jiro too tried to do it as Takeshi had done with him, that is, to stop occasionally to avoid cumming too soon, but he succeeded at this only once. Then he was unable to control himself; he was too excited, so the boy came in great shuddering spurts inside Takeshi's welcoming ass.


Then the man embraced him tightly, keeping him still inside himself, "Do you like taking or being taken best?" he asked, caressing him gently, while the boy was relaxing in satisfaction.


"I don't know. Both, I think. At least with you. And you?"


"The same. I like taking and being taken in the same way. They are two different pleasures, both great. It is beautiful making love, in any way. Especially if your partner makes you feel desired. And you made me feel very desired."


"You too. And then, I like being like this, in your arms. You're so masculine."


"Like you. I don't like effeminate boys. I want them to be really male, like you are."


"I wish you have success with your boy-san."


"And I hope you can find the right person."


"I hope for that very little..."


"Little or much, the important thing is not to stop hoping. Isn't it?"


"Perhaps. Did you ever had a lover?"


"Yes, just one. We lived together for five years. Until three years ago, in fact. Five very beautiful years, they were."


"And then?"


"And then he died. An accident at work. He was a test-pilot for the civil aeronautics agency. He crashed in a prototype he was test flying."


"Oh, I'm very sorry!"


"We met at a demonstration of prototype aircraft. I was your age and doing my first report for a newspaper. I fell in love with him as soon as I saw him. So, while we were flying over the airport, he and I alone, I told him. I don't know where I found the courage to be so bold. He didn't react badly, as I was afraid he would. He just smiled and said, "Why don't you wait for me to do all the flying I have to do? In two hours I go off duty, then you can come home with me. I, too, like you a lot." Well, I was lucky: he too was gay, free, and liked me. He took me in his flat and we made love until the following morning. Only a week later, I moved into his place..."


After Takeshi brought Jiro back to his home, he returned to his own and started to put some papers in order, thinking about Jiro, Kazuya and Saburo. Then he revised some accounts and noticed that Tani was late almost twenty days in paying his rent. It was strange, Tani had always been on the dot. He liked Tani. When he fist met him, Tani was still a student. They met in a gay disco and Takeshi liked the carefree, sensual way in which the boy danced. When Tani left the dance floor, he approached him and offered him a drink. In those days Takeshi's lover was abroad and he occasionally allowed himself, with his lover consent, a few small adventures. His man was not jealous. And he liked that boy very much.


The boy accepted his offer and they chatted with each other over a drink. Then they danced together and Takeshi had the impression that the boy was dancing for him, enticing him. He really did move in a very sensual way. When the DJ put on a slow tune, the boy made Takeshi distinctly feel his erection.


"You are aroused..." Takeshi whispered with pleasure.


"You arouse me..." the boy answered with a coquettish air.


"You arouse me, too..." Takeshi answered.


"Do you have a place?"


"Yes. Do you want to come home with me?"


"Yes, I think it will be somewhat more amusing than staying here." Tani answered with a cunning smile, brushing against him so that he could feel Takeshi's erection as well.


When they arrived at Takeshi's rooms, the boy, while rapidly undressing, asked, "Can you put on some music? I like making love with music; it is more pleasurable for me like that."


Takeshi switched on the stereo then joined Tani on the bed. The boy was already slowly masturbating.


"You have a nice tool." Takeshi said pulling the boy's hand away and feeling the solid erection.


"Do you like my cock? Why don't you give me a blow job, then?" Tani said smiling, opening his legs. Takeshi willingly bent over that really beautiful member, kept it right in his hand, and started to play with his tongue on the shiny dark glans.


"Mmmh, you're very skilled. You are used to licking cocks, aren't you?"


"Sure, my lover's cock, anyway..."


"Ah, you have a lover - and do you cheat on him?"


"He is abroad, now, and we agreed that when we are apart for a long while, we can do it with other people."


"That's good! I too, when I will have a boyfriend, want to have such an agreement with him. Oooohhh... you're really great!"


"Don't you have a boyfriend?"


"No, not at the moment. Oooh, that's gooood!" the boy panted, writhing on the bed in pleasure. Takeshi thought that the boy must have been ready to be penetrated when Tani, spoke before he did, really excited, and said, "Get on all fours, I want fuck you!"


Takeshi, liking it both ways, readily complied. Tani knelt at his back and penetrated him with a few fast, strong strokes; he then started to move inside him with a swivel of his hips, while his pelvis oscillated back and forth. Takeshi appreciated that remarkable technique that allowed him to feel the boy's member against all the walls of his channel.


"You're really skilled, too; you must have lots of experience even if you are still just a boy!"


"You like it, don't you? My first time was at age fourteen. I regularly fucked my thirteen and fifteen year-old cousins, both together. They always quarrelled about who I had to fuck first. Then, also in the boy scouts, several of my patrollers passed by my sleeping bag to be fucked by me, until they caught us and I was expelled. Then, several of my schoolmates, and even one of my teacher at the high school. Yes, I can say I have lot of experience." 




CHAPTER 8


JIRO'S BOYFRIEND






But Tani was nothing but a top; at most he could give a little head occasionally, but he didn't want to hear about being penetrated; so after that first time Takeshi and Tani didn't make love again. They remained, however, if not really friends, in contact. So, when Takeshi heard that Tani was looking for a cheap room to meet his conquests in, Takeshi let him rent one of the four small rooms he had for rent on the ground floor of a house in Ebisu, at a low rent, but with the provision that he wouldn't sublet or host another person for longer than a night. Takeshi also rented the other three rooms to gay acquaintances.

Tani always payed on the dot; therefore, Takeshi decided to pass to his place to leave him a note about being late with the rent: probably the young man had just forgotten, this time.


When he arrived at the room, he was about to slip a note he had prepared in the letterbox, when, thinking that Tani might even be there, he knocked.


From inside a voice said, "Oh, you're already here? What's up; did you forget your key?" and a boy around seventeen, beautiful, and wearing just his underpants, came to open the door.


Takeshi looked at the boy with pleasure and asked him: "Who are you?"


The boy was visibly embarrassed (he had clearly thought it was Tani), but asked, "Who are you, rather."


"I am the landlord. Tani knows I don't want him to sublet. I think I have to vacate the room." Takeshi said, to amuse himself.


The boy's eyes widened, "No, I don't live here; I'm just Sanma's friend, and I was waiting for him."


Takeshi pulled off his shoes and entered the room where he saw a futon already spread out.


"You can't expect me to swallow that! You were in bed; you live here." he said, making a gruff face.


"No, really! Here, look; these are my papers; I've a home elsewhere; check here!" the boy said rummaging in his trousers pocket where they'd been folded, beside the futon and handing him his school card.


Takeshi read through the document and almost got a jolt: there on the document was written 'Omura Yukio' and there was Kazuya's and Jiro's address. The circle was now complete. So all four brothers were gay!


"So, your name is Omura Yukio." Takeshi said almost unbelievingly.


The boy interpreted his tone wrongly, "There's my picture too: you see? I don't live here; you can't evict Tani Sanma - there's no reason for you to do so."


"And you are Tani-san's boyfriend?" Takeshi asked.


"I don't understand..." Yukio started to say, terribly embarrassed.


"With only your underpants on, and the bed ready, in a gay man's home? I can't see how you can deny it. Look, I'm gay too; you've nothing to be ashamed of."


"Well, yes - I am his boyfriend." Yukio admitted, though still clearly embarrassed.


"You're a really handsome boy," Takeshi said, stretching out his hand to caress Yukio, and at the same time he thought that when the boy was Kazuya's age, he would probably be even more beautiful than his older brother.


"You'll not evict him, will you? I was just waiting for him... he gave me a key, but I don't live here..."


"What time will he be back?"


"I've been waiting for him for an hour: if he is not very much later. I was just resting while I waited. It depends on how much work he has at the hospital..."


Takeshi continued to caress the boy who, totally embarrassed, now, didn't move. "I have to talk to him. I'll wait for him with you," Takeshi said, already attracted to the beautiful boy, and the man didn't know if he was more aroused by the boy's beauty or by his being Kazuya's and Jiro's brother. He lowered his hand to caress the lovely bulge showing in the boy's underpants.


"What..." Yukio said now, stepping back.


Takeshi grabbed his arm and pulled him closer: "Why do you try to pull away from me? I like you, and if you'll be kind to me, I'll be kind to your Sanma and won't evict him..." Takeshi said, feeling like a worm, but too much attracted by the boy.


"But he's okay; I don't live here," the boy protested.


"But he didn't pay me the rent, so I can get rid of him, anyway. Come here: go on... while we wait for him, we can amuse ourselves, can't we?" Takeshi said, determinedly slipping his hand under the boy's thin underpants and gently grasping his soft member.


"But I... I'm Sanma boyfriend..."


"And you've never cheated on him? I can't believe that. Tani is not the faithful type. Therefore you..." The boy blushed. Takeshi felt Yukio's member swelling in his hand. So he forced the boy's underpants down and pushed Yukio onto the futon.


"I... he could be back any moment. And I've never cheated on him... not here..."


"You said we have an hour, right?" Takeshi said starting to undress. Yukio tried to pull up his underpants, again. Takeshi, now half naked, lowered them again and they engaged in a kind of pleasant combat on the futon. "Come on, boy; I'm sure you'll like it..." Takeshi said holding him fast in his arm ands with his legs in a scissors-hold around the boy's waist. With his free hand he lowered the boy's underpants again, then he kissed Yukio passionately.


