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First Course







Tetsu still couldn’t believe he’d agreed to this.

More so, when one of the diners stated, “Hmm, this looks like a tasty little piece of sashimi, doesn’t it?” 

He sucked in a breath as the chopsticks pinched him in a place he didn’t expect. “Um…I don’t mean to be disrespectful, sir, but that’s my foreskin you’ve got there.” 

The man grinned knowingly, eyes glistening. “Exactly.”

“Oh.”

And that’s when Tetsu’s mind had to go back. Back to when this crazy ride began…




• • •




The city streets were bustling, the air cool with a breeze lifting papers, leaves, and other detritus in little eddies around Tetsu and his boyfriend Rion as they walked toward their destination—a late-night sushi and saké restaurant they’d heard of named Dankon no yorokobi. 

Which, from his understanding of Japanese, roughly translated to “pleasure of the phallus” and that was more than enough to make Tetsu want to go there with Rion. 

As they walked closely together, brushing shoulders, touching fingers, he noticed most of the people around were couples enjoying a night out as much as they were. Most were holding hands too. As such, Tetsu felt the compulsion to stop teasing with his contact and grab Rion’s hand properly; they were on a date, after all. If he couldn’t hold his boyfriend’s hand, tell the world he had one too, then what was the point? 

In reply, obviously feeling the same, Rion laced his fingers within Tetsu’s as soon as they became connected. 

A strange but welcome warmth overcame Tetsu as a result, tingling where they touched. And yes, he knew why he felt like that. It was because of Rion. And if the man he now held hands with suddenly got down onto one knee to present a glittery ring dazzling brightly like an evening star under the lights off all the restaurants all around them, Tetsu would scream “fuck yes” and then kiss him with plenty of tongue, wandering hands, and a promise of more to come. 

And that’s not to say they hadn’t done things with each other before now, either. Over the past few weeks, he’d gotten close to Rion. Really close. Not only had they kissed and exchanged blowjobs—now that’s something special, isn’t it?—they’d even had sex. Actual dick in hole, thrust, thrust, thrust, sweating, panting, jizz everywhere sex! Sex that was both awkward, painful, pleasurable, and surreal at the same time considering it was Tetsu’s first time bottoming. 

After all, Rion had no small shrimp between his legs; Tetsu was sore the next day. Worth it though. Being close like that was mind-blowing. An out of body experience too. He knew he’d get used to it, the physical side of their intimacy, because he’d never felt like this about any other guy before. A guy he most certainly wanted to show his affection for in public tonight. 

He sighed happily, swinging his arm that held Rion’s hand. 

Rion, a red-headed, popular and pretty boy since forever, was his boyfriend. For real, his boyfriend! Tetsu still couldn’t believe it. Being a nerdy boy, glasses-wearing to complete that look, painfully thin, pimples in random places all over his face, especially when he stressed—which was often—most other guys never even looked at him, let alone asked him out on a date. 

Rion had been the only one. 

His first in every way.

And as such, Tetsu would do just about anything for Rion, including holding his hand in public even if it meant getting hate from the homophobes. 

Thankfully, there weren’t any of those sorts around tonight.

Approaching Dankon no yorokobi, an out of the way establishment, down an alley and deeper into the gay district to the point of almost not being within it, Rion pulled Tetsu into an embrace under the building’s simple entrance awning.

“What’s this for?” Tetsu asked, giggling, feeling giddy and weak-kneed within his boyfriend’s hold while returning the affection. 

“Just because.” 

“I’ve got to love your spontaneity, Rion.” Tetsu kept giggling.

Rion looked serious. “I love you, Tetsu.” 

And those words absolutely stunned Tetsu. “Wait…what?” 

“You heard, baby.” Rion smiled to his dusty emerald eyes. 

Before Tetsu could reply, offer the return “I love you too” that was hanging from the tip of his tongue, because that’s how he felt about Rion, truly, a short in stature man, dressed nicely but looking flustered, interrupted their moment. 

With a grab of their shoulders, trembling, the man blurted, “Please hurry—I didn’t realize you’d be so late. My word, why didn’t you tell me you’d be late?”

Tetsu looked at Rion, then back at the man, more than puzzled. “Um…what are you talking about, sir?”

“You were supposed to be here a half an hour ago!” the man continued unabated, a vein bulging at his temple. “Don’t you realize this puts me in a rather difficult predicament. Now please, do hurry. There’s not much time.”

Rion, clearing his throat, said, “I really think you’ve mistaken us for someone else, mister.”

