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“Room 2703,” the man whispered into Tsukasa’s ear
as he walked awway from the counter. “Huh?" Tsukasa
exclarmed to hvmself...He couldn’t believe that he was
being hit on by a high-class guy in a high-class hotel.

rI:_'-illliEISﬂ Shinozaki 1s a devoted secretary, performing
above and beyond the call of duty. Way beyond the call of
duty. Yes, Tsukasa has fallen into that time-honored trap
of a secretary falling for the boss.

Unfortunately, his 1s not a Cinderella story - reality
intrudes as Tsukasa gets dumped when his ambitious
boss marres the company president’s daughter. Wounded
and lonely, Tsukasa ends up at a hotel bar where he hooks
up with a beautiful mystery man who gives him more
pleasure than he has ever known possible. They share
several passion-filled nights, but there’s a catch: the man
refuses to reveal his name.

Hnw will Tsukasa find his happily ever after if Prince
Charming won’t even introduce himself?
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Tsukasa grabbed hold of the man's necktie and pulled
him closer. He forced the taller man to lean down and meet his
mouth in a punishing kiss.
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Chapter 1

’I;:ukasa Shinozaki sat all alone at the hotel
bar counter as the night deepened outside. He stared at
the untouched glass of bourbon in front of him. It was
rapidly growing watery and pale. As he watched the ice
cubes melt, he wondered what it would take to fill the
emptiness inside him.

“When will I stop picking losers,” he thought.
The strains of an Eric Satie melody sluggishly spiraled
throughout the room and deepened Tsukasa’s feeling of
gloom.

For one entire year, happiness had been within
his grasp. But a month earlier, the man Tsukasa thought
he was in love with had dumped him, choosing to further
his career by marrying the only daughter of the company
president,

“Men are only good for sex,” he had told Tsukasa
at the end. “Go out and find someone new. Maybe he can
warm up that frigid ass of yours.”

Tsukasa had been about to run after his lover,
b'_-‘t the cruel words had stopped him short, breaking over
him like a cold shower.

No matter how hard Tsukasa tried, he just
couldn’t make himself feel any pleasure from anal sex.
Hu;_ lover had tormented and bullied Tsukasa about it up
until the day they had parted.

And yet Tsukasa had to admit that he had known
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from the beginning that this man. who had treated b,
so cruelly and unfeelingly, had felt no love for hiy
Tsukasa’s feelings had been true. but to his lover, he hy
been nothing more than an outlet for improper desire
a piece of ass that presented no risk of pregnancy gy

wouldn’t pressure him for marriage.

‘I tried so damned hard to like it, " came ||
tortuous thought.

Tsukasa had pretended not to notice his lover

true nature simply because he hadn’t wanred to sec it

“I'm such an idiot. "

It had been years since Tsukasa, in the first bl
of adolescence, had realized that he only felt desire to
his own sex. Now, at almost 25, he wondered wh
he found himself in the same situation over and ove
again.

Sighing, he brushed aside his pale, silk-like
bangs. His profile looked delicate in its sorrow. Thick
long eyelashes fringed deep, amber-colored eyes above
a narrow, finely formed nose and a beautifully shaped
mouth. Anyone looking at him would have wonderci
how someone so exquisitely beautiful could have <uch
rotten luck with men.

But no matter how much it hurt. how much h
cried, there was nothing Tsukasa could do — he simply
lacked judgment when it came to men. A lot of then
were drawn to his looks. so why was it that he only
chose the losers who used and abandoned him?

Generalizing things by saying “] only pick
losers,™ couldn’t even begin to contain the hurt he had
sutfered and which, even now, refused to leave him.

:l.'
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The man who had most recently dumfe:;i
Tsukasa had been hi:s. boss. When they Td stei;a::ﬁeng,
Tsukasa had found hlms-?lf devaste}ted and no

the man ever again. But things had only gotten
. sat’:. he had been demoted to a pointless, dead-end _!Db
Wﬂﬁ;; hated. His personal and professional lives being
:il:tmyed in.nne blow left Tsukasa_ bereft, empty, and
uninterested in his meaningless existence. Who cupld
blame him for trying to block out his pain by pat:rnllhgg
the city at night, desperately craving for humar_l touch’

But nothing brought him any satisfaction. Orllce
he had stopped by Shinjuku’s gay quarter, but not finding
anyone interesting, he had found himself chasing away
the men who had approached him one after :—muther.. It
seemed like nothing good would ever happen to him
again. Tsukasa longed to be healed, but was too cowardly
to accept one night of comfort in a stranger’s arms. Yet,
the thought of being alone was unbearable and SO he had
stumbled into this hotel in the middle of the night. H.E
now haunted the bar counter and cursed himself for his
Stupidity. No way would a guy walk into a big fancy
hotel like this and try to pick him up.

“I guess I should just go home,” he thnught m
himself. “I"ve got 10 be at work a five in the morning.

Then Tsukasa realized that it was Friday night.
Back when he still cared about his job, he hadn’t minded
Working on weekends. Now his two days of rest were
nothing more than a vast expanse of time, empty of a
lover who might lend it meaning.

“There's no point in going back to my room
alone,” he decided, tossing back his watery bourbon
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to quench the emptiness and irritation that min oleg
within him. Getting stinking drunk suddenly secie
like a good idea. Though in reality, Tsukasa had learn
many times during the last horrible month that when th
drunkenness passed, he felt at least three times WOrs;
than before. He had no tolerance when it came to alcol,
and always felt like shit before finally passing out.

“Its pretty lame when even getting drun
doesnt help,” he thought. Sitting there in front of h:
empty glass, he despised himself for his cowardice

“Two bourbons on the rocks. please,” |

seductive, compelling voice rang out, startling Tsukas:
from his reverie. “One for me and one for him.”

Tsukasa lifted his head and saw a man. wh
appeared to be in his mid 30s, sitting two stools awa)
from him. He had lustrous black hair and sharp, manl
teatures that didn’t look like they belonged to a Japanes
person. His tasteful, high-quality suit made him secn
like he had just stepped out from the pages of a fashion
magazine and had no business sitting here in the rca
world. His legs stretched all the way from the tall stool
to the floor with room to spare, belying his impressive
height.

The man stared at Tsukasa with jet-black eyes
even darker than the night outside. Tsukasa. hearl
pounding wildly, couldn’t tear his gaze away. He knew
he should refuse the glass of bourbon that the bartender
passed him, but he felt like a frog entranced by a snake.
unable to escape.

As Tsukasa sat there frozen, the man brought his
own glass to his mouth in one refined movement and drank.
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The man finished his drink after 5 or 10 m.inutes
and stood up. Tsukasa was totally entranced, captivated

man’s tempting presence. ) 1
" “Room 2703, the man whispered into Tsukasa’s

- ay from the counter.
S hﬂ‘;ilif?e‘fl ?:rulfasa exclaimed to himself. Tiny
shivers raced through him like a fever, and hot, melting
desire welled up inside his body. He had never felt such
a strong physical reaction towards aﬂDthEI: person, it
was as if his heart was about to burst from his cfhest. He
couldn’t believe that he was being hit on by a high-class

guy in a high-class hotel. !
“No way, " he thought. “This must be some kind
of mistake... "

But Tsukasa’s reason and good sense were soon
overwhelmed by powerful temptation. Ten minutes after
the mystery man made his exit, Tsukasa left the bar
himself,

The high-speed elevator quickly brought
Tsukasa to the 27th floor. h

“Here it is,” he thought, standing in front ot
f00m 2703. For a moment, indecision warred with
desire. Then desire won out and Tsukasa knocked on
the door.

Without a word, the man ushered Tsukasa
nside. As soon as the door clicked shut, they fell upon
cach other like starving beasts.

“Oh...yes...” Tsukasa gasped. .

They kissed as if to devour each other. Practiced
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hands removed Tsukasa’s suit jacket. Tsukasa greedily
sucked the man’s tongue as his belt was pulled of
and his pants’ zipper tugged down. Impatient han
groped for his manhood and began stroking it with w il
abandon.

“Ahh...” Tsukasa moaned.

“You’'re so close,” the man said.

Tsukasa panted, shocked by his own excitemen:
He heard the humor in the man’s words, but couldn’|
argue the truth of them. He could barely believe thal
he was here in the arms of a man he had met only 3(
minutes ago. Yet, strangely, he felt no doubts, nothing
but a fire building inside that threatened to burn him w0
ashes.

Impatiently, Tsukasa used his teeth to nip the
man’s tongue. He was picked up, still wearing his
rumpled clothes, and carried to the double bed.