Yukio was still trying to resist, even though he was now fully aroused. But at the older man's kiss, he relaxed in the man's arms, murmuring: "But, what do you want from me?"


"I want you... You'll like it... It's not just Tani who's skilled in such things... And you are a really beautiful boy... and you have a wonderful little ass..."


"You want to fuck me?" the boy asked, trembling, looking directly at him.


Takeshi read in those eyes a mix of fear, desire, anxiety, and waiting.


"Yes. You've got to like it, if you are Tani's boy, right?" he said, pushing his finger inside the boy's little asshole.


Yukio gave a start, but it was evident he liked to be touched that way. He moaned "nooo..." but that only seemed to Takeshi to mean exactly the opposite. He finished undressing, lay beside the boy, caressing and kissing him even more passionately.


The boy let him, lying inert with his eyes closed. But Yukio's still reacted to the skilled ministrations with all the passion of a youthful boy desiring to please and be pleased. Takeshi continued to tease the boy's anus with his finger, and was bringing the boy to a very high level of excitation. The boy put his lips to the older man's nipple and started to suck it with genuine pleasure. Takeshi understood that now he could take him; he took the boy's legs and put them onto his shoulders, then moistened his hard, throbbing rod with saliva and put it directly onto the boy's anus. Yukio sighed and relaxed completely. Then Takeshi penetrated him with a few vigorous strokes, sinking deep inside the hot inviting boy-channel without meeting the least resistance. Yukio grasped Takeshi's pectorals in his hands, while Takeshi hammered with determination deep inside him.


He liked Yukio too, who was now giving himself utterly to the older man without any more reservations, but with passion, moaning in pleasure... but Takeshi, considering all three brothers, continued, nonetheless, to prefer Kazuya over the others.


Now the boy had his eyes wide open and was looking at the man quite seriously, but with an expression of intense pleasure at the same time. Takeshi bent to kiss him again, and the boy reciprocated with passion, holding tight to the man's back. Takeshi only continued to thrust inside him with more and more vigour.


Suddenly Takeshi came, and he thought that he'd also to bring the boy to orgasm, so he lowered himself to suck the plump, turgid, throbbing boy-cock. But Yukio stopped him.


"No, please. I would like to cum with Sanma, later. You won't say anything to him, will you?"


"Do you think he'd be put out?" Takeshi, who now that was sated, started to feel slightly remorseful for what he'd forced the boy to do.


"No, but I'll be put out, if he knows," Yukio said, dressing completely, and without looking at him.


Takeshi also got dressed, while Yukio rolled the futon and put it away, almost as if he wanted to make any trace of what had happened between them disappear.


"It was wrong..." the man murmured.


"Yes. But I enjoyed it, and so did you. Do you... did you make love with Sanma?" the boy asked looking at him.


"Years ago, and only once. But you two... do you love each other or just..."


"I think we are in love, even if at times... But I know that I need him, and he needs me too, and we feel so good together. Even if at times he or I... more often he, I think... But then, afterward, he always comes back to me. You think that it's a strange relationship, probably. But he's my first man and... Well, yes, I know I love him and he too loves me. I mean... it is not just fucking, between us, like it could be with others..."


"I should apologize. But... you went to open the door almost naked, and you were so attractive, so very beautiful... and I really adored doing it with you..."


"I liked it, too," Yukio said, blushing.


Then Takeshi, who was astonished at the incredible coincidence that made him meet the fourth brother, said to him quite affectionately, "I'd like to know you even better..."


"Know me better?"


"Yes. I would like it if, even though I've taken advantage of you, you wanted to become my friend. I don't mean a sexual thing, either. A real friend, really, I mean... I like you..."


"I don't know... if you're a friend of Sanma, we could be friends. And then, if you reproach yourself, it won't lessen my reproach to myself. If I really wanted, I could have opposed you. The fact is that you too, for me... Well, when I opened the door you looked at me... It is very pleasant being desired."


Again that sentence. It seemed almost that the four brothers, though so different from each other, had quite a lot in common. They had to really get along well together, to be so similar. And yet, each one of them didn't know, or suspect, the sexuality of the other three. It was most peculiar.


They chatted with each other, then, until Sanma came home. The young man really had only forgotten the payment day, so he apologized and payed the rent right on the spot. Takeshi left them, but after inviting them both to come visit him from time to time. Sanma assured him that they would, and Yukio did too, at Takeshi's pleasure, nodding in assurance and with a smile.


But Takeshi wasn't able to put Kazuya from his mind. Possibly also the fact he'd met in only a few months all his brothers, made his desire for the boy increase. So he made up his mind, and he went to the 'King of Boys'. The manager who welcomed him, after showing him to a seat at a small table, asked him what he'd like to drink, and, together with the drink and some appetizers, brought him the album.


"Here, these are our gorgeous boys. If you find someone who appeals to you, and if the boy's now available..." the man said.


Takeshi thumbed through the album looking at that collection of youthful male nudes. He thought that it was quite like consulting a mail-order catalogue. When he arrived at Kazuya's pictures, he looked at them as he had with all the others and passed further on. For some reason, he didn't want the agency's manager to know he'd come especially for Kazuya. He wanted to pass himself off as a ordinary, and unrememberable, client.


"Is it possible to have a boy for a whole day?"


"Those are the prices." the man said handing him a thin cardboard with the smile of a waiter giving a client the menu.


Takeshi glanced at it casually, "The maximum here's for a night, I see..."


"For longer periods, we agree in advance on special prices. If you wanted to take the boy on a trip, for instance, apart from the travel expenses, which are completely your responsibility, we can fix a special price..."


"May I have a boy for... let's say, three days?"


"Certainly! Yes - well, if the boy's available. Did you see someone interesting?" the man asked with a professional smile, suspecting a good piece of business.


Takeshi thumbed again through the album then stopped on the page with Kazuya's pictures. "This one, for example..."


"He is very popular... For three days?"


"How much would I have to pay?"


"Well, let's see..." the man said, pulling out a calculator and hitting some buttons, as if he had to do who knows how difficult a calculation. At the end he showed Takeshi the display.


Thakeshi nodded in acceptation and asked: "Do you also accept credit cards?"


"Certainly, all those..." the man said pointing to a line of stickers on the wall near the TV, which was running a series of images of half-naked men dancing on a beach.


"Excellent! So, is the boy in these pictures available?"


"If you can wait just a moment, I'll check immediately."


After a moment the man was back with a wide smile: "Yes, the boy's free. He's preparing to join you even as we speak. So, if you want to talk with him a while to be sure of your choice... Only I have to warn you the boy is not available for any S-and-M..."


"No problem. Can we leave immediately?" Takeshi asked, excitedly.


"Certainly. Would you please give me your credit card, sir?"


Takeshi handed it to the man. Then, when the manager had returned to the table, he signed the counterfoil and put all the paper and the card back into his pocket. Kazuya emerged from a small door. The boy didn't seem astonished to see him.


Kazuya simply approached him and said, "Good evening." with the gentle tones he used with all his clients.


"This gentleman wants to leave immediately." the man in charge said.


"Yes, of course; just as you whish." Kazuya answered calmly.


They left the club. Takeshi was terribly moved. As soon as they were on the street, Kazuya asked him, "Why did you do such a mad thing? We could be together without your spending all that money."


"I wanted to be sure you had three free days, without your loosing any of your salary. I know you need it, and for me, once in a while, it's not a problem to spend that much money. I wanted so much to meet you again. Does that bother you?"


"No, quite the contrary. I'm really pleased you came to look for me. I, too, would have looked for you, just I didn't know if..."


"I missed you." Takeshi interrupted him as they were getting into his car.


"I often thought of you." Kazuya said.


"I'm very much pleased. I did, too. Listen, since you have now three free days, we can go somewhere together. Just warn your brothers and..."


"I called them and gave them a message that I'd be away for two or three days. Where do you want to go?"


"Did you ever go to Okinawa?"


"No, never. But that's much too expensive."


"Don't worry about that. Okinawa, then?"


"You're completely crazy."


"I want you to be happy."


"I would be happy here in Tokyo, so long as I was with you."


"It's very kind of you to tell me so."


"But it's true. I like you. I am very... contented... with you."


"You shouldn't tell me such things."


"But it's true!"


"Exactly why you shouldn't!"


"I don't understand." Kazuya, said, perplexed.


Takeshi wanted to tell him he was falling in love with him but, for some strange reason, he didn't dare, so he kept silent.


They stopped quickly at Takeshi's home, where the man prepared a suitcase, and booked two round-trip places on the plane for Okinawa. They had just enough time to get to the airport. They took the monorail.


Takeshi was in a flutter. That journey decided so much on the spot, was of crucial importance for him. Would he understand what the boy was really feeling for him, and tell the boy what he was feeling?






Jiro, availing himself of Kazuya's absence, devised a pretext for his two brothers so he could spend a full night away from home. He went first to the usual gay bar, where he met Takeshi. He almost hoped to meet him there, not suspecting that the man was on a trip with his brother. After a couple of hours when two men he didn't like, one handsome but with a too close resemblance to a yakuza, the other rather ugly, tried to pick him up, Jiro decided to go to another bar.


He went to the "Knight's". He'd never gone there before; he'd just heard about it. There were few people. He sat at a small table, after buying a drink. He was just looking around, thinking that in that bar too there was nothing interesting to him, when a tall boy entered. He was a foreigner. He had light brown hair and clear golden brown eyes, and a slouching and yet elegant gait. Jiro had never made love with a foreigner, and this type of man appealed to him very much. But his English was not very good, supposing he was an American. He couldn't say that, to him all foreigners seemed alike.


