





















































and his freckles spin for a moment

as I gather my answer, “No.." (loaded
silence), “but I'm willing to give it a
good Aussie go!” His grin seems to reach
his ears like some weird cartoon-esque
Scandinavian elf, and he gives me a single
nod of approval. “Now?"” he inquires coyly.
I mimic his southern drawl, "You betcha.”
So we down the dregs of our last beer, inform
people that we are off to sell ourselves, and totter through
the narrow alleyways. I know exactly where we're going.
The effects of the fungus dust seem to have dulled, but I
still dance over the swirling colours beneath my feet, as
I try and count how many beers I've drunk. I lose count
and we turn to discussing the ins & outs of our mission.
No receptive anal fucking, 10000 yen for a blow, 15000 if
they wanna be butt fucked. These are fair prices for some

handsome lads. We arrive at the street railing we both know is
a renowned ass-pimping position. On a Friday or Saturday night,
this place swarms with young lads sitting patiently on the railings
awaiting the approach of cruising glances from passing cars.

Perhaps it's too early, perhaps it's too late, it's probably just
Sunday, but for whatever reason, the railings sit empty, save for
our bony white asses. We agree that neither of us has seen any
white boys haulin their trade on these streets and speculate that
the lack of competition bodes well for us. But trade is nonexistent
tonight. The multiple beer and hallucinogen combo consumed distorts
our concept of time. Feels like hours that we've been

sitting here, practicing our smutty Japanese

on each other, but it’'s only been about fifteen
minutes, and we tire of the waiting game. We're
not here for the yen, we're here for the story,
for the thrill of the trade.

Jay proposes that perhaps by trawling through

the unmarked buildings of Nichome, we might find a
‘rub'n’tug’ parlour that will employ us for the
evening. He's heard of such establishments, and
is pretty sure he knows the location of some.
We scamper to a nearby building and climb
dark dank stairs, the concrete exhaling
heavy breaths exhausted from the summer
heat. Jay's Japanese is impeccable, and
even with toxic substances skewing
reality, he can recognize which doors
could potentially provide employment.
We knock on door number one. No
answer. We try the handle. Locked. Up



and up we climb, trying doors that could potentially give us boys
a thrill. But as we reach the top floor, the last door, like all
the others, is locked. We share a look of disappointment. Is our
adventure really at an end? My gaze roves and I spy a door that
can only lead to the roof.

Rooftop access is such a rarity in this town, it would be sad to
miss out on such an opportunity. So we scurry up the final flight
of stairs and burst through the door to the roof. We step out
impatiently and a blare of colour, sound and smell smacks us.
During our as yet failed bock-hocking adventure, quite a sizeable
fire has engulfed a nearby building in the next block. We rush to
the railing of the building as flashes of siren lights splatter
red on nearby walls. Lurid flames lick high into the night sky and
an audience of shrieking fags has gathered to watch the spectacle
on the street below. My heart starts racing and blood courses
fiercely through my veins, speeding its way to my groin. I turn to
Jay with a loaded glimpse of escapade 1in my gaze, “This is great!

Let's masturbate!” His wide-reaching grin appears again with
sparks shooting from his eyes and he chuckles to himself as we
both unzip and aim our cocks in the direction of the blaze. We
pump our shafts and giggle between groans as we mime putting out
the flames with the pulses of our hands sliding over our dicks.
Our smiles interlock as our spare hands creep and tangle over
each other’'s limbs. I feel his height behind me, his lanky frame
pushes lightly at my shoulders as his hand slides down the small
of my back. over my cheeks, and finger-by-finger he explores my
sweaty ass. It’s hot and all, but what’s going on in my behind
is kinda playing second fiddle to the still-burning building.

Jay holds me close and whispers in my ear, “I’'ve got a condom
on." It could be the fiames, it could be the booze, it could

be the fact I haven't been fucked in a while, but as he forces
his cock up my ass it feels like I'm being split in two. 1
scream “Itai!” (local lingo for ‘pain’) out to the neighbouring
buildings. He pulls out, but still holds himself close against
my back, his breathing heavy on my neck and I feel his rhythm
reverberating through my body.