“Do you like it rough?” the man asked.
gazing down at Tsukasa lying on the bed. His black
eyes glimmered like those of a carnivore that had Jus!
captured a tasty snack.

The man’s face was full of amusement as he
slowly peeled off his suit jacket and unwound the
tie from his neck. The springs squeaked loudly as he
kneeled on the bed. Passion made Tsukasa’s mind go
blank and he could do nothing but gasp.

With his eyes never leaving Tsukasa. the marn
brought his hands to his shirt. He undid the buttons.
revealing a perfectly formed abdomen covered with
tight, supple muscles.

Tsukasa stared at him enviously, longing to
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e those muscles with his fingers. But
reatt u“iiglitﬁls( wrists and forced Tsukasa’s arms up
tal;;vn;allllis head, tugging off Tsukasa’s necktie and using
- i g ds.

Ittﬂhm“i‘g.fhu;af.:fhl;?nare you doing?” Tsukasa asked,
slightly shocked by the sudden.kinky turn the El;"l{.‘:ﬂlll?’[ﬂl'
had taken. But the restraint didn’t t?llE into hl’:‘i wrls..t‘:sl
painfully, so he felt reassured that it was all in goo

y “Don’t worry,” the man said. “Ecstasy is the

; 11 feel.”

o thml-%eiln'illllg the man’s deep voice whispering int.ﬂ
his ear, Tsukasa moaned again. He tried to move his
hands, but they were held fast. |

The man’s long fingers began to lmsurf::ly
undo Tsukasa’s buttons. Tsukasa was momentarily
embarrassed, afraid to reveal his own slim, weak body,
0 different from his mystery lover’s. Yet the man
seemed to enjoy touching Tsukasa’s skin, soft as the
finest silk yet firm at the same time.

“You’re so beautiful,” the man muhrmurﬁ*.d
reverently. He slid his hands up Tsukasa’s sides from his
thighs to below his armpits. .

“Ah...ah!” Tsukasa exclaimed, shivers running
up his spine. The lightest touch of the man’s hands on his
bare skin brought him to heights of almost unbearable
Pleasure. “Ohhh...”

“You’re so sensitive,” the man said.

Tsukasa groaned as the man brushed a thumb
Over the cherry blossom-pink nipples that1 adnmeFl
hﬁ"mt He had no clue why he felt like this. Was 1t

—_——
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because he had been starved for physical touch :,-..;
long? Or was it the novelty of having sex with 2 Mysten
man whose name he didn’t even know? |

Tsukasa didn’t know why, but each time the §8
man touched him. his body burned as if he was fe erish. |§
He quickly grew hard and his nipples blushed into 8
crimson roses as the man licked them with his tongue [
His underwear was already shamefully damp just from/
the man’s touch on his chest, and his bound position
contorted his body uncomfortably,

The man placed his hands on Tsukasa’s hips
again. He tore off Tsukasa’s pants and underwear in o (|
decisive motion. W |

Tsukasa’s member stood tall and needy. 1;
stretching towards his white stomach A\

“What an eager little boy,” the man said.

isukasa moaned.

“You seem to like being exposed like this "
the man said, his voice full of amusement as he teascd
Tsukasa for his embarrassment.

Tsukasa couldn’t hide the liquid that dripped
impudently down there.

“Knowing I'm watching vou makes you excited.
doesn’t it?” asked the man.

"No!™ Tsukasa protested shyly, trying to twis
away. “Don’t look!™

The man refused to allow Isukasa to demu
“I'm going to make you feel even better.”

“Huh...what?” Tsukasa yelped as the man'-
big hands grabbed both of his knees and pushed then:
apart. Then, he nimbly slid a teather pillow underneath
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Tsukasa’s hips, raising him up.

e “Unh!” Tsukasa, his knees spread open
Invitation, groaned. His obscenely erect membe
trembled. The pillow lifted him up and laid all of hin

open to the man’s gaze, from his stiffness to the bud of
his asshole nestled between two firm mounds of flesh.

“No,” he said again, embarrassed. “Don’t!” R 1
even as he dwelled on how humiliated he felt, the proot
of h.[S desire flowed down the length of his erection
It tf*lckled all the way to his asshole, priming it with
moisture.

“What a lovely sight.” the man said.

“Ohh!” Tsukasa gasped as the man brushed (hc
opening of his dampness with one long finger and then
plunged it deep inside. A strangled cry escaped Tsukasa s
mcr.uth as the strange sensation engulfed him. But all his
resistance melted away a second later when the man
wrapped his lips around Tsukasa’s throbbing shaft. He
rhythmically sucked the sensitive tip, and then skillfully
laved the small opening there with the tip of his tnnguul

_ At the same time, the man’s finger made lazy
circles around Tsukasa’s asshole, stroking his inm;r
walls, boldly reaching deeper. Pleasure crashed into
Tsukasa from all sides, making him dizzy and totall\
_uqal.:rle to protest further. A second finger slid inside
Joining the first.

. “Ha...ah.. haaah!” Tsukasa panted. The invasion
into his body made his mind go totally blank, made him
fall prey to the mystery man’s desires.

When the man’s fingertip found the special
spot hidden inside, Tsukasa couldn’t help himself. He
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exploded into the man’s mouth.
“Aa-aaahhh!” he cried. Yet, he was allowed no

respite — the man continued to stroke and explore the
secret depths of Tsukasa’s body.

*Does this feel good?” the man asked.

Tsukasa could only manage another moan in
response.

The man’s jet-black eyes narrowed in obvious
satisfaction as he withdrew his fingers. He positioned
himself between Tsukasa’s raised knees.

*This will feel even nicer,” he said.

Seeing the man’s staff about to thrust inside him,
Tsukasa realized there was no turning back. He couldn’t
deny the mystery man his own release. But Tsukasa, who
had never felt any pleasure at all from anal sex, wished
fervently that he could put a halt to what was to come
next. And the man’s rock-hard staff, which even now
pushed at the entrance to his anus, was definitely much
bigger than those of the other men he had been with.

“No,” Tsukasa said fearfully. “I...I can’t!
There’s no way...” He knew that he had no right to be so
selfish, but he couldn’t help trying to wriggle away.

Tsukasa’s previous lover would become
ﬁ:‘mﬂ'ﬂled and mercilessly pound into Tsukasa, seeking
his own completion. Tsukasa had no idea how this
Mmystery man, who had picked him up for sex, would
feact to rejection. Would he lash out in violence, too?

| “I did this,” Tsukasa thought. “Now [ have to
PAY the price.” He resigned himself to dealing with the
m&at would surely come when the man, who had a
8 hold on Tsukasa’s hips, shoved himself inside his
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tiny opening. . N A
“You’ve got to relax.” the man said. v /| \ M N
Tsukasa let out a giant breath :
“There’s no need to be scared.” the mystery may,

continued. “I'm not going to hurt you.” |

Just as he said it, he eased in gently and beoyy,

a shallow series of thrusts. allowing Tsukasa to becon
accustomed to the movement

Tsukasa gasped.

"Does that feel g00d?” the man asked.
“Unn...uh...” The slow. gentle grind made
Tsukasa grunt loudly, but not from pain.

“Just relax.” The man paused to let Tsukasa’

body open for him. and then began his tender invasiorn

anew. The skillful timing of his
surprisingly tolerable.

Isukasa continued to Cry out. As the man finall:
plunged into his very depths, Tsukasa felt his hips
begin to quiver. He pushed himself up again and again.
relishing the sweet friction. A sensation he had never fcli
before was welling up in his member

He moaned again. shocked by what was
happening to his own body. He took the ma;
than he had imagined possible, feeling like h
to shake apart. A strange melting fee

him. Tsukasa realized that it W
began to move his hips.

movement s

110 deeper
e was abou!
ling bloomed within
as pleasure. once the man

As the man thrust in and out, Tsukasa’s insides
cried out in bliss. The tight slide was unbearable and
wonderful all at the same time. He would have thought
his asshole would be raw and painful, but it wasn’t. Each

¢¢¢¢¢
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movement was accompanied by wet, erotic sounds.

“Aa...aa...aahhhhh..."Tsukasa cried ou
overtaken by pure sensation. His pale white body wa;
bent almost entirely backwards. A strange numbness ray,
along his torso from his hips to his spine, and his skip
broke out into gooseflesh. Nothing mattered. but (i
taste of this pleasure.

“More...more,” he pleaded, totally out of

control. He wanted to be taken again and again until the
flame building in him had been extinguished.