The young foreigner sat at the counter, welcomed by one of the waiters who started to chat with him in English. Jiro looked at him: from his place he could see him in three-quarter profile. The young man had a face with very fine features, he was actually very beautiful. His light, broad clothes hid his shape somewhat, but his bare arms, just covered by light golden down, were also beautiful and muscular.


After a while he noticed that the foreigner was looking toward him. He turned away his eyes, slightly embarrassed. He looked again, and the young man was again chatting with the waiter. Jiro saw that he had finely moulded lips and at once felt a strong desire for that foreigner. Who knew how they made love? Was there a different way for a different culture? the boy asked himself. Or instead, nothing different at all? After all, anatomy is the same, he concluded.


The foreigner looked at him again, and Jiro again turned his glance aside. Sure, he thought at the same time, if he behaved so, the stranger mightn't guess that he liked him. He had to find the courage to look at that young man when he was looking back at him. Possibly smile to him. Or rather, why not to stand up and go sit at the counter, on the empty stool beside the young man? Who knew if the foreigner was still looking at him? Who knew if the young man liked him? Possibly, he too was shy and was waiting for Jiro to make the first move, gesture, sign, to throw some kind of signal.


He was almost at the point of convincing himself to look again toward the young man, when the waiter came and gave him a folded note saying: "This is for you..."


A bit surprised, he opened it. It was a kind of printed form that, he noticed afterwards, the bar put at disposal of its customers. Inside, in a precise, almost correct Japanese, was written: "My name is Benjamin, I am a New Zealander, I am 25 years old, and I would like to offer you a drink. If this doesn't annoy you, would you come sit beside me at the counter? I'd really like to meet you. I find you very desirable. Ben."


Jiro's heart began to pound. He folded the paper and looked up at the stranger. The young man was looking at him with a rather shy smile. Jiro smiled back, stood up, and went over to him. Benjamin got down from the high barstool and when they were near bowed in the Japanese fashion, and said in Japanese, "How do you do. I'm Benjamin."


"How do you do. My name is Jiro."


"I'm happy you accepted my invitation. What can I offer you?"


They sat at the counter and Jiro said: "A beer, thank you."


Benjamin ordered two beers, then turned to Jiro with a broad smile and said, "I find you very, very beautiful..."


"You speak Japanese very well..." Jiro said, pleased by the compliment but also a little bit embarrassed.


"Not yet, even I've been studying it for six year."


"Are you here to work?"


"No, a two-year scholarship to study."


"Where?"


"At Waseda University. I'm concentrating in Meiji Period Literature."


"Is it a long time that you've been in Japan?"


"A month, the day after tomorrow."


"Are you in a dormitory?"


"No, just the first few days. I found a small apartment in Mitaka. It's very tiny, but quite enough for me. And you, what you do?"


"I too am in a university, but at the Todai, the Tokyo University." Jiro said, caressing him with his eyes.


"The best university in Japan! You must be really talented to have been admitted there. How old are you?"


"Twenty-two. Why are you interested in Meiji Literature?"


"When I return to New Zealand, I want to become a teacher of Japanese Literature. My father is teacher of the History of Japan in my university, so my place will be assured there."


"Do you like the idea of being a teacher?"


"Yes, very much. I like teaching, and above all teaching Japanese Literature."


They chatted a while, and Jiro was feeling more and more attracted to the young man, so free and easy, likeable, and beautiful.


After a while, Ben proposed, "What do you think of going for a stroll in the nearby park? Do you have some free time, tonight?"


"Yes, I've no engagements at all."


"Then, first we can walk a while, then I will offer you supper, is that all right?"


"Yes, thank you..."


They left the bar together. The park was semi-dark. They were walking side by side and Jiro could feel the physical presence of his companion, even though they weren't touching, or even brushing against each other. And he felt a mounting desire to touch this young foreigner a great deal indeed...


At a certain point Ben took his hand and said casually, "Nobody can see us here..." and pulled Jiro to him, embracing and kissing him passionately.


Jiro returned the kiss and felt quite breathless. An incredible excitation had come over him. He'd never ever felt so strongly attracted to another person.


Ben drew back a little, and then said, "I want you so much, Jiro. After supper, would you like to come to my place?"


"Yes, I can stay out all night, tonight."


"Perfect. Then you can stay with me. I have just one single futon but... that would be just right, wouldn't it?" Ben said with a cunning smile.


Jiro felt an anticipatory shudder at the implication of those words and nod in happy agreement. They sat on a bench, continuing to chat. Their legs brushed, Jiro could feel the warmth, the light pressure, and was aroused. Just brushing against him, a quick kiss, was exciting him so much, how would it be making love to this gorgeous stranger?


They went on to eat. Then they returned to Shinjuku Station where they took the Chuo-Sobu line to Mitaka. Ben guided him to his apartment. It was on the ground floor of an old wooden house.


"It's a little dark, but that means that in summer it will be cooler inside." Ben said lighting a lamp. He took two beers from the refrigerator, and then two glasses, and they sat on the tatami and drank. Under the low table, Ben slipped his leg between Jiro's legs and with the tip of his foot, gently pressed against the boy's fly. Jiro just smiled in bliss.


"Shall I take out the futon, or would you prefer to talk a little more?" the young man asked.


"We can talk... on the futon, couldn't we?" Jiro said, dying to see his host's naked body.


"That's very wise!" Ben said jokingly. He stood up, pulled out the futon from the closet and unrolled it. "Here it is, all ready."


Jiro drew nearer and asked, almost ashamedly: "Can I take off your clothes for you? I would so very much like to see you..."


"Sure. I would like that - and to see you as well. You're my first Japanese, you know."


"And you're my first foreigner."


"I've going around to the bars for several days hoping to find a Japanese friend, and at long last tonight I've found a very beautiful one. You." Ben said, starting to undress Jiro, with the air of a child that is unwrapping his birthday gifts.


"Do you have a boyfriend, back in New Zealand?"


"No." Ben answered, caressing the now naked chest of boy, and then starting to unbutton Jiro's trousers. "And you?"


"No I don't..." Jiro said, pulling off the young man's t-shirt and admiring his perfect pects. "Do you do sports?" he asked caressing them.


"I swim."


"You are so very beautiful."


"You're very beautiful, too. I like your smooth body..."


They pulled off the remainder of each other's clothess. Jiro's briefs were swelling with his excitement, but also Ben's boxers betrayed a conspicuous erection as well. They pulled off the last bits of clothing and looked each other's crotch. Jiro thought that the thick bush of golden hair from which arose a respect-inspiring hard male member was a wonderful vision. He slowly glided onto his knees, in admiration, and put his lips around the young man's rod. He inhaled its smell - it was slightly strange, different from the scent of a Japanese man, but really pleasurable. Jiro parted his lips and took it deeply into his mouth, almost worshipfully. Ben slightly flexed his knees, spreading them a little and pushing his pelvis forward a bit, offering it to that greedy mouth.


Jiro sucked it, moving his tongue skillfully and Ben moaned in pleasure. After a while, the young man let himself slowly glide down on the futon, but very carefully, so that Jiro didn't lose his grip with his mouth, then turned beside his Japanese boy, going down on him on all fours, and they united in a blissful sixty-nine. Meanwhile they caressed each other's bodies all over. The excitment was so strong that both soon reached orgasm, almost simultaneously, and both drank each other's delicious cum. Jiro thought that Ben's taste was very different, but very, very good.


Then Ben turned again and, lying beside Jiro, took him into his arms. For some while they were silent, sweetly intertwined, caressing each other.


Then Jiro murmured: "I was so very much aroused, I came too soon."


"The same for me. I desire you so much!"


"But, later, we can do it somewhat more calmly. Can't we?"


"You bet! Do you prefer being a top or a bottom?"


"Both..."


"Good: it's the same for me. I feel we match each other nicely, we two, and I would like it to be just so."


"Yes." Jiro said and thought: at least if we decided to be together I already know that it's just for two years. This time there's no place for illusion or disappointment.


Ben wanted to know everything about Jiro and told him about himself, rather humorously. While they were talking, lying on the futon, they were gently caressing each other. Jiro liked that intimacy, so full of tenderness, that they were sharing, and he felt more and more attracted to the young stranger. Ben did speak rather fluent Japanese, even if a little bit too literary, and was able to understand and to make himself understood without many problems. Jiro liked Ben's cheerfulness, or rather was fascinated by it. And he liked his lean, athletic body, his long, tapered legs. And his member surrounded by its golden halo, now softly leaning to the left, on one thigh.


Ben noticed where Jiro was looking and asked him with a smile: "You are looking at it? Do you like it?"


"Yes..."


"And now that he's sleeping?"


"He isn't sleeping; he's just resting. I bet he'll be ready to stand up, ready for new enterprises..."


"To explore you, without a doubt. Look, it seems he overheard us talking about him." Ben said with a bright smile. In fact, his member was taking on volume again, slowly moving and stretching. Jiro caressed it with his fingers, and Ben returned that intimate caress.


"And yours is beautiful too, but you are so beautiful all over." Ben said dreamily.


They started again to make love, this time both determined to enjoy each other for a longer time. Jiro was amazed to discover in himself such a charge of erotism and realized that it was Ben who'd stirred up that charge in him. Everything in the young man was erotic, the voice, his way of looking at you, his way of caressing and kissing, his smile, and what he said. Jiro let himself be wrapped, rocked, moulded by these sensations.


