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Author’s Note







This boy’s love story contains graphic gay sex. It also contains fetishes such as shibari (rope bondage), cum and saliva worship, and vacuum cupping for titillation.

This story also falls under the boy’s love Omegaverse umbrella, a genre where men can get pregnant. Omegaverse, even though unique to boys’ love, can trace its origins back to Western sci-fi parody stories (fanfiction) and love stories between werewolves and humans.

For this story, I have done my own spin on the boys’ love Omegaverse. In it, all the men living within the “secret village” can get pregnant—they are all Omegas. But like other stories in this genre, Omegas come into their monthly heat at which time they are then able to be impregnated to bear a child. They have a reproductive organ that functions similar to a uterus within the anal cavity, above where the prostate is located. Only boys are born.

All characters involved in any sexual act or sexual situation are over 18 years of age.

Enjoy Shoju and Matashi’s story!




Glossary







Senpai (spelt sempai in Western) = mentor

Sensei = teacher

Uke = the receiver during sex/the bottom

Seme = the giver during sex/the top
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Shoju’s mother beamed with pride while she fussed over his best outfit, something which involved picking off imaginary lint, then flicking it away, so it seemed. He was wearing a navy blue samue-style jacket with matching pants, divided toe socks known as tabi, and geta thong sandals; the outfit sure was the whole deal when it came to getting ready for what was about to happen.

He kind of felt good in it.

His mother’s smile was infectious, and he couldn’t help but smile, too. It was a happy moment, momentous even, and he was glad he could share it with her.

Although, she sure had to spoil it when—without a bat of an eye, mind you—she asked, “Now, Shoju, did you put your fundoshi on correctly this time?”

Shoju was taken aback. “Oh…my god, Mum! Really? I know how to put on traditional underwear, seriously.” He realised she was doing that screwed-up face thing now. “And no, I’m not going to show you to prove it.”

“Are you sure?” She clicked her tongue. “I can help you if you got it wrong. No shame in me doing that, is there?”

“As sure as I’m standing here.” He shifted his weight. “And I’m not six years old anymore, in case you hadn’t—” He stopped himself, knowing he’d probably crossed a line then.

Today wasn’t about disrespecting anyone, least of all his mother. More so because he was of age now. The man of the household, as it were, being the eldest and only son. He had to take that on board. And do so seriously, too.

As he thought about that more deeply, he remembered his eighteenth birthday celebration: a party that had lasted all week with the whole village in attendance, full of merriment and cheer done in the traditional way, complete with costumes, beating drums, crashing cymbals, and fireworks. What a spectacle! What a racket! Although the saké was even rougher on him, especially the hangover part afterward. It still felt as though his tongue had grown fur on it, even days later.

Shoju, therefore, decided to change tack with the conversation. “But you know I much prefer wearing normal undies. Fundoshi feel weird.”

She smiled once more—a relief for him to see. “Oh, how so?”

At that, Shoju felt his cheeks warm even more, realising it was kind of embarrassing talking like this with his mother. So…openly. Not a normal thing to do. Then again, this wasn’t a normal situation. As such, he decided to humour her. It was her day as much as it was his, in a way.

Probably more so.

After a swallow, he replied, “Because there’s that bit between my butt cheeks that makes it feel weird, that’s how so, Mum.” He giggled, looking down at his feet as his discomfort increased. “And let’s not even mention how I’ve gotta…you know…have my dick all upright and pressed against my body, not free and hanging down like how it’s supposed to be. It just doesn’t feel right, honest.”

She snorted a laugh. “Oh, the problems you have, hey?”

“Tell me.” He looked up to meet her stare. “Why do I have to wear it, anyway? It’s not like anyone’s going to see me in it…are they?”

A frown for a moment. “When you attend temple, especially today of all days, you’ll wear it just like you’re wearing all your other traditional clothing. All right?”

“Yes, Mum.”

“There’s a good boy.”

But Shoju wasn’t quite finished, seeing as everything seemed to be all out in the open now. “I don’t see how it’ll make a difference. It’s not like my bulge is going to sway their decision, is it? Well…my lack of a bulge thanks to the fundoshi squashing everything down there, I mean.”

She pressed her lips against Shoju’s forehead, giving him a loving kiss like she usually did whenever matters turned serious. “It’s an important day.” Then she hummed while adjusting the material over his shoulder for the tenth time. “You’ve got to look your best.”

“I know, I know.” Shoju sighed. “But they still won’t choose me, no matter what I’m wearing.”

She stopped what she was doing to look him in the eye that time, her deep browns studying him, misting over, if he wasn’t mistaken. “Now why on Earth would you say something like that?”