Tsukasa ended up getting even more than e
had begged for. As if he had been waiting for just those
words, the man rode him harder, devouring Tsukasa like
a starving beast,

“I'm coming,” the man rasped out. He wen!
faster, pierced mercilessly into Tsukasa’s Very core.
Each time he hit that one sensitive spot, Tsukasa almos!
fainted.

“Ah...T can’t take it! I'm going to unravel'"
Tsukasa cried. It was all too much. He couldn’t handl¢
the pleasure. He was afraid he was going to break into
pieces.

He couldn’t bear the feeling any more. lc
exploded again, his honey gushing onto his own
stomach between his spread knees. A second later. he
felt an answering tide of warmth from his lover.

Sensation unlike any he had ever known broke
over him, Tsukasa’s mind went totally empty. Shivers
wracked his lewdly splayed body, and he felt wrung oul
and dizzy with release.
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A few hours passed and Saturday morning
ot Tsukasa woke up in the big bed, wondering how
long it had been since he had slept so well. Wlhen he tri.ed
to remember the events of the night before, his memories
scattered and flew away, hovering just beyond his grasp.
But the traces and marks around his hips eloquently
conveyed what had happened.

The persistent despair and self-hatred that
had been with him until yesterday had vanished in the
morning light.

“No way,” he thought. “This has to be a
dream.”

Yet the mystery man who had shared the dream
with him was still in the hotel room, his back to Tsukasa
as he looked in the mirror and wound his tie about his
neck.

“Are you awake?” he asked.

He looked even more perfect and tempting in
the daylight. His posture bespoke a mature charm.

“I can't believe that a guy like this was with me
last night.”

Embarrassed, Tsukasa met the man’s gaze in the
mirror and pulled the sheets up to his nose to hide his
flushed cheeks.

The man smiled and approached the bed.

“Go ahead and sleep some more,” he said. “You
“40 use the room until 1:00 p.m.”

 Tsukasa watched the man pick up his suit jacket
And wag attracted to him anew.
The man made to leave and Tsukasa realized that




——*

24 Yuiko Takamura

he had no intention of revealing his name. He probab),
saw no need to divulge it to someone he had picked up 4
a bar in the middle of the night and had a one night stan|
with, but Tsukasa couldn’t stand the thought of partin,
that way. Even though he knew it might sound annoviny

he decided he had to ask.

“"Umm...” he said.

on Tsukasa.

Tsukasa summoned his courage and continued
“Uh...please tell me your name?”

The time it took for the man to open his mout

and respond seemed impossibly long. Tsukasa knew |
was out of his element, but he had to risk it.

The man’s words, when they came. were not -
response to Tsukasa's question.

“I"ll reserve this room for the same time nev
week.”

“Huh?”

“If you feel like it, stop by,” the man suic
simply, and left the room. leaving Tsukasa alone witl
his thoughts.

Truly the world was a different place than it had
been only yesterday.

“Next week...at the same time...in this room "

Tsukasa clutched his knees to his chest. (h
man’s words echoed over and over again in his head.

[t was morning at the Tokyo headquarters !

Dai Tech, a large commercial company that dealt will
foreign imports.

unthinkingly reaching
out and grabbing the hem of the man’s suit. The 1
looked over his shoulder and turned his jet-black gaz:
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For every salaried worker, Monday morning
brought a twinge of unhappiness. Tsukasa Shinozaki,
whose time with Dai Tech would soon stretch into three
years, was spending part of that time in an underground
reference room buried under an enormous mountain of
papers.

“Where are the rest of those papers from
19607 he muttered. Here in the second basement level.
there was no one to hear Tsukasa complain about his
meaningless job. Considering how much he hated this
job, it would probably make sense to just quit. But doing
so would be like admitting that he had made a mistake,
and that was hard for Tsukasa to swallow.

After graduating from college, Tsukasa had
decided to take a job at Dai Tech because he had studied
abroad and knew a little bit about linguistics. Dealing
with foreign countries had sounded interesting, but after
his orientation, he had been assigned not to the Sales
Division, but to the Secretarial Division in the General
Affairs Department.

Even though he had started out as the lowest
Man on the totem pole, one of the section presidents had
taken notice of Tsukasa. He had ended up spending busy
days in the highest echelons of the company, taking in

€ magnificent view from center stage. Most new
Mployees had to spend a period of time doing menial
Work, but Tsukasa had shot to the top relatively quickly.
... The reason he had fallen so low now was his
ﬂiteu affair with Yutaka Konishi, who had transferred
ﬁ'am Dai Tech’s branch office in Hong Kong last year
i became the president of the Secretarial Division.

N
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“Everyone in Hong Kong loved talking to v
on the phone,” Konishi had said. “Not just bﬂcu-uh:;
you're fluent, but because your voice is so Sexy. Seeing
you in person makes me think that there will be som
benefits to being transferred here.”

Looking back now, Tsukasa could clearl see
how conceited that pick-up line really was. _

In some ways, Tsukasa still behaved like a naive
college student. He got along with people well, did hi
work efficiently, and he was clever. The 30-year-old
Konishi, who longed to reach the very top, had seemcd
glamnrnuﬂ and attractive to him. He had probably fallen
for Konishi’s tricks because he had been fresh from
university and hadn’t known much about the world O
maybe it was just because Tsukasa, like an idiot, alwavs
managed to pick losers.

While doing overtime in the office one night,
Tsukasa had given in to Konishi’s blatant invitations
For a whole year, they had concealed the homosex .
relationship between the boss and his employee from the
rest of the department, which had been no small feat.
Tsukasa had been devoted both to Konishi, his boss, and
to Konishi, his lover. Their hidden relationship had filled
his days with poignant happiness.

That is, he had been happy until the day a mont!
ago when Konishi had dropped the bomb on him.

| “What a jerk,” Tsukasa thought as the painfu!
memories choked him up anew,

Three months ago, Toshihide Ookawa, Dal
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Tech’s president, had suddenly passed away at the
relatively young age of 57. The shock had thrown the
company into turmoil. Tsukasa’s secretarial team, which
had served the president, had been besieged by so much
work that they barely had a moment to breathe.

Throughout those hectic days, Konishi had been
secretly concocting a plan that would bring him the
promotion he so fervently desired. When he had put it
into practice, Tsukasa had been utterly devastated.

Erina Ookawa, the only daughter of the
president, had been distraught by her father’s death. Not
too long after, she and Konishi had been engaged.

For years, the same family had run Dai Tech,
s0 losing Toshihide had been a terrible blow. His
predecessor, Genzou Ookawa was still alive, but, at 85,
Wwas too old to want to take the reins again. He formally
adopted Erina as his heir and they began to work out
plans for the future.

For a power-hungry man like Konishi, taking
"fd"l'ﬂnfagﬂ of a 20-year-old female college student was
like taking candy from a baby.

S0 Konishi had dumped Tsukasa. Even if
Tsukasa had been a potential obstacle on his road to
suceess, it had seemed unduly cruel of Konishi to
dem{ite him to this stupid job. Tsukasa fell from the
Presidential Office on the top floor to the basement
feference room. He had needed no further proof of how
Konishi felt about him.

j Up until last week, he had been depressed,
W\‘inccd he had no luck with men, and had been full of
*€Sentment towards his dead-end job. But this week, he

%
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felt like a new man_

Obviously, the change in him could onl: hay,
been caused by one thing: the dream-like night he Eut
spent with a mystery man whose name he didn’t L-u.-:
know. h.

Alone and surrounded by dusty papers, Tsukas
rested his chin in his hands and wondered how this un_l'-:
have happened to him. He was thankful that no one wy
around to see him as he ignored his work and obsess . ¢l
replayed scenes from Friday night. The man’s beautif
hands and long fingers. His sweetly seductive voice. Hi
graceful chest, banded with taut muscles.

‘Ah”, Tsukasa thought silently. Behind h:
closed eyelids, fragments of memory rose up and the
ﬂfjalﬂd away. He could almost imagine that he wi
plnne‘d by the man’s jet-black eyes. Heat began «
pool in the depths of his body. It was embarrassing
remember some of the things that had happened as It
had been tied up on that bed.

) “Being penetrated has never felt like th
before,” he mused. Shame made him ﬂl.ish red all the
way down to his nape. Tsukasa buried his face in hi
hands,

Up until now, anal sex had been somethine It
merely tolerated for Konishi’s sake. While Kﬂniﬂhihllﬂﬁ
been thrusting away, lost to the world, Tsukasa had take!
to wnr}-:ing his own stiffness just to distract himself fron
the pain and discomfort. He enjoyed having his asshol
caressed with fingers or a tongue, but he could ne¢
get any pleasure from the penetration itself Tsukas
could hardly believe that he had come without strokin:

[
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himself, that it had felt so very good.