They took each other, again and again, postponing the apex of their pleasure, but evantually they were unable to wait any more and let themselves go, first Jiro then Ben, in a resounding mutual orgasm.


Again they lay down gently intertwined and Ben, at a certain point, fiddling with the tips of his fingers in Jiro's pubic hair, asked in a low voice, "Do you want to be my boy-friend?"


"I think so..."


"Why you don't say yes, only just that you think so?"


"Well, we know each other so little..."


"I feel like I've known you for ages. You're really my type, in every respect."


"Possibly it's because in past I've had two disappointments, that now I prefer to go slowly. But you, too, seem quite exceptional to me. Anyway, I'm very glad I met you, today. Until now, it's been splendid being with you."


"And that's just the beginning. Just guess, how great we'll be after this. You'll see, you'll never regret being my boy-friend. Trust me."


Jiro smiled and caressed Ben's cheek and felt happy as he'd never been before. Yes, he trusted Ben. At least for the next two years less a month.


After that, they met almost every day and at times Jiro was even able to spend a whole night with him. And day after day he was happier to be with Ben. But together with his happiness, the regret for the fact that it would last less than two years was always present in his mind.




CHAPTER 9


NAOKI AND TAKESHI MAKE A PLAN






When they were in Okinawa, Takeshi found the courage to tell Kazuya what he felt for him. "Kazuya, I have to tell you something very important."

"Yes?" the boy asked, slightly worried by his companion's serious, almost formal tone.


"I'm in love with you. I would like you to be my lover. I love you, Kazuya."


The boy lowered his eyes and kept silent for some minutes. Takeshi looked at him and waited with some worry for his reaction.


"I... I thank you very much. It is an honor for me, but... I cannot..."


"Why?" Takeshi asked sorrowfully.


"Why? Don't you understand? I'm a boy-san. How could I possibly be your lover and... of thousand others? Anyway, I cannot stop, for the moment. Not until I have settled all my brothers, and that means many years more."


"But, you'd like to stop, wouldn't you?"


"Yes... for you." Kazuya said sadly.


"Then ... you love me, too?"


"Yes, of course." Kazuya answered, his voice almost broken by his tears.


"Well, then, let's open that bookshop you always dreamed about!"


"Takeshi, you're really a dear man, but I cannot. I earn so very much being a boy-san and by doing so I can give my brothers all they need and even a bit more. I could never earn the same money selling books, not in the first few years, anyway."


"I've got enough money..."


"No, please. Let me at least have the pride to be able to provide for my brothers with my own strength. Really, if it were not for them, I would say yes to you immediately, believe me."


"I beg you, Kazu."


"I can't."


"Please... please..."


"I really would like to. I love you."


"Please..."


"I was wrong telling you I love you too. If I said just I liked you but didn't love you..."


"I love you Kazuya, I don't want to renounce you. If you don't feel like stopping... well I can accept it, it's okay with me. But be my lover, anyway!"


"Takeshi, please! Don't you understand that it will become so very difficult for me? It's difficult now - we could at the most meet once a week, on my free day. And all the other days with strangers..."


"I'll pay the agency for one more or two more days a week, I can afford that..."


"Takeshi!"


"Kazuya, I cannot renounce you, now..."


"You have to. There is nothing to do. And if you dare to pay just once again, I'll refuse to come with you, is that clear? Don't make me feel any worse about this than I already do!"


"You don't want to see me any more?"


"I didn't say that. Even if possibe, it would be better for both of us that I don't. I don't have that strength. I'm just saying that I don't want you to pay again to stay with me. And that we have to content ourselves to be together just on my free days. But without your considering me your lover. I cannot be anybody's lover now, at least for the moment, do you understand?"


"I'll wait for you all the years there are to wait, Kazu, but you are my lover, because I love you and you love me."


"And I will have sex with hundreds of other men, who are not you. And I will hate myself for each one of them. Is that you what want?"


"And you? You cannot ask me not to love you. Even if you said to me that you are not in love with me."


"Why must life be so difficult? If just..."


"Kazuya, why don't you want me to help you? I agree, perhaps I would not be able to give you all you can need, all the money you earn with your work, but I can help you. What sense is there in loving someone if you cannot help him? Wouldn't you help me if you had the means and I was in need? Tell me, wouldn't you, for me?"


The boy was silent, because if he spoke he had to answer that he would do so, but, answering so, he would have contradicted himself. He could see on Takeshi's face the suffering he was experiencing, and that made him feel bad. But Kazuya was not able to see a solution.


Takeshi returned to the attack: "Listen Kazuya, why don't we reach a compromise? Why don't you look for a temporary solution, at least until you can be free to do what you want?"


"Free... in how many years? Possibly even eight, who knows?"


"And if even it was so? I want to spend all my life with you, what are eight years? And then, possibly they would be fewer. Jiro is near graduating and he will start to work and you will have one less to maintain. Then also Saburo, who already earns a little, will finish actor's school, so it will remain just Yukio to care about. You will need less and less money. If you accept my help, in four years you could be free, possibly even in less than that."


"Possibly. And anyway they are a lot..."


"Well, we will wait, but at least, meanwhile, we will mutually support each other with our love. Of course, I understand, for you it's difficult carrying on with your job and... Also for me it will be hard to know you are in bed with others when I'm alone... But I'm ready to accept all that, if you will be - will think of yourself as - my lover... and without any shame at all."


"Takeshi..." the boy said shaking his head. Both they felt the desire to embrace each other, but something prevented them from doing so.


After several minutes of silence, Kazuya caressed Takeshi's hand and, with a chocked sob, said to him: "But I... I do love you..."


Takeshi held that hand tight, almost with a sense of despair, and murmured: "Tell me, again..."


"I love you, Takeshi, even if I would not have to..."


"Love me, without asking you if you have or not..."


"Why don't you forget me?"


"Can you forget me?"


"No."


"And how can you ask me to do something you cannot do? Do you think it's any different for me?"


"No, you're right. But what can we really do?"


"Love each other, as life's conditions impose on us. But love each other. Possibly, this is the only freedom we really have."


"I've spoiled these three days of vacation, haven't I?"


"No, not at all. You said me that you love me, this is the most important thing. As for the rest... we'll find a solution."


"Which one?"


"I don't know, yet, but we will find one."


"I'd like to have your confidence." Kazuya said sadly.


"We will find a solution. Let's not think about it now. Let's enjoy the time we have now."


"Yes, it's better. Why not to go in our room, then?" Kazuya said standing up and taking Takeshi's hand.


They went back to the hotel and they made love, with an almost desperate intensity.


Until they were back to Tokyo, they didn't raise the subject again. When they were near to parting, Kazuya asked Takeshi: "Can we meet Wednesday, that is my free day?"


"I want it very much indeed."


"Can I have lunch at your home?"


"Certainly."


Some months elapsed, Kazuya and Takeshi met every Wednesday. They didn't raise the problem again, but each of them knew the other was continuing to think about it.


Takeshi decided to go to see Naoki and to confide with him. He told him about himself and Kazuya, and of his three brothers, one of which was Saburo, his lover, and asked his advice - what did he think it was possible to do.


Naoki carefully listened and at the end said: "In my opinion, the key of all the problem is the fact that the four brothers don't know at all about each other."


"I don't understand. What has that to do with my problem?"


"It is very simple, indeed. If they knew, it is evident, the problem would be solved. If the Omura knew all about each other, it would be just natural that I could take care of Saburo, and that nurse of Yukio, relieving so Kazuya of the money problem. Jiro is near his graduation, and Kazuya could, with your help, immediately open the book shop he dreams about and stop his work, as he wants, and therefore become your lover in fact as well as intent."


"Yes... yes, it seems logical..."


"And it will be Kazuya's same brothers who will push everyone toward this solution, don't you think?"


"Yes, but how to do it? I don't think that Kazuya would be happy at all, letting his brothers know about him. And anyway, who and how could tell them of each other? It's me, because I know all of them? Kazuya could become angry with me and I will obtain the opposite result..."


"If I knew that nurse, just Jiro will be missing. For him, I don't know."


"What do you mean?"


"If I knew that nurse, I could invite him here with his boy, and you with Kazuya. And of course Saburo would be with me. Just Jiro is missing to put all them to confront."


"Would you do that? Really?"


"Of course. And I could pretend to be the one who knows about all four brothers and who decides to make them meet. Inviting them and their lovers. So, if Kazuya becomes angry, he will be mad at me and not at you."


"But if, on reflex, Saburo becomes mad with you?"


"No, I know him well, I don't have this risk. Just the problem Jiro, remains."


"It's possible to solve that, perhaps."


"How?"


"The boy goes often in a certain gay bar. If you met him there, possibly with me, you could become acquainted with him and therefore invite him too."


They discussed the idea some more. Takeshi could go to that bar frequently, until he met Jiro again, then he could fix a new meeting, telling it to Naoki who would come "by chance" to that bar so Takeshi could introduce them.


Therefore Takeshi started to attend the bar where he met Jiro. For several evenings he went, but Jiro didn't show up. He didn't know that Jiro was now with Ben and that they seldom went to a bar, and anyway to a different one. About two weeks elapsed, and Takeshi was about to abandon that idea and to look for another solution. One evening, while Takeshi went out from that bar and was going towards his car, parked not so far away, he heard his name called. He turned and saw, on the opposite side of the street, first a tall and slender foreigner with light hair, then he recognized Jiro near him. Not believing to his luck, Takeshi crossed the street.


"Jiro! what a nice surprise. How are you?"


"Very fine, thank you, and you?"


"Fine, thank you. It's been a while since the last time I saw you."