A blink from the man…like the click of a ticking clock attached to a bomb, really. Tetsu wondered when the explosion would result—Boom! 

“I’m sorry, but as I’ve said, we’ve got absolutely no idea what you’re talking about, sir,” Tetsu had to say to try and diffuse the man’s visibly growing tension. “We’re not who you think we are.”

That time, instead of rising tension—Tetsu believing a coronary was averted even though the man was beetroot red, right down his neck too—there was a change of expression; an understanding perhaps? 

Breathing in, clearly calming himself, he said, “You’re…you both…you’re not the models the agency sent me for tonight’s banquet?”

Hallelujah! The man did understand. Although, for the life of him, Tetsu couldn’t imagine how they’d have been mistaken for models in the first place. Okay, maybe Rion. But certainly not him. 

Not a chance. 

Again, Tetsu looked at Rion before returning his attention to one, now very flustered and upset, restaurant owner. 

Rion shrugged. 

The man, introducing himself as Mister Nakamori, the owner of Dankon no yorokobi, then said the most surprising thing, “I don’t suppose you’d be willing to work for a couple of hours, hmm? I’m rather desperate here.” 

Rion shrugged again. “Sure, we can wait a few tables for you, no biggie. I mean, we could do with some cash, being college students. Right, Tetsu?” 

Tetsu wasn’t so sure; he was on a date with Rion, after all. “I don’t know about this, Rion.” 

“Oh, please, please, say yes,” Mister Nakamori begged, his eyes also pleading, hands clasped in prayer almost. “I’ll pay you as handsomely as you both are.”

“Handsomely, huh?” Rion let go of Tetsu’s hand, folding his arms after that, trying to be assertive with his body language. “What exactly do you mean by that, Mister Nakamori?” 

A blink, a look around, a bead of sweat dripping from his brow, before replying, “I’ll pay you five-hundred dollars each, not including the tips you’ll get from the diners. That’s how desperate I am, let me tell you.” 

Tetsu almost fainted, wishing he was still holding Rion’s hand. “Did I just hear you say five-hundred…dollars each for a couple of hours work, sir?” 

Mister Nakamori quickly, desperately nodded. “You did, yes. But you must come as quickly as you can; the banquet my most esteemed guests are attending starts soon and they don’t like to be disappointed.”

Rion beamed a smile. “Easy money, hey, Tetsu! Let’s do it!” 

But Tetsu wasn’t so sure…again. “What sort of waiting work pays that much money?” 

And that’s when his imagination journeyed down a winding river to places that he would have never thought of before this moment. Places where scantily clad waiters served randy old business men, too drunk to stand, in smoke-filled rooms reeking of sweat and alcohol, doing their best to keep their butts from being pinched or spanked every time they bent over.

Tetsu’s mind boggled, it really did. 

Of course, what Mister Nakamori said in reply wasn’t even in the same direction as to where Tetsu’s thoughts had led him, the complete compass opposite to be honest. 

He said, “My restaurant specializes in nantamoiri dining, and tonight we’ve got a special function on for some very important men. That’s why I’m so desperate, as it’s obvious to me now that the models I originally hired aren’t going to show up. Not at all.” 

“Nantamoiri?” Rion asked. 

But Tetsu knew what that meant…to his growing concern. 

He swallowed, explaining, “Nyotaimori is when people eat sushi, sashimi, and other Japanese delicacies off the naked body of a presented woman, while ‘nantaimori’ is eating off a man…or in our case, eat such things off us. If we agree to it.” 

“That’s correct,” Mister Nakamori stated. “So please, I need to get you both prepared before the guests arrive soon. Please, I’ll make sure you’re tipped generously too. Very generously.” 

Tetsu’s mind was spinning. 

It was Rion who said, “Sure. I mean, it’ll be a bit of fun, right? And what’s more, five hundred bucks is five-hundred bucks. I’m not going to turn that down. Heck, I’d get my gear off for half that much, no worries. Anything more than that is a bonus. Right, Tetsu?” 

But for Tetsu, it wasn’t the idea of being naked in front of complete strangers…okay, maybe it was…but what happened during the dining experience that worried him. He’d heard stories about nantamoiri guests and the things they did to “appreciate” the models, both during and after the meal.

But in the end, Rion was right. If they were going to start their lives together, money was going to play the biggest part of that reality. They wanted their own apartment, if nothing else. And that took a lot of money to get set up. A lot. 