“] guess that s what people mean when they talk
about physical chemistry,” he thought. Pornographic
images filled his head and made him remember the fierce,
but kind and skillful way the mystery man had held him.
Tsukasa knew that their relationship wasn’t supposed to
last, but one night didn’t seem nearly enough to quench
his passion. He sighed, remembering.

Of course, he had a chance to make 1t last more
than just one night.

“I'll reserve this room for the same time next
week,” the man had said. “If vou feel like it, stop by.”

Without even divulging his name, the man had
taken off.

“He must have liked me, " Tsukasa thought. But
he had a hard time understanding what the man was
thinking. “If you feel like it” must mean, “If you feel
like sleeping with me again.” Just thinking of a repeat
performance made his heart pound.

To give in to lust not just once, but twice with a
man who had picked him up at a bar was not something
Tsukasa felt particularly comfortable with. Tsukasa
Wasn't a prude, but he had only ever slept with men he

mad‘_’ the mistake of dating. Having a “sex buddy” was
Unthinkable to him. Sleeping with a man whose name he
didn’t even know was even worse.

“I can't” He trembled, shaking his head
‘-'chammﬂy_ “It would be a mistake.”

~ He had been depressed and miserable and had
wm to temptation. But if he did it a second time, he
Would no longer be able to make excuses to himself.

b L
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| Being dumped by Konishi and then sufferip,
misfortune at work had made him give in to despair ar
setf-haued. He was such an idiot. It was probab|y h;
to just brush off his night with the mystery man . h
mistake and act like it had never happened. 4
Tsukasa clutched his head. “What shoul./ [ do”
The more Tsukasa thought about forgetting
man, the more vividly and relentlessly he appum';d _.;
Tsukasa’s mind. Memories of their night together wer
branded onto his body, making him groan out loud. |
Tsukasa, his mind a thousand miles away
hugged his arms close to his body. Behind his close
eyelids, jet-black eyes stared back at him. There was m
way he was going to be able to pretend that Friday nigh
had never happened. It was the first time in his life he
had ever thrown off all restraints and given himself up t0
desire and pure pleasure.

' Knowing that he had a second chance to (st
bliss, how could he forget how good they had beer
together?

“Next week...at the same time...in this room'”
' The man’s invitation to a second tryst sounde!
In Tsukasa’s head over and over again, relentlessl
tempting. Closeted in a basement room all alone

where time ceased to have any meaning, Tsukasa was
consumed with anxiety.

Chapter 2

A week passed, filled with anguish and
indecision. Just like the last time, desire won out over
reason. Nursing a bitter sense of defeat, Tsukasa found
himself standing in front of room 2703 once again.

The second the man opened the door, bitterness
turned into something much sweeter.

“Ahhh...” Tsukasa gasped as the man grabbed
hold of his slim wrists. He was pulled into the room,
where the last traces of his resistance melted away.

Tsukasa grabbed hold of the man’s necktie and
pulled him closer. He forced the taller man to lean down
and meet his mouth in a punishing kiss. Being with a
man whose name he didn’t even know emboldened
him, made him throw away all of his usual doubts and
Wﬁlfﬁﬁﬂ. In this secret room where they shared their
desire, Tsukasa was a slave to his own passion. And that
Was probably exactly what the man wanted.

: Tsukasa licked the man’s neck and grabbed at
his belt.

“You’re already so turned on,” the man noticed.

“I don’t... know—" Tsukasa yelped as the man
gmhbecl hold of his rear and trailed a finger along his
Pants’ seam, “Oh!™

The man’s finger ground against Tsukasa’s
asshole through the cloth, making him gasp for breath.
“No!” he cried. “Not there—"
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“Why?” the man asked. “You /love being
touched there.” “

“No—>

“Oh, I get it,” the man whispered happily. vy,
want something more than a finger in there.”

Tsukasa wanted to argue, but he knew it wa
pointless. He couldn’t deny that he had reached bliss [as
time from having the man inside him. Merely thinking
about it made heat race within him. There was no way
Tsukasa was going to be able to deny himself a sccond
taste of that sensual bliss. But he shook his head any ay.
his lips still crushed against the man’s, his arms wrapped
around the man’s neck.

The man grinned. “I'm going to fuck you s
hard that you won’t be able to walk.”

Uncontrollable need arced through Tsukasa
Still entangled with the man, he fell to the bed, unwilling
to part even to properly remove their clothes. The man
tugged off Tsukasa’s belt and wrenched down his zipper
Tsukasa writhed about like a drowning person, tormentet
by the constrictive feeling of his own suit.

“Don’t be so impatient,” the man murmured.
bursting into laughter. But contrary to his own words. his
hands were hurried as well, as he peeled the suit jacke
from Tsukasa’s prone body and yanked off his pants and
underwear.

“Lift your ass for me,” he said.

“No,” Tsukasa protested.

“Do you want me to tie you up again?” |

Isukasa didn’t answer as the man pulled h
shirt off. Leaving the jacket on, he pinned Tsukasa®

&
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arms behind him and secured them by buttoning the
- “This isn’t so bad, is it?” he asked.

Tsukasa let out a gasp. Having the man see
through him so easily kindled a fire of shame within
him. Although he didn’t particularly want to be tortured
this way, all of his power to protest the lewd situation he
was now experiencing, had been drained away and was
instead replaced with excitement. It was enormously
embarrassing to have his face pressed into a feather
pillow, his ass stuck up in the air, and his hands tied
behind his back. The crevice between his buttocks and
his balls, twitching with desire, was open to the man’s

“Ican’t get over how sensitive you are,” the man
murmured.

“Ah...ahhh...” Tsukasa moaned.

The man chuckled at Tsukasa’s appearance.
"L haven’t even touched you yet and you’re ready to
h“rE.t,"'

_ He took off and tossed his suit away, pulled off
his necktie, and unbuttoned his shirt.

“Should I just plunge right in?” he asked.

Tsukasa gasped, the man’s words making his
body tense and hard. The man’s light caresses around
e edge of his asshole almost made him lose it.

A startled cry burst from Tsukasa’s lips when
mqﬂd dripped into the valley between his two
. It’s just lotion,” the man assured him. “Your
hﬁﬂﬂl warm it up.”
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.. ﬁ%ah.‘.uuh..‘“. Tsukasa gn.::aned The lotjg,

ri ed_nghl from his most sensitive place al| y,
way to his inner thighs. Just as the man said, Tsukas ;
feverish skin soon heated it. i

“This is going to be even better than before

“Aah...aah...” Tsukasa cried out throatily
the man took some of the lotion on his fingers :n'n!-m‘rd-
them deep inside. Using the slickness of the f--*Il'.nn
the fingers moved slowly in and out. Pleasure d;u;cud
across Isukasa’s inner walls. Each thorough plunge wy
accompanied by an arousing, erotic sound. )

| Tsukasa didn't feel the shightest amount ¢
pain, bu_i the man’s skillful caresses made him writhe
Tears of pleasure fell onto the teather pillow that hi
face was smashed up against. While the man teascd hi
embarrassingly exposed ass, Tsukasa’s thighs shook.

“Ann...ahh.. "

When the man touched his back, honey poure
fmm the tip of Tsukasa’s member as if he was a chill
peemg. Craving even more, Tsukasa’s hips began 10
move of their own volition. He was going to die if
couldn’t untie his hands and give some attention (o hi
erection.

| [...I can’t...” he pleaded, overtaken by carna
desire.

_ Bu.t the man merely smiled, not takine Tsukasa’
distress seriously. 5

_ [ haven’t fucked you senseless yet, haye [ the
man said.

. “Ah...ah...I-—" Tsukasa gasped out as his inne¢!
walls shuddered. The tip of the man’s nail grazed his
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prostate gland, causing a stl_*ange, almost Pnplﬂasrant
feeling. The shock made his hips shake, but didn’t bring
him release. The man repeated his tortuous caress twice,
three times. Tsukasa bit the feather pillow, sobbing.

“Aaah...unn...annn...”

“Do you want me to make you come?”

Tsukasa answered the man’s question by
nodding his trembling head, which was still shoved
into the pillow. His anus couldn’t bear any more sweet
torture. Deliriously, he wished for the man to penetrate
him with one hard, deep thrust.

“Please...fuck me...” he sobbed.

In response, the man removed his finger. The
sound of him pulling down his zipper reached Tsukasa’s
€ars.