"May I introduce you my boyfriend? Ben, this is Takeshi..."


"How do you do." Takeshi said in English holding out his hand.


"Hajimemashite." the foreigner said at the same time, bowing in Japanese style.


They all burst in laughter.


"Jiro, I'm very happy you found a lover, and a very handsome one, too. But now I am unhappily in a little bit of a hurry. Can we meet another evening? I would like to offer you a dinner, possibly. I really would like to spend some time with you two, and to get acquainted to your lover, Jiro..."


"You are very kind. What do you think, Ben?"


"Willingly. For me there is no problem."


"So, then, when are you free, boys?"


They fixed the date, the place and the time. They parted. Takeshi went away really happy. As soon as he was away, he took his cellular phone and immediately called Naoki to tell him he met Jiro and about the appointment. Naoki took note and promised he would show up.


Meanwhile Takeshi contacted Sanma and explained to him too all about the problem and the plan he had thought through with Naoki, and asked the nurse if he was willing to participate. The young man accepted merrily, he liked the plan and was happy to be part of it.


So Takeshi brought him to meet Naoki and all three discussed the plan. Naoki and Sanma found each other likeable and when Sanma said, with his frank smile: "After all we three, being in love with the Omura brothers, are in some way a big family, are almost like brothers-in-law." Takeshi and Naoki nodded in assent with conviction.


On the agreed day, Takeshi met Ben and Jiro. He took them to an elegant restaurant in Akasaka. They were eating and chatting, when Naoki arrived and approached at their table.


"Takeshi-kun! What a pleasure to meet you again! How are you?" Naoki said with a cheerful voice, pretending he met a friend he didn't meet for a long while.


"Oh, very fine, and you? Are you alone? Why don't you come at our table and eat with us? May I introduce you? He is an old friend of mine, Naoki. Here is Ben, from New Zealand, and this is Jiro."


Naoki, after standing a little on ceremonies, sat down with them. And he started to talk mainly with Ben and asked him if he would accept a part in a TV movie. Ben seemed interested, so they exchanged their telephone numbers promising each other to remain in contact.


Jiro, at a certain point, understood that Naoki was the director with which Saburo worked, and seeing that he was a close friend of Takeshi, suspected that also the director was gay. But not wanting to drop a brick, and not wanting to make the director understand that he too was gay, said nothing, not even that he was Saburo's brother. When, after the dinner, they parted, Jiro told Ben about his suspicions.


"If Naoki was gay, too, I ask myself... the fact that he follows for so long time, and with so much care for my brother Saburo... aren't they perhaps lovers?"


"It could be. Would you be so surprised by that?" Ben said quietly.


"No... well, it would just be funny if Saburo was gay without either of us suspecting anything about the other."


"Why don't you just ask him?"


"Saburo? No, if I'm wrong, he could... Moreover, I would have to expose myself... I can't just ask my brother: do you like sex with men? Do you fuck your director?"


Ben laughed, then said: "Anyway that Naoki seems very likeable. And also Takeshi. Then, we can't say that Naoki is gay just because he is friends with Takeshi. After all they both work for TV."


"And anyway it isn't our business. Unless Naoki was really gay and was offering you a part just to get you into his bed." Jiro said giggling.


"In that case he's wasting his time. I will never cheat on my Jiro. Not even if it was the most fascinating man in this world."


"He is really fascinating, Naoki."


"Yes, but he doesn't appeal to me, not even a little bit."


"If he really was Saburo's lover, I will be glad for my brother. It's sure that he did a lot to help him, and is helping him very much in his career, whatever the reason."


"Will you not tell Saburo that you've met Naoki?"


"I don't know. Perhaps." Jiro said thoughtfully.


Notwithstanding, while Takeshi was in haste to do what now they now called among themselves the "family reunion", Naoki was taking his time. He wanted all to happen in the best way possible. He was, as usual, being a director, very careful also about the details. Therefore he started inviting Ben to the TV studio, offering him a part in a detective story he was shooting.


Here Ben met Saburo. They greeted each other, at times also exchanged some words, but not much more.


But Saburo, after a few times, said to Naoki: "That Ben... he is a handsome and likeable young man, and I have the feeling he is gay too."


"What makes you think so?"


"The way he looks at me, or at other boys, especially when he thinks nobody looks at him."


"I think he is gay, too. I met him with Takeshi."


"Is he his boyfriend?"


"I don't think so. Ben was with another boy, whose name was Jiro, like your brother. And I know that Takeshi has another boy."


"Did you met them in a gay club?"


"No, in a restaurant in Akasaka."


"Bah..." Saburo thoughtful commented. The fact that the foreigner young man was with a boy called Jiro, didn't specially hit him - Jiro is possibly the most common name in Japan. Moreover, Saburo was not accustomed to think ill of others.


Jiro, when his lover went back from the studio, asked Ben if he'd met Saburo.


"Yes, sure. He his a handsome, likeable boy."


"Did you get the feeling he is Naoki's lover?"


"Not really. They get on very well, but I couldn't have the feeling there was a story between them. They act just like director and actor, at least there in front of other people. But this means nothing... why don't you talk directly with your brother?"


"I don't know, I've thought about it several times, but I don't know how to face such a subject. Even among brothers, we never talk about sex, here in Japan. It's easier with a friend than with a brother. But, do you like Saburo?"


"Yes, he is a beautiful boy, and he resembles you, in some ways."


"Would you like to have sex with him?"


"If I didn't know you, possibly yes. But I have you, nobody else appeals to me, you know it. I was rather thinking that if... if by chance I could find a steady work, and then get a work visa, I could remain in Japan with you, forever..."


"Would you really? And your university career...?"


"You're more important, a lot more..."


"Would you renounce your dream, for me?" Jiro asked, amazed and moved.


"Yes, more than willingly. So, I thought, I have to think about that seriously. I could perhaps tour all the private schools asking them if they need a full-time teacher of English; if they did, they could apply for a work visa for me."


Jiro was more than happy, and moved at these words. But, with a sense of responsibility, he said to his lover: "You have to think well about that. To renounce to all so... I don't want you to regret it one day..."


"We know each other sufficiently well. I don't want to be parted from you in a little more than a year. I love you, Jiro. You are everything to me, you're more than my career, more than everything." Ben said embracing him.


Jiro kissed him deeply, for a long while and, caressing him and feeling his excitement, started to undress him and to undress himself. In a while they were intertwined on the futon, dedicated to giving each other pleasure. Ben started to lick his lover's rigid member, moistening it carefully with his saliva, then lay down, spreading his legs and raising them, in a silent offer. Jiro, more than excited, slipped between his thighs, applying his hard and throbbing rod on Ben's hole, ready to welcome him, and slipped inside him in a single, passionate, long stroke.


"Oh, Jiro, my love! I like so much having you inside me."


"Do you really want to stay with me forever?"


"Yes... oooh, sooo... you make me feel in paradise... go on... move inside me... as you know how... yes, so... oooh, yes..." Ben moaned while Jiro took him with long strokes of tender and youthful virility.


Jiro, while taking Ben, caressed and kissed him with gentle passion. Ben quivered and moaned feeling a more and more intense pleasure.


"I love you so much, Ben! I want to be yours forever. I like taking you so. I like being taken by you. You are so beautiful Ben, but while we are making love, you are even more than beautiful."


Their movements were full of grace and harmony, while their bodies were exchanging pleasure their souls were melding into one. If their physical enjoyment was strong, their spiritual one was immense. Their luminous eyes communicated that without words. Even if in that moment Jiro was taking his lover, it was as much true that Jiro was giving himself, body and soul, to Ben, and his lover felt that, and was happy. Jiro stopped before cumming and wanted to swap parts and, without making his lover move, Jiro pierced himself on Ben's long, hard, throbbing rod, sitting on his lap. Ben sat up so that he could embrace Jiro's trunk and kiss his mouth, while Jiro sprang up and down on that delicious pleasure tool.


They swapped positions several times, taking each other in different ways, never sated of each other, trying to postpone the supreme enjoyment that both searched for but which would have given them, at least for a while, the satisfaction of their senses. Their bodies seemed to try to pull down bodily limits, to melt into only one thing, competing to give to the other happiness and pleasure.






Two other bodies, almost at the same time and in another part of the metropolis, were giving reciprocal pleasure. They were those of Kazuya and Takeshi. Kazuya was feeling growing in himself the love for that man that wanted him to be only his, and to whom he would have been able to belong completely. Kazuya was taking his man with a kind of desperate passion. Kneeling on the bed one on back of the other, Kazuya held the man he loved tight against his chest, caressing with sweet vigour his pectorals and moving inside him, back and forth, while Takeshi, his head turned back, kissed Kazuya deeply and with passion.


"Oh, Takeshi... I am... near cumming..." the young man panted.


"No, wait... not yet..." the man begged.


Kazuya, shuddering, became still. When he felt that the danger was over, he slowly slipped out from his lover and lay down, trembling with emotion: "You should take me, now." Kazuya said with a smile filled with sweet desire.


Takeshi nodded and raised the boy's legs. Kazuya folded them on his chest, offering himself to the man. Takeshi bent over him to lick the firm, round, small buttocks, the shadowy furrow, the palpitating hole. Kazuya shuddered strongly and moaned: "Oh, Takeshi, take me. Let me feel how much you want me. Make me forget I am just a boy-san!" he quiveringly implored. The man stopped licking him, made him stretch down his legs, and lay on his body embracing him tight.


