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A boy.

A man.

A girl. Well, sort of.

The boy is of indeterminate heritage. With a name like Arjan, the archer, he looks too light skinned to be South Indian but not sufficiently white to pass for English. He knows nothing about his parents. As a baby, he was abandoned by adults who could not look after him. He has, from then on, lived day to day, alone, in either orphanages or boys homes. And now he is on his way to his new foster home in the big city.

The man knows where he is from. China. But he doesn't look quite Chinese. His ancestors came from across the European continent. His parents match-made him with a local girl. He cannot pretend to live the life his parents live, as man and woman. He wants out. So he escapes and works his passage to Malaya.

The girl knows exactly what she wants to be when she grows up—a girl. She desires this because she was born a boy. As a boy, he is useless at anything to do with school. He sees no future working on the family farm, growing vegetables and fruits till his father retires and he takes over. He wants out of this life. So he runs away to the big city, Kuala Lumpur.

All these three people converge at Chow Kit Road, the bustling hub of commerce, entertainment and prostitution.

The boy and the girl fall for the same man. But who will the man choose in the end?
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Chapter 1
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At the bus station, Arjan answered the man beside him on the bench. He was going home to his hometown, to visit his family. The man had wrinkly eyes and did not attempt to touch him. He smiled back because unlike most people older than him, the man did not raise his voice. Unlike the people back at the boys home. He had come away from there with the only clean clothes he had on now.  In the cloth bag he had stashed away a couple of notes and some coins. He hadn’t asked the old man if they were enough to buy him a ticket out of this town and take him to the big city in Kuala Lumpur.

Waiting for the bus with this ancient man with a songkot (Malay cap) and a walking stick, he somehow felt safe. Safer than when he was with some adults at the boys home. They either ignored him or, in the case of one man, Harris, he would find excuses to touch him in some parts of his body, for no particular reason. And safer than with the bigger kids who often found reasons to hurt him.

He remembered that morning at the breakfast table with the other kids. After they gulped down their food, they washed up and went out to the garden to do their chores. He saw the usual dusty road outside the big locked gate. Sometimes vehicles would drive by, but they never stopped; sometimes people walked past, and they also never stopped. Nobody would stop and enter the boys home.

That morning he noticed that the gate wasn't locked.

When the adults went back in, to do their own work, he pretended he had left something in the dormitory he shared with the other kids. When he was sure, looking around the made beds, that there wasn't anybody about, no kids or adults, he pulled out his cloth bag from under his bed. He put in a few items of clothing he possessed, and some money he managed to save up when he took on a few odd jobs on the days when he lied to the adults that he had to stay back after school for extracurricular activities, like sports, societies or punishments.

He came out of the house. He looked left and right, and behind him. He strode past the other kids, who were cutting grass, painting a wall or watering plants. He thought, What luck. No one cared nor noticed him as he now reached the gate. Without looking back, he sauntered through it.

His heart beat fast as he quickened his steps towards the nearest bus station.

––––––––
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Unfortunately, some snoop who never liked him had paused sweeping the ground and had raised his head, wondering why Arjan was heading towards the gate. He dropped his hoe and ran into the building, headed into the head's office and told on him.  Thereupon, the head and his assistants rode their bikes to the one place they guessed, correctly, a runaway would go to and ride a bus out of Ipoh: the nearest bus station. They caught him climbing a bus headed for Kuala Lumpur, the big city in another state.

So, it was back to the boys home. Till Arjun planned another running away.

––––––––
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The admin began to weary of Arjan and his escapes and decided to see if they could place him into some other child care system or possibly a foster home. So, it became a routine for Arjan to pack his cloth bag with his few belongings and wait to be shuttled to a new so called home. His silence and his noncooperation with the foster parents and his apathy towards his foster brothers and sisters wore out his carers. So that as a last straw they gave up on him, and sent him back to the boys home. As every last foster family kept giving up on Arjan, to him, he seemed to be forever shuttling back and forth as a ward in the boys home in Ipoh. 