“Finally,” he thought. Was there anything more
humiliating than lying facedown on a pillow, ass raised,
waiting for a man to take him from behind? He burned
with shame, his lotion-soaked ass dripping and needy.
He ﬁflﬂldn 't stop the cries of anticipation that burst forth,
Pfﬂﬁn'g:)h; strength of his desire.

€ blessed second later, his prayers were
fulfilled. i3

“Ah...Aaaah...”

_ The man thrust his staff into Tsukasa in one
swift Movement, making him scream. His asshole was
.Stl'&tchcd impossibly far, yet it welcomed the pleasurable
Mvasion,
said, “That’s the kind of response I like,” the man

Tsukasa just groaned again.

e
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“I'm all the way inside. You like it. don": vou?"

“Aa...a...aahhh...”

“Hold on.”

Each of the man’s movements made Wel
smacking sound that caused Tsukasa to choke out 2
cry. He was in a trance of pure sensation. his bod ou
of control. When the man increased the tempo of hiy
thrusting, Tsukasa’s torso shook and he sobbed again, |

“That must feel good if you're screaming ik
that,”” the man said. He mercilessly continued stroking
in and out.

Crying out from a pleasure that he was sure was
going to make him faint, Tsukasa was overtaken h: the
feelings rushing through his body.

“I'm going...to...come...” he panted.

The man’s hands immediately snaked around to
Tsukasa’s front and grabbed his throbbing member -

“Ha...ahh...” Tsukasa moaned, overcome by d /
intense sensation. Every part of his body, inside and oul. B
convulsed. An erotic noise announced that they came al §
exactly the same time. '

“Aa...aahhhh...” _ AR AN - e |

As a wave of completion even more potent than EAZARGRA i g =
the last time crashed over him, Tsukasa’s mind wcn' b& N
totally blank. |

Isukasa lay on top of the bed. spent from the
lovemaking.

Sunk into an ocean of twisted sheets, he heard
the sound of the shower running from the bathroom.
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“Last night was the seventh time,” he pondere
In his mind, he couldn’t help counting the number
nights that he had spent in bed with a man who hy
remained a mystery even until now. After seven weeks
it seemed somehow wrong to keep referring to him as;
“mystery,” but Tsukasa didn’t actually have a name k
could use.

“All I know is the length of his dick,” Tsukas:
berated himself, smiling bitterly.

They met on weekends for no other purpos
than sharing physical pleasure. The rest of the worl
may call them “sex buddies,” but in all actuality. the
were far from being buddies. Aside from the man:
name, Tsukasa also didn’t know anything about his pas
or even his cell phone number. The only thing that boun
them was this hotel room.

“This is one messed-up, abnormal relationship.
A twinge of loneliness pierced his chest. This room wa
what held them together, and it also guaranteed that the
knew nothing about each other.

“This is just a game.”

Tsukasa couldn’t help, but let his mind wandef
to the morning of the second time he had succumbed 0
temptation.

“Please!” he had pleaded. “Just tell me voU
name!”

Tsukasa had run after the man who had. U
like the first time, been about to leave the room withot
saying a word. Even if he had tried to dismiss the m¥
as a mistake, the man had given Tsukasa pleasure like I
had never tasted before. And so he had longed to kno¥
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his name. Otherwise, the dream they had shared together
might fade from his memories.

To Tsukasa, who had been used and abandoned
by men so many times, having a rendezvous like this
was a whole new experience. He couldn’t just forget the

man he had sinned with.
“Let’s meet here again next week at the same

time,” the man had said in reply.

“Huh? Wha...why?” A bewildered expression
had floated across Tsukasa’s face. The man who had
stolen his heart wanted to sleep with him a third time? 1f
80, he should probably jump at the chance. But he didn’t
know how to answer the man who, instead of giving his
name, had offered another invitation.

The man had smiled at Tsukasa’s confusion.
“Whether you know my name or not, last night was
amazing, wasn’t it?”

“Huh?”

“We can have more fun together if we don’t
know anything about each other.”

Tsukasa hadn’t known exactly how to react to
th‘ft'ft Was true that if he learned the mystery man’s name,
a little bit of reality would intrude into the dream. Next,
he.md probably end up learning what job he did, his
“88, address, whether he had a lover or a wife...he would

Out everything, whether he wanted to or not. Soon, all
m Of normal details would threaten their relationship.
_ » POssessiveness, anger, and grief would naturally
m Weakening their bond. He would have to say

. ii% '_ Y€ to the bone-melting pleasure and mind-blowing

that he had been given last night.
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Essentially, the man had been offering hjpy, :|
relationship that didn’t exist in the real world. By p,
telling Tsukasa his name, he had assured him th:u__th.:i_,'
bond never went beyond this room.

Tsukasa was convinced that if he hadn' agreed
there would never have been a third time. Mavybe p
could have tried to refuse to follow the rules 01 this
man who had enslaved him. But he silently obeyed, gy
asking the man’s name. not fishing for information. 0
Friday nights, they had sex. That was all. He kept telling
himself that it was better for him this way. When they
unusual relationship ended, it wouldn’t affect the rest o
his life and he wouldn’t be hurt. He could just think of
the whole thing as waking up from a dream.

“As if I'm ever going to be able to do tha

Tsukasa sighed, turning over. Each time they met here
he was stricken by misery and painful longing for his
mystery man. Just being looked at by those deep black
¢yes made his body shake. Next week, their relationship
would reach the two-month mark. The man had taker
hold of his heart and refused to Jet go. He had become
something necessary to Tsukasa’s existence.

He sighed again, his grief boundless.

“Yet I knew that this was going to happen [ron
the beginning,” Tsukasa reminded himself. He had tricd
to convince himself that the situation was to his benefl
too. But no matter how many excuses he made. he knet
that he was only satistying his body. He was scared tha!
if he had refused the man’s proposal, he would never £¢
to see him again. So he had just silently accepted--n®
for his body’s sake, but for his heart’s. The man ha¢
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entranced Tsukasa, body and soul. .
“Yet more proof that I have crappy luck with

men,” he thought. He couldn’t deny the cruel fagt th;:t

mmm love with a man who had no interest in him. **/
no sense at all.”’

2 No matter how much in love he was, to the man,

Tsukasa was nothing more than a convenient partner i.n
a n:mal game. Tsukasa knew that he couldn’t treat their

relationship just as casually.

Tsukasa was often called a “cool beauty.” He
was blessed with an attractive appearance, but many
thought of him as practically asexual, someone who
wouldn’t demand anything from his lover. Most people
assumed from Tsukasa’s good looks and cool attitude
that he was somehow above normal relationships. They
thought he was distant and not needy, but in truth, it was
laughable how little experience Tsukasa had. He was
4l amateur when it came to love. He couldn’t handle
sleeping with someone just for fun. And the thought of
having multiple lovers was totally foreign to him.

Anyone who learned his heart’s desire would
'augh at him and call him a naive child, but all Tsukasa
really wanted was to be loved purely by someone
Who was trye, When men who wanted just a casual
‘elationship learned of Tsukasa’s hopes, it shattered the
‘mage they had of him and they totally lost interest. And
T&lhaa, who gave his everything to making his dream
m'-&“ﬁ, was dumped over and over.
~ If he actually listened to the lessons he had

o
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learned, it might be easier for him to just enjoy a casy
relationship. Yet, even while understanding that, he kyg,
he couldn’t change. And he knew that if his mystery my
had even an inkling that Tsukasa was in love with him
he would toss Tsukasa out like yesterday’s garbage

But a person couldn’t decide who they fell iy
love with.

"I want to know his name. "'

His frustrated desire to learn more aboul (i
man tore his heart to pieces. Just having mind-blowing
sex with him in a secret room wasn’t enough. He wantec
to learn the mystery man’s name, who he was. [ wa
terrible that he knew so little about the man he loved

“If only,” Tsukasa sighed. The turmoil in hs
heart made him moan wordlessly.

The mystery man’s Patek Philippe watch ha
been left next to the bed. His expensive-looking suis
and the things he kept on his person led Tsukasa t0
think that he was very well off. Besides. no norma
businessman could afford to pay for this expensive roon
week in and week out.

“Just his name,” Tsukasa thought. “That s all |
want. "

It was very tempting to slip out of bed while the
man was showering, look in his suit pocket, and try ©
find a business card, driver’s license, or cell phone tha
would tell Tsukasa something about him.