"Kazu, I love you. I don't love a boy-san, I love Omura Kazuya, who is the cleanest, best person who could ever be on this earth."


"And who fucks with dozens of men for money..." the young man added, bitterly.


"You do love me, though, don't you?" Takeshi asked, caressing him.


"Perhaps, if I really loved you, I would look for another job, at the price of working sixteen, twenty hours per day..."


"But you love me, right?"


"Takeshi, take me..."


"But you love me, right?" the man insisted, smiling him with gentleness and taking his face between his hands.


"I love you, yes! How could I not love a man like you? But it is right that making me suffer. I can't stand any more the lust I read in the eyes of the men choosing me. And yet, I have to. And after fucking with them, I would like to be able to wash away even just the memory of what I did with them. But I never succeed in that. Take me, Takeshi, let me feel that I am still a human being and not just a flesh doll. Let me feel that in spite of all I can still be loved and not just fucked, that I still can love and not just fuck! That I am still a normal boy..."


"Kazuya, you are the most wonderful boy I've ever met, I would never change you for any other!"


"Take me..." the young man again implored.


Then Takeshi, with extreme tenderness, entered in him and took him with all the passion and love he felt for his beloved. Kazuya abandoned himself to that gentle ad yet deep penetration.


"Oooh, yes... I feel you... finally... you are in me..."


"I love you, Kazu."


"Yes... and you are able... to make me... feel it!" the young man murmured, closing his eyes, clutching stronger to his strong man, enjoying that hot member plunging inside him with virile desire.


"You too make me feel loved."


"I would like to be only yours."


"You are. The others, don't count."


"It is true... oh how good, Takeshi!... Let me feel all of it... all inside... push... harder..."


They made love. But at the end Kazuya was sad. Takeshi noticed it at once. Embracing him, asked him the reason of that sadness. Making an evident effort not to let his tears out, Kazuya answered:


"A few more hours, then the usual life, far away from you. It is more and more difficult for me, you know. We were wrong to tell each other we are in love. It was a lot easier as it was before. And yet, now, I would not have the strength to step back. And I neither do I want to have to do it, either."


Takeshi lightly rocked his lover's body. Kazuya curled up against him, closing his eyes and trying not to think. They remained that way for a long time. Meanwhile, Takeshi was thinking that he hoped Naoki would hurry up to get their plan started. It seemed to him that Kazuya, at this point, needed just a light push to decide, and Takeshi was more and more persuaded that this could came just by the "family reunion".






When Ben went to the studios for another shoot, a little before the end of the movie, Naoki told him to stop by his personal office before he left, because he wanted to talk with him.


When they met, first Naoki asked him if he felt okay doing that kind of work as an actor. Ben answered that he really enjoyed doing it, and that his only regret was that it was a temporary job. In fact he was looking for a full time work allowing him to get a work visa, so he could remain in Japan. So Naoki asked him how he felt about living in Japan.


"Very well. So well that I would like to stop here, as I said." Ben answered with a smile.


"I bet you want to stay here because you are in love." Naoki then said with a sly smile.


"Well... you are right." Ben admitted without any problem.


"Who do you love? Is he Jiro?" then Naoki asked him straight out, looking at his eyes.


Ben looked at him amazed, his mouth open, without answering.


Then Naoki said to him with an accomplice tone: "Will you keep a secret?"


"A secret?" Ben asked rather amazed, then guessed what it could be, so nodded: "Yes, of course..."


"I'm Saburo's lover. You are Jiro's lover, right? You can tell me without worry, now."


"Well, yes, it's so. But, then... Jiro was right!"


"Ah yes? Really?"


"Well he couldn't be sure, but he thought it was possible."


"And what was his reaction?"


"He would have been happy for Saburo."


"Ah, that pleases me very much. Yes, Saburo and I are lovers. He is a splendid boy. And you, are you okay with Jiro, isn't it?"


"Yes, and I would like to be able to live with him. If I just could get a work visa... I don't want to lose him, now that I've met him!"


"Well, for that I can possibly give you an hand. I can't yet promise you anything, but I'll try to help you."


"I would be grateful to you forever. It would be splendid!"


"But you, in turn, would have to help me."


"In what? Tell me, and if I can..."


So Naoki explained him the plan for the "family reunion".


Ben was listening at him with disbelieving eyes: "It seem almost unbelievable! All four brothers are gay, and they don't know about each other. And really Kazuya has sold his body to raise and maintain his brothers? Good God, what a bravery! Sure, if he would like to stop to live with Takeshi, we surely have to help him!"


"But the problem is that Kazuya still feels responsible for all his three brothers, and even if he wants to stop, he hasn't the courage to do it: he thinks it would be selfish."


"As Jiro yet thought about you two, and that he said he would be happy, can't I tell him? Jiro, knows Kazuya better than all us together."


"No, I think we have to say nothing to our boys."




CHAPTER 10


THE FAMILY REUNION






"Why?" Ben asked.

"If he knew, I don't think he'd act normally with his brother. Also Saburo doesn't know about Jiro and the others. No, the best thing is exactly the 'family reunion' as we call it."


"You really are a director, Naoki-san. Well, you will have all my support. Just tell me what I have to do and how I should do it."


"Thank you Ben. And as we are in some ways part of the same family, why not to stop the formalities and just call each other by name?"


"Thank you Naoki. With pleasure."


"And for your visa, I'll do something, don't worry. But also, don't tell Jiro about this, for the moment."


"All right."


So, Naoki fixed the day for the reunion. He told Saburo that on the Wednesday two weeks later, he wanted to organize a party and invited some of his most dearest friends, all gay, to officially introduce Saburo as his lover. The boy was happy, and accepted. The party was to be held in the late afternoon, a little before supper time. Then they would have the meal together.


"How many people will you invite?"


"Six, that is three couples like us."


"It will be nice, then." the boy merrily said.


Naoki called Takeshi, Sanma and Ben, confirming the day and time of the reunion. As they agreed, each of them invited his lover, without saying who had invited them, but just that a couple of gay friends had invited them for supper. All the three boys, unaware, accepted to meet that gay couple.


When the momentous evening came, as planned in detail, Ben and Jiro arrived at Naoki's villa first. None of the three brothers ever went to Naoki place, so Jiro, when Ben rang the doorbell, didn't have the faintest suspicion. Naoki went to open the door, together with Saburo. When the two brothers saw each other, for a moment each looked at each other with unbelieving expression, then at once both understood.


"You and Ben..." Saburo asked, looking at them amazed.


"And he... he is Naoki? The director?" Jiro asked looking the man standing behind his brother.


"Yes, Jiro. I'm pleased to have you here. Please, come in." Naoki answered with a smile.


The two guests entered and Jiro and Saburo started to talk with each other, astonished but happy at the same time.


"You, too, Jiro!"


"I guessed about you and Naoki, but I wasn't at all sure."


"And you, when?"


"With Ben, almost a year. But I was sixteen the first time that I... and you?"


"I was just fourteen, but Naoki has been my real first and only man, from when I am sixteen."


"Four years you've been together! That's wonderful. And I didn't suspect anything at all!" Jiro said, and the two boys told each other everything about themselves.


The door bell rang again. Naoki went to open it, alone. As planned, there were Sanma and Yukio.


"Ah, welcome Sanma, please, come in. And this is Yukio, your boyfriend, right?"


"Yes, he is Yukio..."


"How do you do, Yukio. Come with me, so you can meet the others..." Naoki said.


Yukio thought it was somewhat strange that the host didn't introduce himself, but went with the man in the reception rooms, followed by Sanma. When Yukio entered in the room where Saburo and Jiro were, the boy looked astounded at his brothers, then turned toward Sanma and whispered, tense: "But, you told me that... you means that they too..." and turned again towards his brothers, red as a ripe tomato.


When the two other boys saw their brother, they looked at each other hard, and then Jiro said: "Yukio, don't tell me that you too... you too are... and that he is your man!"


"I... you..." Yukio stammered in confusion.


"He is Ben, my lover. And he is Naoki, our host, and Saburo's lover, too." Jiro said with an amused smile, looking at the bewildered expression of his little brother.


"Naoki, the director?" Yukio asked, still astounded.


"Yes, and now just Kazuya would be missing... oh no, Naoki, don't tell me that the couple still missing is... is - of course! - Kazuya and his lover, too!" Saburo exclaimed looking at Naoki with wide, delightedly surprised eyes.


Naoki, Sanma, and Ben burst out in laughter and all of the three brothers understood that it was exactly so.


"But how is it that... in short, we brothers didn't guess... how did you understand?" Jiro asked to Ben.


"The world is small. And when we understood it, we thought you, too, had to know about each other, right?" Ben answered with a wide smile.


Yukio, slightly tense, asked to Sanma: "Why you didn't tell me, if you knew?"


"Because we agreed to have you meet this way. I gave my word to the others."


"Are they more important to you than me?" Yukio asked him with a low voice, harshly.


"Yukio, he told you he was taking you here." Saburo gently intervened, "Don't make that face, come on! I am really glad to know that you too... Are you happy with... what's your man's name?"


"Sanma. Yes, of course, I'm happy with him..."


"How long have you been together?"


"Two years." the boy said, slightly blushing.


"He is your first man, then, I guess..." Jiro said putting his hand on Yukio's shoulder, with affection.


"Yes..." Yukio answered, still a little tense.


"Welcome, then, little brother. And now we have just to wait for Kazuya. He is the one missing, right?" Jiro asked Naoki.


"Yes, he will arrive very soon."


"And who is his man?" Saburo asked.


"You all know him." Naoki said, enigmatically.