But one day, because there were no more beds available as more delinquent boys arrived into the home's care, and because he never bothered to get along with the other boys and the administration, somebody in the administration suggested, as a final solution, fostering Arjan out to some new foster family well away from Ipoh. And it happened to be a family headed by a woman named Anjali. Her house was one of many foster homes the boys home had been trying to place him into. 

As if for this particular instance luck was with him, he learnt that the new foster home was not located in Ipoh. It was that one place, that one city, he had all the while pining to travel to. He had heard stories of friends of other boys, of how anyone could make a good living because a lot of shops and offices needed workers. This was Kuala Lumpur, and he had nearly managed to climb aboard a bus destined for it, if the carers hadn't caught him. 

He learnt this news from one of the more friendly carers, Encik Harris. He had sidled over and whispered in his ear, and quickly moved away. He looked to be in his forties, and he had a thin moustache. He always seemed to be hovering around him. Arjan could always count on him during mealtimes to pass a plate with a little more food. And this was always accompanied by a wisp of a smile. And if Harris needed to relieve himself on Arjan, he would wink at him.

He recalled that one day when it first started, when he became aware of Harris following him. He had turned around and caught his wink. He was barely 15 years old then. There was not much flesh on his arms and legs, so that his feet looked too big. At breakfast Harris had put too much sugar in his tea. His bladder became full. He had to take a piss. He left the mess hall. Harris entered the lavatory after him. As the other boys and their carers were still finishing their meal, he and Harris were the only two people standing beside each other. Harris unbuttoned and pulled out his cock. It was not lolling but was beginning to rise and harden. There was no piss, and he was just holding the base of his cock with two fingers. He went on to slide his fingers up and down the shaft, all the while looking at Arjan. Or rather at Arjan's cock. 

Arjan finished shaking the last drops and was about to button up when Harris reached over and grabbed at his groin. Arjan's first instinct was to shout but Harris moved swiftly behind him and covered his mouth. Arjan felt the hard length of Harris's cock against his back. He didn't struggle, just let him graze his cock up and down his back, till he felt something wet spread over his back. He heard him grunt, and then Harris released him. He turned and used a hand to feel his back. His fingers felt something sticky. He didn't look back at Harris but went to turn a tap to full so that the flow of water would wash the stuff off his hands. He didn't think about what Harris would do next, he just concentrated on running the water over his hands and rubbing them together. He then heard the sound of clothes being patted, footsteps receding and the door closing. 

He tore off some pieces of newspaper that stood for toilet paper and tried to wipe his back. When he thought his shirt was dry enough, he went out to the garden at the back of the kitchen and pretended to be interested in some bush and hoped that the hot sun would dry his shirt before he was called back in for more duties.

He looked at his limbs now. It was more than two years since that incident. They had lengthened, the muscles hardened from the physical work forced upon him as chores, and sometimes as punishment.  He smiled, remembering Harris telling him that the foster mother Anjali already was fostering several girls and it was the first time she was taking in a boy.

If fostering was what his foster mother was actually doing.
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Chapter 2
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Arjan was too excited to sleep the night before he was to leave the boys home—and he hoped this time it would be forever. Nobody would be coming to bring him back because this time they had planned to move him out of this place permanently. He tossed and turned about in bed, not caring if the noise he was making was disturbing the other sleeping boys. When the small hours of the morning came, he felt tired and sleepy. He stopped moving about under his blanket and settled down into a deep slumber. 

He was woken by a hand shaking him, and the familiar voice of Harris. He was saying, with a wide grin, close to Arjan's face, that he would be taking him by bike to Kuala Lumpur. Arjan hadn't been told this before; he figured they would just let him be and he would just walk out to the bus station and make his way by himself to the address they had written onto a piece of paper. 