"I can't do that. If I knew, I wouldn 't be ablc 17
hide it...I'd probably call out his name... "

He was convinced that if he broke the rules:
the man wouldn’t forgive him, so Tsukasa fought oft
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the urge and stayed where he was. Besides, even if t}ney

ore “normal” lovers, it wouldn’t be right to peek into
;g'ﬁallet or peer at business cards and cell phones. ,

8o while love for the man scorched Tsukasa’s
breast, he did nothing—just waited for their next tryst.

“Why do I have to like him so much?”

Filled with misery, Tsukasa heard thu?: sound
of the shower shutting off. Startled, he bit his lip at the
thought of the man emerging. The words that would
reveal his feelings were on the tip of his tongue, but he
had to keep them inside somehow. Jones

Even if the possibility of the man growing tired
of him came soon, for now, if Tsukasa just played the
game, the man would continue to see him.

“Just think of being with him again next week,”
Tsukasa reminded himself, then turned over on the bed.

At the beginning of the rainy season, for the
first time since being dumped by Konishi in March, a
change occurred that breathed new life into Tsukasa’s
1ortuous work life. He was plucked from the bowels of
ﬂm-'ﬂﬂmpany and reassigned to the Secretarial Division.

“Shinozaki, you’'re being assigned to our new
Executive Director of Sales who is coming next week,”

' was told by the General Affairs Department.

“Me?”

“Is there a problem?”
_ “Um...no,” Tsukasa answered, convinced that
m'"3"-'53'7"11-1121:1Stanlr:ﬁ: was just a new type of harassment.

The new Executive Director of Sales had been
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headhunted from outside of the company. Apparently, .
had 'been the Managing Director of G.V CDHSI.!H]'I;E; r
fnrmgn-capita[ company. The rumors swirling ;n-na;]:i
said that he was an outstanding worker. )

An outsider becoming Executive Dirccio; Wag
probably a bitter pill for the senior members of Dy
Tech to swallow. President Ookawa, who had daud.q-..
suddenly, had not been overly traditional. But D: ]’c;;
had been run for a long time by the same family and 11';1;.
somewhat entrenched in its ways. No matter how ~.4L|]|h|_i
a person was, if his name wasn’t Ookawa, it would be
hard for him to come into this company, even if he had
an excellent track record. He would definitely suffer 2
certain degree of alienation. '

Some perverse executive must have suggested
that Tsukasa become the intruder’s secretary. He had
only a few years of experience. and up until yesterday.
had been hidden away in a basement reference room
Afld the new director would probably be disappointed
with his inexperienced new employee. Tsukasa had no
proof, but he was almost entirely sure that Konishi had
been behind the whole thing.

“He must want to make me quit pretty badly.
Tsukasa mused. Even though this transfer showed hov
much he was disliked, and would probably involve
all sorts of difficulties, it was still better than fighting
mountains of dusty papers in the reference room. And
maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if he just did his work

r i-- ﬂ
e
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actor,” he was told. “Do your best and work hard.”

- «] understand,” Tsukasa said. No matter what
the person who had gotten him into this had intended,
erlt lighter and freer than he had during the four

long months of Hell.

Plus, there was one other possible advantage to

“If I'm really busy, maybe I'll be able to forget

about my mystery man.

For three months, he had been filled with futile
love and sorrow for a man whose name he didn’t know.
And when he spent five long days in an underground
windowless room, it was all too easy to think about the
mystery man, no matter how much it hurt.

Tsukasa was the only one to blame for bringing
his personal baggage into his work life. But his secret
weekend meetings with the man were the only things
that brought him any relief from his messed-up life.

“This is a great opportunity! Just calm down
and do your best!"

' He decided to make a real effort to rescue
his heart from the maze it had fallen into and to try to
toncentrate on his job.

One week later ...

well.

~ On the 11th floor of the Dai Tech headquarters
office that had been added next to the Sales
~M8Ions, Tsukasa did a final check before meeting up

‘ “Unlike when you used to be a secretary. this
time It's goimng to be jllﬁt you SE',‘nring the FExecullve
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with his new boss.

“Business cards.. list of people he hus [0 gg
meel...schedule of meetings with each of the Sgj,,
Divisions...." A pleasant excitement thrummed throyg
him as he listed them off This early in the morning, s
one else was around. In spite of being made to screan
until his throat was raw on Friday night, he couldy:
remember when he had felt so good on a Monda
morning. |

“Kouki Takeshima,” he read the name of his
new boss out loud from the business cards that had just
arrived. Takeshima had recejved his Masters in Business
Administration from MIT. Five years ago, after working
at two consulting companies, he had been headhunted by
G.V. Consulting. He had soon set a record by becoming
the Managing Director in an amazingly short amount of
time. Takeshima also had experience as a consultant
helping Japanese companies set up corporations. The
past couple of years, he had been going back and forth
between New York and Tokyo. Besides offering him
the title of Executive Director, Tsukasa was sure that it
had taken a huge salary to attract a man with so man
amazing accomplishments under his belt.

There must have been quite a bit of opposition 10
bringing someone in from the outside and paying them
so much. But President Ookawa, the previous presidents
tather, planned to do as much as he could to help get the
Sales Divisions on the right path. Even though Ookawd
had accepted Konishi as 3 son-in-law, he had insisted
that Konishi and Erina wait to marry until she graduated

from college in two years. He had taken on the importan!

mﬁafkﬁl’iﬂg everyone motivated, helping prepare for

' Division.
the future, and supporting each Sales .
~ “I hope I can do a good job, " Tsukasa thought.
r i | z

£ ' Il of troubles,
» future seemed threatening and fu |

T&H hﬂpﬂ] that his new job would be as ﬁ.llﬂl].lrlg E:E
:fmha had been a rookie member of the president’s
Secretarial Division. | -
“In just two hours, 1'll see my new bossface for

tfme‘ W ‘

g i Much later, Tsukasa realized that the period
before ﬁi&éting the new Executive Director was the last

peaceful, ’ for a long time.
happy time he was to know _ . |
B A precisely 10:00 a.m., the Presidential Office

called to tell him that the special meeting where the new

director would take up his post was over. |

A “Okay, I’'m coming up right now,” Tsukasa sgld,
hanging up the phone. He stepped into the executive
elevator that he hadn’t ridden in a very long time and

S0on arrived on the top floor.
What occurred next was a total Ehﬂﬂk.. ke
“Good morning,” Tsukasa said, bowing. “I'm

the Ee(:retary appointed to the Executive Director of

W ; . N B B

~ When he raised his head, his greeting died in his
thoat, What he saw with his widely open deep amber
©YeS was a familiar form.

“Na wa},. ¢ " 5 s
2 Shock slammed into him, making his jaw hang
oPen slackly.
. Before Tsukasa’s eyes stood the man whom
D€ shoylq only see on Friday nights—the mystery man
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whose name he hadn’t known up until today.
“I'm Takeshima,” the man said. “Nice to mee you”
That familiar, heady voice rang out in Tsukagy,
ears as he stood stock-still. |
Tsukasa stood utterly frozen as the man stared z §
him with jet-black eyes as dark as night.

The first five days passed by in a dizzying
blur. Tsukasa worked by himself at a desk set up near
Takeshima’s office on the 11th floor Although the Sales
Divisions were close by, his desk was separated from
it by a partition, which meant that he wasn’t anywhere
near Konishi.

“Please, Manager Kinoshita,” Tsukasa said into
the telephone. “It doesn’t matter how long it takes. butl
really need those numbers today.” :

Tsukasa was thoroughly annoyed as he hung &
the phone up. He had lost count of how many times §
he had asked Kinoshita, the head of Sales Division
Three, to submit the papers he needed. He glanced at his
wristwatch.

76:00 p.m. already?” :

Takeshima spent his days out with the heads o
the five Sales Divisions, and visiting with and greeting
clients. He was scheduled to return in about 30 minutes.
At 7:30 p.m., Takeshima and President Ookawa would
have a dinner meeting with the head of one of Daj Tech's
member banks. In the 15 minutes between, Tsukasa had
to fill Takeshima in on the happenings of the day, explail
his schedule for next week, and provide him with (he
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necessary paperwork.

“Well, I'm probably not going to be able
give him the papers until next week...” Tsukasa sioheg
staring at the wreckage that was his desk. Over and
over, he was besieged by requests for cancellations ang
changes. Everything on his schedule was pending. ang
he was surrounded by a flood of memo-tagged papers.

There weren’t currently any major problems,
but Tsukasa wasn’t able to carry out his job of collecting
paperwork as efficiently as he had hoped. And the
Executive Director of Sales was a new position tha
President Ookawa had created, so he had no precedence
to draw on to tell him what to do. Back when he had
worked on the president’s Secretarial Division. he had
been busy, but had never imagined how hard it would be
to do a job without any bosses to instruct him or peers
to consult with.