“Fine.” With a huff of resignation, doubts still circling within him though, Tetsu agreed with a nod. “I’ll do it. But seeing as you’re so desperate as you claim, sir, make it seven-fifty each and you’ve got your models for tonight.” 

Mister Nakamori’s eyebrows shot up his forehead to disappear within his hairline. “My, my, you’re breaking my balls here, boys!” 

“Better yours than ours,” Tetsu shot back, realizing his testicles would soon get very close to numerous pinching chopsticks, no doubt. He squirmed at that thought. “So…do we have a deal, or not?”

The man gulped. “All right, I agree. Seven hundred and fifty dollars each.” 

“We want it all in cash, plus any tips too,” Rion chimed in, moving to hold Tetsu’s hand once more.

Rion’s gesture was appreciated, because if this was happening, unbelievable as it was, then Tetsu was glad he was doing such a weird thing with his boyfriend by his side, that’s for sure.

And no, he would never forget this. 

Still, memories were built from experiences, and for Tetsu this sure was turning out to be a memorable one. Hands down the most memorable of their relationship so far—aside from their bedroom activities, naturally. 

Mister Nakamori bowed. “Agreed. Now please, let me show you to the shower room so that you can cleanse your bodies before you’re plated up for my esteemed guests.”

Tetsu once more looked at Rion. “Some date we’re on, huh?”

“I promise I’ll make it up to you later, but—” 

“But the money was too good to pass up, am I right?” Tetsu interrupted. 

Rion blushed but held his confidence, shoulders back, chest expanded. “That’s right.” He squeezed Tetsu’s hand, which to him seemed like an apology. 

One Tetsu accepted. 

From there, Mister Nakamori took Tetsu and Rion into the restaurant via the back door, the one facing the alley way not the main street. It wasn’t a glamorous entrance, the stench of rubbish bins, cigarette butts scattered everywhere, feral cat stink, and various cooking smells from the restaurant combined into an awful funk. One that turned Tetsu’s stomach. Then again, he imaged having food eaten off his naked body was even less glamorous than that. 

“I hope we get lots of tips,” he whispered into Rion’s ear. 

“Same here.”

Although Tetsu couldn’t believe he’d agreed to this.




• • •




Being chewed out by his boss wasn’t Hank’s idea of a good time. He got the job done and caught the bad guys, helping put seven assholes belonging to an underworld gang behind bars, where they belonged. Sure, how he achieved that was rather unorthodox—involving a seriously disturbed ex-con to help get the information he needed without approval—but the result was all that mattered to him.

Seemed Superintendent Carter didn’t get that. 

To be frank, the man kept going on and on, really giving Hank the beans, which left him standing there, eyes ahead, hands clasped behind his back, and wondering when the man would come up for air. 

“…You were reckless, Hank. You put lives in danger. Civilian lives. That’s not good enough.” 

“But, sir!” he had to interject to make it look like he was listening…or cared about what the man thought. 

It was all a moot point, anyway. Hank had been given a promotion to Inspector not long after his successful sting, so this was just the Superintendent letting off steam before he changed departments. 

Hank couldn’t wait. 

“Jesus, don’t ‘but sir’ me.” Carter sighed, rubbing his temples. “We’ll talk about this later, Hank—I need a few antacids dissolved in something harder than water right about now.” 

“Later” meant never, of course. Still, Carter had put him in a bad mood. Hank went home as grumpy as hell and feeling like shit as soon as he was dismissed.

What a fucking day. 

The worst.

To add more to the steaming pile of crap he had to deal with lately all because he’d been doing his job, so involved he didn’t even get time to scratch his own balls, Judy had broken up with him. She’d found another man. Hank, to be honest, was happy for her, even though the breakup stung, big time.

“I wish you well, Judy, I honestly do,” he said pecking her on her cheek, accepting her decision; one he couldn’t blame her for. 

“Ya not worried I ain’t gonna be suckin’ ya fat cock no more?” she questioned, frowning, hands on hips. 

“I don’t deserve you—and I wish you well with your new boyfriend. I really do.” 

She smiled. “I suppose ya can learn ta do it yo’self, huh?” 

Hank chuckled. “I’ll never have a woman as good as you, Judy. And just saying, I’ll always love you.” 

She harrumphed, but not out of disdain, Hank knowing her little quirks well enough to recognize such a thing as affection. “I fuckin’ hate ya, ya bastard, ’cause ya so noble and shit.” She then kissed him tenderly on his lips, the taste of her cherry lipstick upon them intoxicating. “I’m leavin’ now, otherwise I won’t never go.”