"We three know him? Who is he?" Jiro asked widening his eyes and looking at Ben with a questioning expression.


Naoki answered instead of Ben: "You will all know in a short while."


While the three brothers were animatedly talking among themselves, cheerfully and excitedly, and Yukio was clearing up, the door bell rung again. Naoki asked Ben to go to open the door: "You are the only one that Kazuya never saw." he explained.


They heard Ben opening the door and doing the honours of the house. Saburo went near Naoki, and Yukio near Sanma, holding his hand to make him understand that he forgave him, when Ben opened the door and Kazuya entered. As soon as he saw his brothers, he stopped, turning pale and, looking towards Takeshi, he said, hard: "What's the story? What are they doing here? What's happeniong here?"


Jiro went toward his brother: "Kazuya, come in. We're waiting for you. I think we have several thing to tell each other... Hi, Takeshi."


"You know each other? How's that?" Kazuya asked to Takeshi, with a more and more darker face.


"We'll explain everything to you... Hi Takeshi..." Saburo said.


"Hi Takeshi..." then Yukio said, slightly blushing.


"Well, what... why did you bring me here?" Kazuya asked, always looking at Takeshi very hard.


"Would you please let us brothers be alone for a while?" Jiro then asked the others.


"NO. Before I want to know from Takeshi what he is hoping to do, to obtain by this."


"Kazuya, it is me, not Takeshi, who organized this meeting." Naoki then said, trying to rescue his friend who didn't know where to start.


"And I bet you also told all of them that I am a boy-san, right?" Kazuya shouted to Takeshi, taking him by his jacket lapels and shaking him, almost with hate.


"No, no..." the man finally murmured.


"A boy-san? What is a boy-san?" Yukio asked, hit more by the tone of his brother than by the word he didn't know.


"A boy-san?" Jiro, who knew the meaning of this word, asked to his elder brother.


Then Kazuya understood that Takeshi didn't tell them and bit his lips.


"What does it mean that you are a boy-san?" Jiro asked again, looking Kazuya in his eyes.


Kazuya abruptly sat on a chair, hollow; all his rage vanished in an instant when he understood that he had betrayed himself, and bent over and buried his face in his hands.


Saburo asked Jiro: "But, what does it mean that he is a boy-san?"


Jiro looked at Kazuya: "Were you serious?" Then, his eyes like lightened by a painful understanding flash, with a sorrowful voice, he asked: "For us? You did that - for us? Answer me, did you that for us? Your work in a club, at night. Did you that so we didn't miss anything? Answer me, please."


Kazuya shook his head and a sob escaped from his hands closed on his face. Jiro felt his head spinning. He knelt in front of his brother and took his wrists, trying to uncover his face, and said, "Look at me, Kazuya. Look at me. Why are you hiding? You did that for us three. We lived all those years of that... of that huge sacrifice? You did it for us, right?"


"I was not able to earn enough money, in other ways." Kazuya sobbed, shaken by his crying.


Jiro, stayed kneeling before him, embracing him. Then turning toward his brothers, Jiro said, his voice broken with emotion: "Down, kneel! Kneel before your elder brother. Kneel down - we have to beg him for forgiveness!"


Saburo and Yukio couldn't understand, but Jiro voice was so sorrowful, imperious, almost desperate, that by instinct they obeyed at once.


"Kazuya, forgive us!" Jiro said, crying.


"I forgive you? For what?" Kazuya sobbed and, sliding on his kneed he too, said: "How can I look you in the eyes, now? What can I do? I didn't want you to know that I... I'm so ashamed..."


"What are you ashamed of, Kazuya?" Naoki asked, moved, "You have absolutely nothing to be ashamed for. On the contrary, your brothers have to be grateful to you forever for the incredible sacrifice you made for them. That's why I decided on this meeting, of all you four Omura brothers and the four man who are in love with you, and who admire and think so very highly of you, Kazuya. Don't you understand? We are a single, great family, now! You are no longer alone..."


Yukio asked with a troubled voice: "But what did he do? What means boy-san? Would someone, please, explain this to me?"


Jiro bent toward Kazuya and, embracing him, asked in a whisper: "Do you want me to explain to Yukio and Saburo?"


"No!" Kazuya almost shouted, then in a sob added: "I don't know... Yes, possibly... by now..."


"Saburo, Yukio. Do you remember when Kazuya was killing himself with those two jobs, for us? When we were in that small and dark apartment? Then, Kazuya found a new job, not so hard as the others, and allowing him to earn so much more money..."


"Yes, in the nightclub for rich people." Yukio said.


"Well, it was not exactly a night club for rich people. Kazuya, to do so that we didn't miss anything, to send us in the best expensive schools - he went to work in a kind of bar where... where people wanting to find a boy for... to spend some time together... go there, choose a boy, and pays... and that boy has to... to go in bed with that guy, wether he likes it or not... And meanwhile, we three had enjoyed our lives, had found our lovers... at that price! Do you understand now, Saburo and Yukio, why we have to beg him for forgiveness? We were happy and spoiled... at what price? Oh, Kazu! If we just knew... if we just knew!"


"But I... I am gay and... it wasn't so hard - it was even good, sometimes." Kazuya sobbed.


"But you wanted to stop, now, and you think that you couldn't. Right?" Naoki then asked him.


"Why he couldn't stop?" Saburo asked rising his head and looking at his man.


"Because..." Naoki started to say.


"No, please, stop it..." Kazuya implored.


"No, Kazu, I now want to know everything, really everything, so you tell us, or they will." Saburo said decidedly, then, with a hard voice, added: "And you, Takeshi, you are his lover, right? You did know what he was doing for us, right? You knew what work he was doing and you, his lover, did nothing for him? It is not also you who have to beg him forgiveness?"


"No, he didn't want me to continue, he begged me... but I could not stop, not even for the love I have for him. He has no fault in this; indeed, he really loves me, and I love him, but..."


"You couldn't stop for us, isn't it?" Yukio asked embracing his elder brother and squeezing him against his chest. "For us? But we... I rather look for a work, stop studying, but you... you cannot continue that life if you want to stop. You have a right to your own life, to happiness with your lover! You've already renounced to your studies for us, but this... this is too much... I cannot accept it. And they also cannot, I'm sure."


"It is so, certainly..." Saburo said determinedly, "I too feel this way. I also would rather look for a job. I don't care about becoming an actor if you have to renounce to your happiness."


"No, you have to end your studies, please. You cannot throw away all those years. You can't do that, please!" Kazuya sobbed.


Then, Naoki intervened again: "Nobody needs to renounce anything. You are no longer alone - here we are! Jiro in a short while will graduate from the university, and I'm sure he can find a very good job, so he and Ben will have no problems. About Saburo, I will take care of him; he will continue his drama school, and meanwhile continue to work on TV. He will lack nothing with me. And Sanma can take care of Yukio, and anyway we too will help them. And you, Kazuya, you can finally open the bookshop you were dreaming about; with your savings and Takeshi's help. Nobody has to renounce anything, if we help each other. If we really do all became a great family."


"I completely failed..."


"But how? You didn't fail at all. You raised three splendid boys, in these six, seven years. You must be proud of yourself." Ben said with conviction, "Without you, they would not be what they are. The time has come you think of yourself, Kazuya. I know you only through Jiro, but I have huge esteem for you, and even more when I knew the sacrifice you made for my Jiro. You raised him, giving him sound values, beside food, shelter, and education; and you made of him the splendid person I love. Jiro admires you, and I too do."


"Yes, Kazuya. The same is true for me." Sanma said, "Yuki loves you, and I too, through him, learned to love you and I'm happy to know you and that I can tell you how much I esteem you. Naoki is right - now we are a big family, we will all help each other. And if we are a great family, we owe that to you, never forget that. I still don't know you well, but I feel I love you..."


"Kazuya..." Takeshi said with a low voice, crouching on the floor near his boy. Jiro and his brothers withdrew to let them together. Takeshi embraced Kazuya and started to rock him, caressing him. "Kazu, we all love you, and I adore you. We all esteem you, and I admire you. From now on, we can start a new life, if you want. We can became a real family, whose focus is you. And we can at last love each other without problems, you and I. Please, Kazu, please... and not just for the two of us. Allow us all to give you our love, accept what we all can do for you. You did so much for all of us, in a thousand different ways."


"Ok, Takeshi... I feel so lost!"


"Why is that? We all are here, and we all love you. Don't you understand that life is starting to smile again upon you?"


"To smile?" Kazuya asked, moaning.


"Yes to smile on you, if only you will try to smile back at your life. And now, you can do it..."


"Kazu, do you love your Yuki?" his little brother then asked him.


"You can ask me that? Surely, you always are deep in my heart." Kazuya said sorrowful, not having the courage to look at him.


"And you know that I always adored you? Do you know it?"


"Yes..."


"Well, if there was a more beautiful, strong word than to adore, I will, from now on, use it to tell you what I feel for you... Do you understand what I'm trying to tell you? I don't want to look at you here on the floor, crying. Stand up, Kazu, and be as always our elder brother, that we admire, that we follow. Make us once again an example of yourself - let us see how life is to be faced with courage and a smile. Do you remember, when I was a child, how many times did you say that to me? Let me see now that you were not lying. Stand up, I beg you!"


Takeshi gently forced Kazuya to stand up. The boy, for the first time, looked his at brothers in their eyes. Takeshi withdrew a little. Then the three boys circled their Kazuya, and the four brothers embraced tight in a single embrace, and they all quietly cried, while their men, moved to the deepest, looked at them, each feeling proud of his lover.