Shoju, under a different scrutiny, shrugged. “I’m not exactly candidate material, am I? For a start, I’m not handsome or lean like all the other boys. And you know they only pick those kinds—”

“Nonsense.”

He sighed again. “Mum, look at me. Really look, please. I mean, I’m not fat exactly, but I’ve got a bit of a gut and…and to top it all off, I’ve even got what they call ‘man boobs.’ If I lean over, they look like little tits…for real!” Another flush of embarrassment found Shoju.

He hated how he saw himself.

More often than not, such thoughts made him miserable, which then resulted in him eating more. Eating in excess put on more weight. Putting on more weight made him even more depressed.

A vicious circle, and one he found hard to break.

Impossible even.

“You simply have plump pecs, Shoju. Plump pecs and a full tummy, and that’s all. And yes, you are handsome. Very handsome.” She returned to her fussing, humming once more. “And besides, who you are on the inside should decide your fate, not how you look. You’ll be chosen; I know it in my bones. You’ll see.”

“Um…what are you basing that on?” Shoju couldn’t help smiling; her enthusiasm really was communicable. “Because you can see me, right?”

Mother harrumphed. “You’re a kind-hearted, wonderful boy, and that’s why you’ll be chosen. How could they not select you for a temple position this season? And what’s more, I bet you’ll even be chosen as one of the honoured few because you’ll be an asset to them, all studious and honest like you are.”

“Wow.” Shoju managed a giggle, even if his thoughts had begun spiralling. “If they selected on parental enthusiasm alone, I’d be a shoo-in.”

“You already are.”

He was about to disagree when there was a gentle knock on the front door. Shoju announced, “That’ll be Mat—and in the nick of time, too.”

She held her smile, an expression plastered on her this day…well, every day since his birthday party, he was certain. “Matashi is such a good boy as well; he really is.”

“I agree. And Mat will be chosen because he’s handsome, lean, and muscular instead of having a little too much padding, like me.” Shoju would even bet Mat’s bulge would still be something to admire even in an ego-crushing garment like a fundoshi.

But he didn’t say that out loud.

Mother replied, “That’s your bias talking because Matashi is your companion.” She left Shoju standing there in the front sitting room while she went to the door to answer it.

“Oh, and you’re not biased?” he called to her.

She waved her hand dismissively with a “pfft!” before greeting their guest with a forehead kiss and a loving hug.

Matashi squirmed under her attention, as always.

A heart beat later, he was standing in front of Shoju. Mat took Shoju’s breath, he really did. So beautiful he was, all black as black hair, hazel-eyed, and with soft tanned skin accompanied by a gentle smattering of dark freckles over the bridge of his nose that got more prevalent as the summer wore on. He also had full, so-very-kissable lips, too.

For the longest time, they both took each other in, the tension between them palpable. Shoju’s stomach went all queasy, his heartbeats fluttering.

He wanted Mat to be his first, no doubt about that.

Shoju, coming out of his infatuation for a moment, realised Mat smelled good, all fresh and clean and of honeysuckle and gardenia. “You…you went to the public bath first thing this morning, then?”

“I did,” he replied with a husky voice once cleared.

“Sorry I couldn’t join you.” Shoju felt slightly dejected. “But you know how I feel about…being naked in front of others. What with me being…” His words then faltered on his lips, unable to be spoken as his throat tightened. Shoju found he was getting all emotional, everything becoming too much all of a sudden. Who could blame him for that, really?

“It’s okay.” Mat stepped closer, grabbing both of Shoju’s hands to clasp them tightly. “I understand.”

“I know you do, and I’m thankful for it.”

“You know I love you no matter what, Shoju. How could I not? You complete me, honest.”

“And you complete me, Mat.”

A delightful moment of hesitation before they came together, lips pressed gently as they kissed. That was so much better. Shoju felt a tear fall when his knees weakened, as always when they shared such tender moments together. He loved being in the embrace of his companion, and he couldn’t be happier…today of all days, as well.

Mat never saw him in any superficial way, either, because the love was always shared, unfalteringly and unconditionally.

Always.

“I hope we both get chosen,” Mat offered once they’d parted, Shoju’s lips tingling delightfully. “I don’t know what I’d do without you, Shoju.”

Shoju swallowed that lump down. “We both will, I know it.”

“See,” Shoju’s mother chimed in, “that’s the spirit!”

Shoju couldn’t help but let out a guffaw at that.
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Shoju and Mat walked hand in hand toward the temple, the moment of their kiss, full of love and belonging, of friendship held dear most of all, still lingering on his lips. He hadn’t stopped feeling the warmth from it, like that of the rising sun permeating through every fibre of his being.

A wonderful feeling.

Pity his anxiety began to creep uncomfortably all through him the closer they got to their goal, the reality of what was about to happen finding him suddenly. He was glad he had Mat by his side.