“I understand.” 

Their parting was bittersweet.

He watched her go, stared at his front door for ages once she’d closed it. When enough time passed, the hollow feeling really opening up, he decided he needed a drink to fill the gap. 

A bloody strong one. 

Several, more than likely.

And for whatever reason, not really understanding himself, Hank found himself at the last place on earth he ever believed he’d go to. The dazzling neon sign of the gay gentleman’s club Badda-Bings greeted him, leaking its garish colors all over the rain-soaked building, the puddles on the ground, and the people waiting; it was like a night-time rainbow saturating everything with its joy against the gloom. 

Hank proceeded to the front of the queue, not wanting to join the masses waiting to get inside.

“Holy crap, what are ya doin’ here, Hank?” one of the security men Hank recognized and knew asked, the man glancing around nervously, shifting his weight. 

“Don’t stress, Rojer.” Hank patted him on his shoulder. “This isn’t a business call. I’m just here to grab a drink and then be on my merry way. Okay?” 

“I see.” A look of relief, above all else. “Um…did ya wanna see the boss, then?”

“Sure.” Hank shrugged. “But I’ll grab that drink first.” 

“Right ya are, then.” Rojer unclipped the red velvet rope barrier so Hank could pass. “I’ll let him know you’re here.” 

“No worries—take your time.”

Inside the club Hank knew well, a classy establishment exquisitely decorated with tasteful and functional furniture, he made his way to the bar through the crowd. And even though he never came here on social visits, the owner Michael, his boyfriend Tachibana, Michael’s son Jake, and Jake’s boyfriend, Larry, were all like family to him. 

More than that, being honest. 

If it wasn’t for them, he wouldn’t have been promoted. He’d also have never gotten chewed out by Superintendent Carter, either, but that was beside the point. Hank did what Hank did, which was doing whatever it took to catch the fucking bad guys. End of story.

He smiled at that thought. 

At the bar, ordering a double scotch on the rocks, he sat, mulling over the past few days in his head, turning the glass, ice clinking, not even drinking except for occasional sips. In fact, while doing so, Hank realized that he simply liked being here because he wasn’t bothered—most knew he was a cop.

The other reason being he wasn’t sitting on his couch at home feeling sorry for himself. And that thought hit him the hardest. Because yeah, he was now alone, very much so. 

And as if to rub salt into the wound of that realization, he had no one to celebrate his promotion with, either. His family, meaning Michael, Tachibana, Jake, and Larry, were all no doubt doing their own thing, rightly so. Besides, he hadn’t told anyone about his new job yet either, so there was that as well. Not anyone’s fault but his own.

As it had all been his fault about the way things turned out. 

Hank sighed. He was about to get up, head over to Michael’s office to remedy the situation, talk to him, to someone, when a young blond-haired man, sparking blue eyes and a smile that made him look interested and not just going through the motions, asked, “Are you married, handsome?” 

The young man sat down, his hand sliding across the ridiculously shiny and ultra-smooth marble-made bar top toward Hank’s which held his glass. The boy was making himself more comfortable, for sure. 

That was kinda cute though. 

Hank also found it amusing he was being hit on—didn’t this guy know he was cop? And a straight one at that. Then again, it wasn’t like Hank was wearing a sign…or his badge. 

“Nah, I’m single. Why?” he found himself saying, not believing how he sounded like he was leading this boy on.

What was going on? 

“That’s good, ’cause I’m single as well,” was the answer, the smile of his widening to almost fill the room. It was that delightful. He then glanced down at what Hank was drinking. “Did you want another one of those? I’ll buy it for you.”

“I’m good, thanks.” Hank covered the glass with his other hand, the gesture matching the intention of his words, but also admitting to himself he found this all too amusing. “What’s your name, boy?” Because yeah, he was painfully young for Hank—no more than twenty, give or take a year or two. 

“I’m Mason.” The word “boy” didn’t seem to faze him, not missing a beat of the conversation as a result. “And just so you know, I’m old enough for you to wear me like I’m your coat, but also young enough to be your good boy and for you to be my daddy…if that’s what you want.” 

Again, and before Hank’s brain caught up with what the fuck Mason was saying, he blurted, “What if I don’t want a good boy?”

A raise of eyebrows, Mason’s glorious smile fading to a dirty smirk. “Then I can be your bad boy.” 

Hank snorted. “I’m sure,” he said, meaning to say he wasn’t interested without actually saying the words. 
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