The flames have been killed off by now and the scent of heavy

wet smoke fills the air. Our breathing speeds as we persuade

each other's climax. We thrust cum as if it’'s spores reaching

to catch the passing wind, but it falls instead with dull splats
at our feet. The fire is out and we are two spent lads leaning
silent and exhausted on a rooftop railing. The flashing lights
have disappeared and a quiet calm hangs over us.

We chuckle at our wobbly legs as we stumble down the first flight
of stairs. When we reach the top floor's landing again we decide
to recheck the doors. How we missed it on the way up, I'm not
sure (booze and fungus powder could explain it), but the door
handle gives against the force of my grasp and opens to a quiet
darkness. Jay looks in over my shoulder and whispers, “Is that a
guy sleeping over there?"” The apartment is small, and as my eyes
adjust to the dim light, I notice the shape of a sleeping man

on his futon just to our right. I'm not sure if it's the booze,
or the excitement of the fire and dirty wanking session, or the

hazy mushroom cloud in my head, but I turn to Jay, “I'm thirsty,
I'm gonna nick something from his fridge."” Jay quietly giggles
behind me as I tiptoe toward the fridge. I slowly open the door
and quickly scan the contents. Miso, milk, tofu, and.. in the
door, a green glass bottle that, by its shape and colour, I
identify as Tanqueray Gin. I drunkenly rationalize that because
booze is so cheap in this country, our sleeping friend will not
miss a half-empty bottle of gin too much. So I stealthily slide
it out of the shelf of the door and creep back to the awaiting
Jay. ‘Whadya get?’ he inquires in a hushed Texan drawl. With

an accomplished grin I show him the bottle. We share a cheeky
smile. I quickly stash the flask in my bag and we scamper down
the stairs, half expecting to be followed by an angry gin-less
resident, but it’s all clear when we arrive at the street.

“So.. is this it?” I ask as we stroll through the empty streets,
“.our mission to pimp our hot asses has failed?”

“It would seem that way Dan-chan,” Jay says with a tone of



e
slight defeat, “But we did jerk off to a =
raging fire on a rooftop.” =

“And broke into someone’s apartment and
stole a bottle of gin from their fridge,”
I add.

Jay and Matt’'s apartment is walkable

Trom Nichome. We chuckle our way back

and quickly pass out on bare futons laid
haphazardly on the ground. There are four
on the floor as 1 notice Matt has found
himself a bed buddy for the evening.
Sleep hits me quick as I nod off in Jay’s
arms.

The morning sun beats in through a crack
in the sliding doors as 1 rouse from

a groggy doze. I stagger out into the
kitchen where the night's casualties
have assembled for a Monday morning egg
fest. Jay is already up and inhumanly
bright-eyed at the table. We recount

an abridged version of last night’'s
adventure to our audience, omitting

the whole fire-inspired wank bonanza.

B

It's after this point in the story that I'm
reminded about the stolen gin in my bag.
“Breakfast shots anyone?” I ask. But as I
pull the green bottle from my bag I notice
that it’s not the Tangqueray I thought it

to be. Jay takes the bottle and translates,
“It’s gold-infused water. The bottle says
it's a treatment for arthritis.. and,” he
chuckles, ".. it's got a price tag of ichi-man
(AU$140).” I look blankly at him as I process
the implications of my actions. Guilt fills me
for a second. "Breakfast shots anyone?”




epilogue

Sometimes you just feel like
curling up into a foetal position in
the middle of the street.
Sometimes you feel like throttling
shop assistants when you ask for a
small deviation from the
ingredients in a sandwich and
they say they can't, like... how
fucking hard is it not to put
tomato on a fucking sandwich.
Too hard apparently. Don’t break
the rules now. Sometimes you feel
like one big white cock being both
envied and feared as you try in
vain to blend into the sea of
bodies in the subway swarm.
Most of the time it’s all cheap
booze and smiles and stares and
sex and sushi trains and karaoke.

I lasted two years before Tokyo
ground me to a halt. I still have
my stories and, unlike our former
tenants, I still have a swansuit.



swanlove@graffiti.net
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