He could deal with not receiving any guidance
if 1t weren’t for dealing with the Sales Divisions., who
totally refused to cooperate. Even if he came in on the
weekends, he didn’t think he’d be able to finish up. N
matter how many times he requested data, the Sales
Divisions didn’t respond. Tsukasa knew he wasn’t being
taken seriously. Although they jumped to obey request
from the Presidential Office, they were doing everything
they could to make Tsukasa’s job difficult.

Having lost his status as secretary to (¢
president, Tsukasa was yet again a powerless rookic wh?
only had three years of experience. So when he asked
the Sales Divisions to expend a little effort, they didn’
exactly jump at his command.
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The worst of them all was Mr. Kinoshita, the
manager of Division Three. While everyone else in
the Divisions made up excuses and reasons for delay,
Kinoshita didn’t even make any effort to hide the fact
that he didn’t like Tsukasa. And thanks to him, Tsukasa’s
work was always late.

“I guess there s nothing I can do,” he thought. He
realized that he had been blessed to have the Presidential
Office supporting him, and that he was really lucky to
be able to work like this again. He didn’t intend to let
his new job be spoiled. If everything had gone smoothly,
these five days would have been wonderful.

Except, of course, for the biggest problem of all:
Kouki Takeshima.

“Hes back, Tsukasa noticed. Takeshima
had just arrived with the manager of Sales Division
One. Without intending to, Tsukasa stood up, his heart
thudding wildly.

Since becoming Takeshima’s employee five
days ago, he hadn’t been able to decide how he should
mﬁﬂi understandably, Takeshima hadn’t said a single
W about their three months of secret rendezvous.
M was thankful that he hadn’t brought the subject
@ﬂ Work, yet his feelings towards Takeshima were all
lﬁ;mlﬁﬂ up. He had learned the name he wanted so badly

know, but he couldn’t do anything about it.
- For better or for worse, they hardly interacted
"Wf_’i’fk*-'rakeshima‘s week had been stuffed with
I:ES with each internal division head and going
-.. *‘ clients, so they spent only about 20 or 30
-8 1n the afternoon or evening together.
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For Tsukasa, the most important pengip,
matter he had to deal with was Kouki Takeshin b
existence.

“Good work today,” Tsukasa greeted Takeship
with a blank face, his insides churning. At times [k,
these, his cool facade took over, and he became nothing
but a competent, beautiful secretary. No one notice

as Ven

that beneath his attractive visage seethed a torrent of

passion.

“Your meeting with the head of Touzai Bank
s, as planned, at 7:30 p.m. The Secretarial Di\ision
says that you are to ride in the company car togcther
so please make sure you’re at the underground parking
garage in 10 minutes. As for next week’s schedule...’
The words tumbled out of his mouth quickly as he took
the day’s crop of business cards from Takeshima.

While listening to Tsukasa’s announcements.
Takeshima made a quick check of his mail and his inbox
confirming what matters were still pending.

“There’s really nothing urgent, is there’” e
asked.

“Umm...no,” Tsukasa replied.

There was not enough time before Takeshins
left to go to the parking garage for Tsukasa to apologiZ
for not submitting his paperwork on time. In any casé:
even 1f he had turned them in. Takeshima proh:lhl?
wouldn’t get to look at them until next week anyway.

“Today is Friday already,” Tsukasa thought
Inwardly, he breathed a sigh of relief.

It was the first Friday since he had learned that I*®
mystery man and Kouki Takeshima were the same person
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 “] cant believe its only been a week,” he
thought, astonished. He could no longer put off thinking
Mmt he had tried so studiously to ignore the past
five days. And he couldn’t not wonder whether tonight

ioht be the end of it all.
J . “What should I do?” He was suddenly scared.
Now that Tsukasa Shinozaki and Kouki Takeshima knew
each other in the real world, what would happen? He had
an awful premonition that it couldn’t end well.
Takeshima had focused on his work and
acted like nothing was amiss, so he had probably lost
interest in Tsukasa now that he knew more about him.
Tsukasa hadn’t broken the rules, but because of outside
circumstances, the game was most likely over. Even if
they met again, like they had been doing, reality had
irevocably intruded.
“If I went there tonight,” Tsukasa thought, “and
the room was empty... "
, Fear froze his limbs in place. He couldn’t
Just think of it as waking up from a dream. Maybe to
Tmma their relationship was nothing but a game,
but Tsukasa had fallen in love even before he had
w Takeshima’s name. He didn’t want to entertain
hﬁﬁﬁﬂght that he had been dumped just like before.
“No...I don t want to know..."
. Tsukasa was so agitated that he could barely
mzﬂ Takeshima's business cards.

s

- At that moment, Takeshima was in the company
the way to his dinner meeting.
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“So what are your impressions after onc Weg)
here?” President Ookawa asked him. |
| “Well, business itself is basically finc. But i
planning and personnel, productivity is fairly low.
neec.l to more strongly enforce a merit-based system and
motivate each and every person to do their best Alsg
there are too many long and pointless meetings.” |

“You’re awfully harsh. . ”

“You hired me to be harsh.”

“That’s true, but...”

“Inany case, I requested that each Sales Division
submit their mid-period sales strategies and their current
numbers for review, but no division has complied yel
Perhaps they feel that my request is beneath their notice
but the managers should be able to provide what |
asked.”

“Up until now, the Presidential Office ha
handled that...”

“Everybody needs to know how the chain of
command works. And I think you will agree that 1
would be best if I took sole charge of the Jetlersor
Company project.”

“Hmm...”

From the corner of his eye, Takeshima coulé
see Ookawa hesitating as if troubled. He knew that th
difficulties he had faced so far were nothing compared
to what was coming.

“There s nothing I can do but try,” he thought

Takeshima’s life plan had not included this
transfer to Dai Tech. Of course, working at a foreigh
capital company had meant that the possibility of beins

headhunted by another company existed at any time.
m coming to Dai Tech, he had been taken in by a
new company twice, and both times had proved to be a
mand a chance to improve his skills.

 But his move to Dai Tech was not something he
himself had hoped for. In fact, the whole thing had been
out of his hands, so he had had no choice but to accept
the transfer.

After the previous president’s sudden death, the
joint business project with the Jefferson Company had
come to a standstill. Now, Ookawa had asked Takeshima
to help get it started again. It had been necessary to bring
someone in to negotiate with Jefferson’s top players and
s0 he had been made “Executive Director of Sales.” But
at least one of the executives who was unsatisfied with
Takeshima’s appointment felt that he was overstepping
his bounds.

Back at his old job, Takeshima never would
ham dreamed that he would have new responsibilities
“‘ﬁﬂd after signing his contract. But due to the current
Situation, he couldn’t blame Ookawa and saw that he had
10 choice,

“Well, let’s do the best we can,” he said.

“Sorry...” the old man whispered.

“There’s no need to apologize,” Takeshima replied.

~ "Well, the Jefferson Project is in your hands.
%ﬁﬂe whomever you want to work under you. And if
:Wﬁurrent s&cretary. iSl'.l‘t working out, fEFl free to pick
m’ €nt one. Konishi recommended him. but there

nfpenple in the Secretarial Division with more

L -. -'--r-..i""lnll.
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“No, that’s not necessary,” Takeshima said
Ookawa’s proposition, resisting the urge to make furthe
comments. Even though he hadn’t chosen this job ayg
his days were filled with various frustrations, the only
thing that brought him pleasure was having Tsukas;
Shinozaki around. It was true that he was young ang
inexperienced, but he had a certain kind of charm thy
was unique to him alone.

Tsukasa was a guilty pleasure that Takeshima
could never reveal to anyone else.

“I'm lucky to have such a beautiful secretary,”
Takeshima said jokingly. “I don’t intend to replace him.”
Even he was surprised by his good mood.

His contract hadn’t said anything about the best
part of Dai Tech.

“Tsukasa Shinozaki. "

Without realizing it, a pleased smile overtook
Takeshima’s face. He had a wonderful premonition thal
a delicious new game was about to begin.

Later that night, Tsukasa stood in front of room
2703. He was so full of doubt and conflict that he though!
he might just go insane.

“I bet he isn't here.” |

Even though he was probably going to regret It
he couldn’t just turn around and go home. Twenty minuf®
passed, and Tsukasa still had no idea what to do.

“Teant”

In front of him stood the door to the secret r00™
He was terrified. But if he plucked up his courage "
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knocked on the door and no answer came, what would
he do? He had a sudden, vivid image of the door being
thrown open, revealing an empty room.