He forgot, for one mere moment, about this morning when he should be smiling ear to ear because he was going to the big city. Harris tried to pull him up by his hands but Arjan slapped Harris's hands away. Harris laughed, and winked. This always meant a prelude to an episode. Arjan would be glad to leave all this behind when he got to KL.

They were both up much earlier than the other boys, who were still asleep. Harris made breakfast. Arjan sat quietly, dressed in a simple but clean shirt and short pants, his hair neatly combed. He waited patiently and watched Harris go about making their breakfast. He took out a loaf of bread from the cupboard, and cut it into slices. Harris looked up and smiled, and indicated with the knife: he was putting on more jam than usual. As if this was a favor just for Arjan. As usual he over-sweetened the tea, putting into his mug more than two heaps of sugar. Arjan, without emotion, watched him pour the tea into his mug with a flourish, as if he had just prepared teh tarik.  

Arjan ate in silence, trying to munch the bread hurriedly; he wanted to be rid of this place fast. He was so excited he wished he had told Harris he wasn't eating breakfast, he was not hungry. But Harris would know it would be a lie because, he—and every boy here—was forever hungry. Even if Arjan was the only boy being secretly pampered by a member of staff. But nobody knew Arjan had to pay a price for such a privilege. 

He only sipped a little of the tea; he didn't want to have to go to the toilet while riding pillion. And he didn’t want to go to the toilet with Harris treading behind him. Harris drank the last of his tea, got up and patted Arjan on the back. He was about move his hand down Arjan's back but Arjan stood up quickly and went out. 

He stood with his cloth bag, beside Harris’s bike, waiting for Harris. When he appeared, he made a show of tucking in his shirt, grinning, asking, Why so impatient, boy? Harris revved his bike, making a lot of noise, which Arjan half hoped would wake up the other boys.  But he also half hoped that it wouldn't because it would embarrass him if they came out and saw him sitting behind Harris on his bike. As if their physical closeness on the bike would reveal what usually took place between them in the toilet. But nobody else appeared and waved goodbye; there were still a few more hours before everyone would begin waking up. By which time they would have made a good distance away from the place.

Harris told him to put his arms around his chest so that he would not fall off when the bike was moving, because he warned him, with a laugh, that he would be riding very fast. Arjan kept silent and saw that he would not fall off if he just gripped the sides of his passenger seat, tightly, not letting go. As you wish, Harris said, shaking his head. Harris let him be so that he could focus on the road. And they were soon on some wide road. 

The wind whipped his hair about, with no helmet over his head. He felt so happy. He opened his mouth as if to scream but did not. He looked up at the brightening sky. As the journey continued further, the scenery, mostly all green, with sporadic sightings of food and fruit stalls, came to bore him. He felt tired having to grip the sides of his seat. His hands were beginning to cramp, and on one occasion he slumped his cheek against Harris's back. He didn't know how long he was in this position, but he was glad that he had the presence of mind to hold on tightly to his seat. He lifted his face from Harris's back and guessed that they must have travelled a long way by now. The scenery had changed. There was lesser greenery, that is, fewer trees, and more buildings. He hoped they were now nearer to his destination.

Then Harris turned his head and told him to let go of his hands and wrap them around his chest. Because he was going to have to swerve to the side and into a lane. Arjan had no time to decide whether to obey. The bike began to lurch to the side as Harris turned his front wheel. Arjan could not see his face but he guessed that Harris must be grinning. Arjan let go of one hand and placed it around Harris and quickly did the same with the other. He had no choice but to lean against Harris as he rode and finally stopped the bike inside the side lane. Harris waited while Arjan released his hold around him. Arjan thought he would lose his balance, but he managed to alight without falling off the bike. 

His feet now on solid ground, he felt a little giddy for a moment, and thought he had to steady himself by holding onto something. What he was feeling was thirst and a little hunger. It must have been hours since he last ate a full meal. He was also feeling a full bladder even though he hadn’t drunk all of the sweet tea. He remembered Harris drank every drop of his, with a grin trained on him, sticking the tip of tongue out to lick his lips. He thought how obscene this had looked.