Shoju was also happy his mum was with him too. She walked ahead with Mat’s parents and younger siblings, all of them talking quietly, excitedly, as they made the long journey up the mountainside on stairs hewn by pick and axe from the rock centuries ago.

The morning was already warm, being the height of summer. Still, the clinging humidity kept the forests around the temple thick and full of life. Many times, Shoju spotted wildlife, from lizards and snakes warming themselves on exposed stones, to deer spying on them, to native birds squawking above as they walked below, upset they’d been disturbed by passers-by.

“I’m a bit scared, Mat,” Shoju admitted.

“Why would you say that?” Mat stopped to look at Shoju. “There’s nothing to be scared of.”

Shoju shrugged. “Perhaps it’s because I don’t know what to expect. I always get like that when I don’t know things.”

“I know you do.” Mat chuckled lightly, continuing their journey. “But from what I heard from my older brother, we’ll have a tea ceremony, be asked a few questions, and then it’ll be selection time.”

A thought struck Shoju. “Your brother…he, um, wasn’t selected, was he?”

Mat’s expression turned sour. “No.” He spat that word out like it was poison on his tongue.

Shoju knew it wise not to say any more.

Boys who weren’t selected became outcasts; they weren’t even considered men by the villagers after that. Most had to flee to the mainland if they were to scratch out any sort of living. Some even disappeared deep into the forest beyond the mountain’s far-reaching shadow, never to return.

God knows what happened to them.

More than likely, they hadn’t survived out in the wilds, Shoju imagined. He knew the wildlife wasn’t the only thing to worry about beyond the walls of the main village and temple—some have told of strange supernatural beings who live in the great unknown.

He shivered all over at that thought, gooseflesh rising on his exposed skin, despite the heat already, making him even more tense. He shook his head, trying to rid himself of his anxiety, but not doing too a good job of it.

Shoju really was a mess of nerves and anxiety, that was for sure.
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Mat must have picked up on that through their physical connection, shooting Shoju a questioning glance. “Let’s try and keep positive,” he offered, calmer than Shoju would have believed given the circumstances. “We’ll both be all right, okay?”

Shoju knew being chosen meant a good life for him and his mum—the alternative was unthinkable. So much rode on what happened within the next hour or so that it made his stomach hurt. “Okay.”

Behind them, eight other boys of age chosen by the village elders out of the many, many likely candidates walked with their families. All of them looked as nervous and desperately hopeful as Shoju felt, despite their quiet banter rippling through the hazy air in waves of enthusiasm and doubt in equal measure.

Before too long, the temple’s gate—or torii, as it was known—loomed like a sentinel guarding heaven’s entrance up here on the mountaintop. It was a massive architectural wonder carved from wood by many expert hands eons ago. It was also painted garishly in bright crimsons and emerald greens.

A sight to behold.

To mark the importance of the day, many silk-made flags of all colours hung from the torii, fluttering and snapping from a breeze kicked up by the heating earth as the sun rose.

“This is it,” Shoju whispered to himself. “From here, I’ll either become a man or an outcast. No pressure, hey?”

Beyond the gate, the stone steps became smoother, the gardens manicured. The temple itself was a simple structure, not unlike the town hall of the village, but far more opulent with its detailing. In front of it, the temple masters stood, six of them, all dressed in their finest ceremonial robes, as Shoju and the rest of them were. Behind the masters stood the temple’s servants and guards, equally impressive with their outfits and serene but sombre expressions.

A man with a wispy moustache as his most prominent feature—clearly the temple’s leader as his outfit was more imaginative than everyone else’s, with its lighter blues and its white trimmed highlights—took a confident step forward.

With a raise of his hands, he announced, “Welcome candidates to the selection. We wish you all the best.”

The man bowed.

Shoju, along with Mat and the other eight boys, bowed in return.

The man continued, “My name is Master Fuoco, and those boys who wish to put themselves forth for the ceremony that will follow presently, please step forward to announce yourselves.”

Shoju, swallowing hard, stepped forward.

As did all the others.

Fuoco said, “The family members who have attended with their sons can remain within the gardens here. You’ll all be looked after while we choose the boys who will become either servants, guards, or the honoured of the temple, as is our tradition.” Shoju knew what that meant—the boys not chosen would be given no reprieve. They would be outcasts with no hope of any sort of future, for them or their family.

Panic began to rise within Shoju, and he squeezed Mat’s hand tighter.

Mat reciprocated.

As if to reinforce his concerns, Master Fuoco added, “But no matter what roles the boys are chosen for, those who have been, will be treated with respect and honour—as will their families be. So, I thank you for your patience while we make this important decision.”
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