


































The night begins to decay after beer number five. The crowd loosens 
and the pack gathers pace as bodies begin to spll 1 into the streets 
surrounding the corner establishment. In th i s pos t -nve-bee r s state, 
rationality disappears and the c lose proximity of head shops leads 

to questionable decisions. The idea is mooted. The re' s not much 
reluctance after beer flve is done, and the night is 

young after al l . Soon enough Jay reappears w1 t h a 
bag of mushroom dust (s till vague l y legal 1n these . 
parts) . It ' s only a pinch each, just a little 
something to add a rosy glow to the evening. He 
shares it around and as I surrept itious ly hold 

my hand out, I catch an expectant gllmmer in 
his eye. Jay and I hold eac h other's gaze as we 
pursue the acr i d powder down our throats with a 
cheap beer chaser. The deed is done and, after 

a moments wincing at the taste. we share a 
smirk of anticipation as we polish of f beer 

number six. 

At thi s stage of the game 1t 's not 
uncommon to see bodies escaping 
the crowd in a mad rush to nearby 
alleyways to projectile vomit the 
cheap dra f t up and out of their 
system. With a sense of gay abandon 
hanging heav ily in t he air, ton1ght 
sees more than the occasional 
casual t y. In my few mo nths here I've 
built a stomach of steel. I manage to 
keep the mushroom dust in my system 
and. though muted slightly by the 
alcohol, the fungus starts to weave 
its mag i c. The pavelllenl transforms 
into a multicoloured f racta l -like 
Persian rug , and everybody seems 
softly lit from behi nd, slightly 
blurring shapes and smiles and 
smirks. I cat ch Jay's eye again, and' 
his blue eyes twinkle at the 
developing hallucination. 

The clock 1s nearing nine and the rush to fit in a last fill-up has 
begun. Jay follows close behind me . The combination of the beer and 
mushrooms seems to have inspired a dirty flirtation between us. We 
mince word s and t r y to out-smut each other as we ar r ive at the front 
of the queue. We collect our final beers of the evening and head 
out into the street. now heaving under the weight of far too many 
fags. you ever pimped your assr Jay asks me. His face blurs 



and his freckles spin for a moment 
as I gather my answer, "No ... " (loaded 

sllence), ~ but I 'm w1l ling t o give it a 
good Aussie goJ w His gri n seems to reach 

hi s ears l ike some weird cartoon -esque 
Scand ina vian el f, and he gives me a single 

nod of approval. ~ Now ?~ he i nquire s coy ly. 
I mi mic his southern drawl, Hyou betcha." 

So we down the dregs of our last beer , inform 
people that we are off t o sell ourse l ves, and totter through 
the narrow all eyways, I know exactly where we' re gOi ng . 
The e ffec ts of the fu ngus dust seem to have dulled , but 1 
still dance over the swirling colours beneath my feet, as 
I try and count how many beers I 've drunk . I lose cou nt 
and we turn t o discus sing the ins & outs of our mission. 

recepttve anal f ucking, l aGSe yen for a blow, Hees if 
wanna be butt fucked. These are fair pri ces fo r some 

handsome . We arr ive a t th e street railing we both know is 
a renowned ass-pimping pOSit i on. On a Fr i day or Saturday n1ght, 
thi s place swarms with young lads s it ti ng patiently on the railings 
await i ng the approach of cruis ing glances from passing cars. 

Perhaps it 's t oo early, perhaps it's too late , it 's probably just 
Sunday, but for whatever re ason, the railings sit empty, save for 
our bony white asses. We agree that neithe r of us has seen any 
white boys haul 1n their t r ade on these streets and speCUlate that 
the lack of compet ition bodes well for us. But trade is none)(istent 
tonigh t . The mul tiple beer and halluc i nogen combo consumed d istor t s 
ou r co ncept of time. Feels like hours that we've been 
si tt i ng here, practicing our smutty Japa nese 
on each othe r, but "it's only been about fifteen 
llI inutes, and we tire of the waiting game. ~/e're 

not her e for the yen, we're here for the story, 
fo r t he thr ill of the tr ade. 

Jay proposes that perhaps by trawling th rough 
the unmar ked buildings of N1chome, we might find a 
'rub' n' tug' par l ou r that will employ us for the 
evening. He' s hea rd of such establishments, and 
15 pr etty sure he knows the locatfon of some. 
We scamper to a nearby bui ld1ng and c li mb 
dark dank stai r s , the conc r ete exhall ng 
heavy breath s e)(hausted f rom the summer 
heat. Jay's Ja panese is hlpeccable, and 
even with to)(ic substances skew i ng 
r eal ity . he can recognize whi ch doo r s 
cou l d potent1ally provide e~ployment. 
We knock on door number one. No 
answe r. We try the ha ndle . 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, l i ke all 
the others. 1s 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 scur r y up the final flight 
of stairs and burst through the doo r to the roof. We step out 
impatiently and a blare of colour, sound and snell smacks us. 
During our as yet failed bOCk-hocking adventure. quite a sizeable 
fire has engulfed a nearby building in the next block. We ru sh to 
the railing of the building as flashes of siren lights splatter 
red on nearby walls. Lurid names lick high into the night sky and 
an audience of shriek in g fags has gathered to watch the spectacle 
on the street below. ~Iy heart start s racing and bl ood courses 
fiercely through my veins, speeding its way to my groio_ I turn to 
Jay with a loaded gli mpse of escapade in my gaze. ~ Th1 s 1s great! 