After a while, Kazuya whispered to his brothers: "I would like to embrace also Takeshi. I made him suffer so much, he had to endure so much, being in love with me. Would you forgive me, Take?"


They embraced and kissed. So the other three boys went each to the side of his love. Saburo, after a while, trying to control the emotion that closed his throat, said: "Kazu, supper is ready, can we go in the dining-room?"


"Yes. And during the meal, we will talk about our new, greater family." Kazuya said with a faint smile.


"Surely we shall, Kazu!" Yukio said merrily, leaning against Sanma, "I'm so happy that we can finally live, each of us, our love without needing any more to hide from each other. And we owe that to Naoki. Today is really a great day, one to mark on the calendar!"


They went in to eat, sitting around the table in couples. Kazuya was still shaken, but he was recovering his spirits, little by little. At times he sketched a shy smile towards Takeshi or one of his brothers. Naoki resumed the talk about the future and profited by this occasion to ask Ben if he'd accept a full-time job on TV, for the international News. Benjamin answered that he was more than happy, and looked radiantly at Jiro, who squeezed his hand.


"So, you really want to live here in Japan? With me?"


"Of course. I don't want to leave you, and you know it!"


"Well, listen," Naoki continued, "if Saburo comes to live here with me, and Kazuya goes to live at Takeshi's house, Ben and Sanma can go to live in the house of Fujimicho with Jiro and Yukio. There will be more than enough place for the two couples, right?"


"If Kazu agrees, I would like that very much." Jiro said, looking at his elder brother.


"I too would like it a lot..." Yukio added, looking he too to Kazuya, hopefully.


The boy nodded: "If you are happy, it's good for me as well. You, Saburo, do you like coming to live here with Naoki?"


"It's years that I've dreamed of that, Kazu. I would be really happy. And you?"


"I... if Take wants me with him..."


"Naturally I want you, Kazu! You really want to come to live with me? I would be more than happy!"


"Suddenly. Suddenly all changes. To discover that my brothers are gay as I am, that they all have lovers. That I can really stop to... That I can at last say to myself: you are Takeshi's lover! It seems quite a dream. When can I come to live with you, Take?"


"Even tonight, if you want..."


"I have to call the agency, tell them that I'll stop going in to them to work."


"And tomorrow we will start to look for a place for your bookshop, all right?" Takeshi sweetly said.


"Tomorrow... it really seems a dream..." Kazuya, feeling still dizzy but happy, said.


After the meal, while they were drinking, they chatted about a thousand things and mainly the Omura boys told each other their individual stories. Then at a certain time, they all bade each other goodby and parted. Naoki asked all them to meet again soon, all together, at his place, or at Takeshi's, or at Jiro's and Yukio's place. When they remained alone, Saburo said to Naoki:


"You have been splendid, with this idea to gather all us and fix everything. I adore you, Naoki!"


"Show me, then." the man said with a cunning but gentle smile at the same time.


Saburo went to sit on his lap and, kissing him, started to unbutton the man's shirt. Also Naoki started to pull off the clothes from the top of Saburo's trousers, caressing him all over his body.


"My little boy became a man... you are more and more beautiful, you know? I love you madly!"


"Do you remember our first time? With the pretext of teaching me to wear a fundoshi, you corrupted me, didn't you?"


"But you made me corrupt you more than readily, isn't that so?"


"Of course! A man as fascinating as you... And a tool so beautiful as this... you just put on it my hand, in this way... hard as it is now."


"Do you want it?" Naoki asked him, caressing Saburo's ass through his trousers.


"Surely I want it! You know how much I like it, don't you?"


"Then, take it. It is all yours."


"Just a moment..." Saburo said standing up and rapidly pulling off his trousers and underpants, while Naoki also undressed himself. Saburo looked between his man's legs with desire - the beautiful, hard rod: "Here I am, I'm ready, Naoki." the boy said sitting again on the man's lap, keeping the rod straight up with his hand, and lowering himself onto it so that it penetrated deep inside him. "Oh, my love, how big and hard it is tonight! Aaaahhh.... aahhh... it's great...."


"I love you. And also yours seems bigger and harder than ever... Why are you so excited?"


"It is the idea that my brothers know that we are lovers, that gives more zest to what we are doing. Not hiding, at last. I can live with you, and I know that Kazuya not only approves, but is happy for me. Do you think he too is making love, now?"


"I really do think so. And also Jiro and Yukio, I'm sure. You are a really beautiful family, and I like all your brothers very much indeed."


"More than me?"


"Don't be silly!" Naoki said. Saburo girdled his neck with his arms and started to gently spring up and down with his body. Naoki kissed him, caressing his sweet body.






Kazuya was at Takeshi's home, naked on his bed, in his arms. They were not making love; they were just gently caressing each other, whispering and clinging to each other's body.


"Do you love me, Kazu?"


"Yes, I love you. And finally I can be yours, only yours, all yours."


"I am so happy."


"I too. I feel as if I was born again. Can I ask you something, a pleasure for me?"


"Ask me."


"Will you take me to the spa where we made love the first time? I would like to start again from there. From the sun rising on the mount Fuji and kissing our bodies."


"Now it is too late, they would not accept us. But tomorrow morning I will book the best room they have and tomorrow evening I'll take you there."


"Then... will you regret if tonight we don't make love?"


"No, not at all."


"But we can fall asleep in this way, isn't it? While you keep me tight against you, all right?"


"Surely, my love."


"It isn't too hard, for you?"


"No, don't worry. I love holding you like this, and to know that now, all the nights from now on will be ours."


"And only ours at last. I have been so lucky to have met you. That it was you who won me, that time."


"Yes, I too am very, very lucky."






Yukio, on all fours, was enjoying Sanma who was riding him with his usual vigour. The boy liked his little man with his virile, firm body very much, and the pleasure with which Sanma was joyfully hammering inside him. And he liked also to think that Sanma took his cherry right in this room, while Jiro and Saburo were at school, and in secret from Kazuya who was sleeping not so far away. It had been terribly exciting. Now, on the other hand, he could do it without hiding, and possibly in the other room also Jiro was making love with his beautiful foreign lover. This thought also was really exciting.


Sanma came quite suddenly, shuddering in all through his body and pounding inside him with his powerful tool erupting boiling lava. Yukio liked feeling his man shudder, enjoying him and in him with the usual intensity, slightly moaned with pleasure. Then Sanma slipped out of him, and lay down, under him, and started to suck his young, hard rod, pressing him between his lips and giving vigorous strokes upward, towards Yukio's pubes, milking him almost like a sucking calf, wanting to be able at last to drink the tasty male milk that soon this boy would give him. And when Yuki emptied himself in him, Sanma drank in great, greedy draughts. Then Sanma turned around, pulled the still quivering body of his young lover to himself, and tenderly wrapped him with his arms and legs, rocking and kissing him.


"Oh, Yukio, how much do I love you!"


"I too do, beloved. Are you happy to live here with me?"


"Yes, so we can make love at any time, day or night, and without having always to be on guard!"


"I also have to study, remember!"


"Sure, you have to study. For Kazuya, for me, and for yourself. Did you already decide what you intend to do after highschool?"


"I was thinking to be a medical student."


"Really? That will be good! So I can work with you, for you. But they are hard studies..."


"I'm not afraid. Hey, but it is hard again!"


"I desire you again..." Sanma said, almost shyly, caressing him.


"What are you waiting for, then?" Yukio said, happy and ready.






In the other room, Jiro and Ben were intertwined, intent on making love. After sucking each other full of desire, Ben lay down offering himself to his lover. Jiro leaned against him and took him with tender vigour.


"How great it is feeling you inside me, Jiro! You are indeed a beautiful thoroughbred colt in heat! Do you like my little ass?"


"I like everything about you. And I like looking at you while we are making love. You become so beautiful..."


"Just when we make love, I'm beautiful?"


"No, always. But in these moments..."


"You too are very beautiful, while you take me..."


Jiro lowered to kiss him, while he moved his pelvis so that both his erection and that of his lover remained well awake, but postponing the moment of their orgasm. Then he started again to move inside him in slow thrusts, accelerating as his excitation mounted higher and higher.


"Yes, that way, Jiro... Let me feel that I am yours..."


"So? Do you feel it?"


"Oh, yes... how beautiful... how great... No, don't slow down... cum in me... anyway, we have all night and we can start again, later... Cum, go on... go on..."


Jiro, continuing to take his lover and keeping him tight to himself, did so that his groin was brushing against Ben's member, trying to make him cum at the same time with him. And finally, when he felt that his Ben was really near to his orgasm, he stopped to control himself and the two lovers reached their orgasms at the same time, deeply kissing each other.






Kazuya soon found his serenity. He opened the book shop he did dream for so many years. Ben got, thanks to Naoki, the work visa and, abandoning the University, went to work at the TV network. Also Jiro had found a very good job so that, together with Sanma and Ben, they payed the University tuition for Yukio, who continued to get very good marks in all his subjects.


Very often, all eight met. During one of their "family reunions", while Kazuya was looking with real pride at his three brothers, Takeshi took him in a gentle embrace.


"You see, everybody is happy, and we all owe that to you, do you now realize it? You can be really proud of yourself, can't you? And you've made me happy, and your brothers, and Naoki, Ben and Sanma, too. We all owe you a lot. Or rather, we owe you everything."


"And I... I owe you this happiness. I love you Take, and I don't know if I can be able ever show you how much I love you!"


"It is enough to look at you, my love, to see it."








THE END
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