Harris seemed to know the lay of this place. Arjan figured he must have stopped by here whenever he rode his bike out of Ipoh, for some reason or other. He didn't know if he lived in Ipoh or in some other state. Arjan walked behind him as Harris headed for a small wooden hut. He noticed people, all men, going in and coming out. When one of them did his buttons up, he realized it was some sort of lavatory.

This was a public place and there were some men standing against a stained wall, pissing. A few turned their heads to look at them. Harris went towards the men, found a gap between a pair of them, and unbuttoned his fly, and let out a stream of piss. Arjan stood there and waited for a gap to open. Harris sidled a little, to make room, turning his head to gesture towards the newly available space. Arjan shook his head, and went up there only after Harris had finished. He went and pissed, and looked around for a tap. He left the lavatory, and walked back to where Harris left his bike. Harris was not around. 

He stood about and waited for Harris to come out. After a seemingly long time he looked towards the swing door of the lavatory, to see if Harris had gone in again, hoping to catch him coming out. After some more minutes and seeing that there didn't seem to be anybody coming out or going in, he went in again, to check. 

He didn't see anyone and was about to step out. Then he heard a grunting noise. And it sounded familiar. It sounded just like the same noise behind his back in the toilet in the boys home. He stiffened for a moment. But as the noise got louder and more breathless, he couldn't resist but move cautiously towards the source: a stall at the back of the toilet. He heard another noise, also a grunting, and he was sure this one was not coming from Harris. 

He moved closer till he was just inches away from the closed door. There was some bumping noise, as if some object or somebody was falling against the door. He saw under the door Harris's shoes, then another pair of feet. The way they both were positioned, Arjan could see that their owners were facing each other.

He turned around and went out.
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Chapter 3


[image: ]




All through their ride towards Kuala Lumpur, Arjan kept his arms around Harris's stomach. Unlike his own stomach, Harris had a harder one and he thought he could feel a few ridges. He recalled passing his quarters and seeing him on the floor. He was curious enough to pause on his way to the mess hall for breakfast. He stood and looked into the room, at him on his back, elbows out, hands behind his head. He was exerting himself, lifting his head off the floor and bringing together his elbows. There was some grunting, some puffing and gasps from him, as he repeated this routine several times. He sometimes alternated with a twisting of his trunk or waist, and also some lifting of his legs up in the air. Arjan wasn't sure how long he was standing outside his room watching, fascinated by this display of self imposed pain. 

Harris finally ceased what he was doing on the floor, unbending his back and laying flat on the floor, breathing heavily. When he looked to have gotten back his breath, he turned on his elbow to get up. He caught Arjan standing outside. He grinned and winked.

On the occasions when the bike went over some port hole or some bump or object on the road, the machine reared and Arjan gripped the rider's sides in panic. Other times when the road they were travelling on seemed to be flat and empty of little obstacles or unexpected dips, the bike ran smoothly over these unencumbered surfaces. He sometimes fell asleep with his cheek on the back of the rider and the wind rushing through his hair. 

He woke up. But it wasn't because they hit a bump or ran over a hole. All the while that he was dozing, he was getting used to, that is, less uncomfortable about, his hands having to touch the flat of Harris's stomach. But woken up now, he felt a different sensation on his hands: nothing flat. His hands must have slipped down as they were now covering something longish, bulging under his fly.

By now, privy to the bent inclinations of Harris, he shouldn't be surprised at this, remembering the pairs of feet he saw in the lavatory. He was sure that, back there, in the lavatory, he hadn't made any noise that might have alerted Harris and the other person (he guessed it must have been a male, seeing as they were in a male only lavatory, as evidenced by the men—and boys—going in and out of it).