Let·s masturbate!" His wide-reaching grin appears again with 
sparks shooting from hi s eyes and he chuckles to himself as we 
both unzip and a1m 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 ou r spare hands creep and tangle over 
each other·s limbs. I fee l his height behind me, his lanky frame 
pushes light l y at my shou lders as his hand s lides 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 Illy behind 
is kinda playing second fiddle to the st i l l- bu rning building. 
Jay holds me close and whispers in my ear, -I've got a condom 
on." It could be the flames, 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 f eels lik.e I'm being split in two. I 
scream MItai!~ (local lingo for ' pain') out to the neighbouring 
buildings. He pul ls out, but st ill holds himself close against 
my back, his breathing heavy on lilY neck and I feel h1s rhythm 
reverberating through my body. 



The flames have been k1 1 led of .f by now and the scent of heavy 
wet smoke flils the air . Our breathing speeds as we persuade 
each other's cli max . We thrust cum as if it's spo r es reaching 
to catch the passing wind , but 1t falls instead with dull splats 
at ou r feet. The flre 1s out and we are two spent lads leaning 
s ilent and exhausted on a r ooftop ral1ing. The flashing lights 
have disappeared and a quiet calm ha ngs over us. 

We chuckle at our wobbly legs as we s tumble down the flr st flight 
of stairs. When we rea ch the top floor·s land i ng again we decide 
to recheck the doors . How we missed it on the way up. I'm not 
sure (boole and fungus powder could explain it), but the door 
handle gives against the f orce of my grasp and opens to a quiet 
darkness . Jay l ooks 1n over my shoulde r and whispers, "Is that a 
guy sleeping over therer The apartment is smal l, and as my eyes 
adjust to the dim light , I notice the shape of a sleeping man 
on hi s futon just to our r ight. I'm not sure if it's the booze, 
or the excitement of the flre and dirty wanking session, or the 

hOllY Ilush room cloud 1n my head, but I turn to Jay, "I'm thirsty, 
I'm gonna nick someth i ng from his fridge." Jay quietly giggles 
behind lie as I tiptoe toward the fridge. I s l owly open the door 
and quickly scan the contents. MiSo, milk, tofu , and ... i n the 
door, a green glass bottle that, by its shape and co l our, I 
identify as Tanqueray Gin. I drunkenly rationalize that because 
booze is so cheap 1n thi s country. our sleeping friend will not 
miss a half -empty bottle of gin too much. So I stealthily s lide 
it out of the shelf of the door and creep back to the awaiting 
Jay. 'Whadya get?' he inqu1res 1n a hushed Texan drawl. With 
an accomplished grin I show him the bottle . We sha re a cheeky 
smile . I quickly stash the flask 1n my bag and we scamper down 
the stairs, half expecting t o be followed by an angry gin-less 
resident, but it's all clear when we arrive at the s t reet. 

~So_ i s this it?~ I ask as we stroll th rou gh the empty s treets , 
-_ou r ~1ssion to p1mp our hot asses has fa i led? M 

~It would seem that way Oan-chan,· Jay says with a tone of 



slight defeat , "But we did jerk off to 
raging fire on a rooftop." 

"And broke into someone's apartment and 
stole a bottle of gin from their fr1dge, ~ 

I add. 

Jay and Matt's apar t ment is walkable 
from 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] no tice Matt has found 
himself a bed buddy for the evening. 
Sleep hits me quick as I nod o ff i n Jay's 
arms. 

The mo r ning sun bea t s in through a c r ack 
in the slid in g doors as I rouse from 
a groggy doze. I stagger out 1nto the 
kitchen where the night's casualties 
have assembled for a Monday morning egg 
fest. Jay is already up and inhumanly 
bri ght-eyed at the table. We recount 
an abridged version of last night's 
adventure to our audience, omitting 
the whole fi r e-inspired wank bonanza. 

It's after thi s point in t he story that I'm 
reminded about the sto len gin 1n my bag. 
"Breakfas t shots anyone? " I ask. Bu t as I 
pull the green bottle fr om my bag I notice 
that it's not the Tanque ray I thought 1t 
to be. Jay takes the bottle and t ra nslates, 
"It's gold-infused water. The bottle says 
it's a treatment for arthritis._ and,· he 
chUCk les. "._ it ' s got a price tag of i chl -man 
(AUU4G). " I look blankly at him as I process 
the implications of my act10ns. 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. 

1 lasted two years before Tokyo 
ground me to a halt. 1 still have 
my stories and, unlike our former 
tenants, r still have a swansuit. 



s w an I ove@graffiti.net 
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