Instead of fighting the inclination to remove his hands from the bulge—he realized it was Harris’s hard cock—he thought he might see if squeezing it hard might cause him some pain. One hand stroke the cloth hiding the cock while the other sought, blindly, by feel, reaching down to peel the fly flap, to manipulate the fly buttons, pulling them away from their eye holes, one by one. His hand, reaching in, found his shirt tails damp. His fingers pincered and tugged at the tails. Either Harris didn't wear underwear or he had pulled it down, as his fingers met with the taut skin of his cock. They started stroking it, then gripping the girth. Hard. 

Did Harris feel any pain? Apparently it didn't work. Harris raised his buttocks and clenched them—Arjan squeezing the cock only cause him more pleasure. The  cock in his hands seemed to grow harder still. And it felt hot. And he was certain it wasn't because of the weather.

He was thinking that after they reached the city and he was out of Harris's care, this would be the last such activity he had to put up with. So, he added to the squeezing some stroking. He performed this movements rapidly. After a while he heard Harris grunt: the wet stuff from his cock spurted and covered the top of his hands. He used a thumb to run all over the cock's bulb of a head, wiping over the small hole, spreading the wet. A couple more squeezes and his hands felt the cock going soft. He felt Harris rounding his shoulders with a shudder. He heard a sigh. He let go of the spent cock and wiped his hands over the front of Harris's shirt. The wind and the heat then dried some of the wet on his hands. But not everything; a thin damp sheen lay on the skin on his hands and it felt a little sticky. He tried to bring  his hands together, to try to wipe them. He wasn't sure how Harris would react if he used a corner of his shirt. However his attempt at cleaning his fingers only looked as if he was continuing to feel Harris up. 

So he ceased moving his hands and just let them hold on to Harris's stomach all through the remainder of their journey.
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Chapter 4
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He opened his eyes and looked about. His hands around Harris seemed to have dried off now. He could feel the wind cooling them. The air rushing past them always felt cool even if the weather was hot. But when they stopped at a junction, he felt the still air had turned a little cooler. The sky was beginning to darken, the thin clouds looking like black smoke. Was it going to rain? The smell of greenery was gone; they had long driven past trees. The air didn't smell clean; he thought he breathed in smoky air. There were now more buildings in sight, and they were taller and newer looking than the ones they had passed; certainly a change from Ipoh. The traffic warden signaled with his hands. Harris revved his bike, spewing smoke as they sped up towards the city. 

By the time they stopped, the sky had darkened deeper. Without looking at the watch on Harris's wrist, Arjan guessed that evening had arrived. He now felt very hungry. They stopped briefly at the side of the road. They sat on the curb and ate the extra jam sandwiches Harris had wrapped up in some brown paper. Arjan was thirsty as well but Harris neglected to bring any drinks. Some fruit to bite into for the juice would have been a relief, he felt. 

They finished their food quickly, both of them were hungry. Harris crushed his brown paper into a ball and loped it into the bushes behind them. Arjan did the same, wiping his mouth with the back of his hands, but stopped when he remembered what had been smeared on them earlier. He licked his lips instead. 

He turned and caught Harris looking at him with a smile. Harris reached out his hand and patted him on the shoulder. The hand wandered down and was going to feel for his back. He stopped when Arjan cringed as if expecting to be hit. Arjan watched him get up and walk toward the bushes at the back. He heard the sound of a stream of piss hitting leaves. And this prompted him to also release his bladder even though he hadn't taken in much liquid since the morning. Damn, he thought, the sugar in his tea back at the home. 

He got up, looked about for some drain or something to relieve himself onto. The sound of Harris pissing had stopped. He waited for him to reappear, but he didn't after a few minutes. He called out to him, but there was no reply. His bike was lying on the curb. There was no way he was not coming back for his property. This was the city, not the sticks, where the jungle was merely a couple of feet away, with monkeys and perhaps a wild animal, like a tiger, wandering into the bushes. 
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