“No!"

Even now, he couldn’t brush away the feelings
of longing that grew inside him. He couldn’t bear it if
here, in this hotel, the man he loved told him that their
relationship was over. For three months, they had spent
every Friday night in this room. For Tsukasa, it hadn’t
been fake or just a game. His feelings for Takeshima had
spilled out into a bewildering reality.

“I'm such an idiot,” he thought, shaking. */
knew this was going to happen.”

Tsukasa should have learned from experience,
but his stupidity and lack of judgment when it came
10-men prevented him from getting a clue. With tears
running down his face, he chewed on his bottom lip. He
couldn’t allow himself to become any more enslaved by
%ml situation. Everything had ended on Monday
mrlg when he had come face-to-face with the
m‘? man and learned his name. Yet, even though
h’--ﬂﬁﬂerstuod the logic of this, just like the time with
b “a 1, he had refused to accept it.

' “I should just go home,” he thought, turning his

He miserably decided that he couldn’t allow his

be broken. Even thou gh his memories of the past

filled him with so much pain that he felt
® might be ripped apart, he must seal them away.

_ He ran through the hall, telling himself over and
this was the only time he was going to allow
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himself to cry.
The swiftly descending elevator scemed
mirror Tsukasa’s own sadness and gloom.

Chapter 3

By early August, people in the Sales Divisions
had become used to “Director Takeshima.”

Once people learned that Takeshima had been
entrusted with the Jefferson Company project, which
had previously been dealt with by the Presidential
Office, their opinions began to change. If he could revive
the project and make it a success, it would be Dai Tech’s
W and most important contract to date.

Takeshima had begun accepting applications
for project members from within the company. Resumes
and curriculum vitae flowed in. Because Takeshima
Wasn't concerned with experience or position, the
young members of Dai Tech who were starved for an
Opportunity saw a chance they had never been given
before. y g

Naturally, as Takeshima’s secretary, the job
i Wﬂg these applications fell to Tsukasa, who was
“welievably busy.

~ “Twenty-seven people...” he murmured, sorting
'the applications that had failed the first round
' files for those who had passed. He spent

day trying to put together a schedule for

“9&eshima tg Interview each one.
“I'm going to have to do overtime again.”
Tsukasa’s days had passed by in a blur of frantic
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activity. To kill the grief that had taken up residence
his breast, he had thrown himself into work.

Even now, he couldn’t stop thinking about thy
night he had gone to the hotel and ended up runniy,
home. He would never forget how, on Monday mornine
Takeshima had stood in front of him, his face hlauLk
as if nothing at all had happened. His jet-black cyes
eloquently conveyed his true feelings.

Tsukasa was convinced then that Takeshima
hadn’t been waiting for him behind that door.

“Takeshima,” he thought, pain welling up
within him. He couldn’t fathom how much time it would
take until this loneliness dissipated and left him in peace
He felt twice as much grief as he had when Konishi had
dumped him, and their relationship had lasted a whole
year.

But Tsukasa must have become the worst kindof

masochist, because he didn’t want to leave Takeshimas
side. Even if he had to hide his feelings forever, he didn'
think he could handle losing his position and Takeshima
at the same time.

“Hey! You!™

Tsukasa, absorbed in the interview schedult:
was startled by the sudden cry.

“Ma-manager Kinoshita?!™

Tsukasa raised his head. Kinoshita, who
given him so much trouble over the past three week™
loomed over him like an angry demon.

“Is he drunk? " Tsukasa wondered. his intnff'“"al
alarm blaring.

Kinoshita reached out with his huge hands an

had
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m grabbed Tsukasa’s lapels.
~ “I¢s your fault that 1 failed, isn’t it?” he

wed drunkenly.

~ Tsukasa wasn’t entirely surprised that he had
been thrown into this frightening situation. Kinoshita
had applied to the Jefferson Company project and was
one of the many people who had failed to pass the
first screening. But unlike the others, Kinoshita had no
language problems and had actually worked abroad.
Plus, his pride probably couldn’t accept that he, a
manager, hadn’t even been given an interview.

“) Tsukasa had sent an email just this morning
telling Kinoshita that he hadn’t passed. Of course,
Tsukasa had been merely following Takeshima’s orders.
But Kinoshita hadn’t come storming in here at past 10
at night to yell at Takeshima. Clearly, Kinoshita had
roused himself from a drunken state just to take out his
resentment on Tsukasa.

~ Obviously, there were uncooperative people in
%Sﬂes Division, but Kinoshita was the worst—he
y refused to turn in his paperwork and basic
m&%ﬁl was sure that Kinoshita thought of him as
mﬂﬂﬂe but yelling at him at work for something

y

Personal like this was really too much.

~ “You think that because you work for Takeshima
S8 I€ real powerful now, don’t you?” Kinoshita yelled.
. . Stop!” Tsukasa protested firmly. “Calm down!™
~~ '00ked at the very large Kinoshita, and knew his
—SWhY self didn’t stand a chance.
“You've been so high-and-mighty since you
Part of the president’s Secretarial Division. I can’t
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stand it!” Kinoshita drunkenly raised his shaking fig;
making Tsukasa grit his teeth.

Tsukasa knew that, with no witnesses aroung ;
would be hard tomorrow to bring Kinoshita to justice fy
his reckless actions.

“Shit!"

But he knew he had to at least put up a front of
denial and anger, so he looked at Kinoshita scornfully.

“If you continue,” a man’s voice rang ou
suddenly, “I'm afraid you won’t get just a warning.”

The man grabbed Kinoshita’s quivering wrists,
making his eyes widen comically.

Tsukasa was even more surprised than
Kinoshita.

“Director Takeshima?” he said, his voie
sounding high-pitched even to his own ears. Takeshims
was supposed to have gone home directly from hi
dinner meeting, so why was he here? But whateve
the reason, Takeshima had definitely saved him from
a sticky situation. And thinking of their Friday night
together made his body tremble.

“Mr. Kinoshita,” Takeshima said. “It’s clear Ju¥
from this situation that you don’t have the nccessit
qualifications to participate in the project. But ['11 53 ¥
anyway: you failed the screening because | felt that Yo%
as a manager, have a bad attitude.”

“What—what’s wrong with my attitude”!

“Shinozaki here requested three times thal FI”H
submit your mid-period sales strategies and figures. Wu.
held us up for over two weeks, and then when you ﬁ"ﬂl] :1
turned them in, your comments included no r:*ip“f”"‘“ﬂn
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as to the large increase and decrease in your numbers.
mw the bad exchange rate and the high price of

‘most managers with sufficient business experience
mﬁnd these figures to be a bit strange, don’t you
o “What?!”

- “Perhaps you thought that an inter-company
request that didn’t come from the Presidential Office
wasn't worth your time, but you could have figured
something out. 1 have no room on the Jefferson Project
team for people who aren’t prompt and can’t adapt to

changing situations.”

Kinoshita’s face, stained red from drunkenness
and anger, grew paler and paler.

Tsukasa watched with gratification as Kinoshita
stood there silently. He was especially happy that
mhnna had understood why his work had been late. It
mﬂﬁ&mﬁd like Takeshima wasn’t paying any attention,
but he had actually been watching out for Tsukasa.
~ "If nothing else, he doesn't think I'm useless,”
T‘m thought, shaking with joy and relief. He was
w:-"@miﬂus than ever of how strongly he felt for
i No matter how much he tried to drown his
'Wfﬁelings, they surfaced over and over again.

_ - Kinoshita, on the other hand, seemed consumed

o “Umiliation. “The Jefferson contract has been dead

2 _-_‘_'1 year. I wouldn’t even want to be part of such a
Y Project!”

Having said his piece, he turned and scurried

‘ coldly watched him leave and then,

SHtsaying a word, turned on his heel and proceeded

159
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into his own office.

Tsukasa ran after him. *Uh...thank you. -

Takeshima put his briefcase on his desk gy
glanced at Tsukasa over his shoulder.

The second that jet-black gaze landed on hipy
Tsukasa gulped, his heart hammering away loudly. He
I felt a sudden strange sensation as if all the blood in his
body had started flowing in the wrong direction.

He was alone 1n a secret room with Takeshima,

“"Now what? "

His mind ground to a halt. Then, a split second

later, he almost toppled over as Takeshima lunged for
him.

Tsukasa’s strength deserted him and he
was pushed down and bent over the corner of the
desk. Takeshima tore his clothes off, and then began
ministering to the crack between Tsukasa’s buttocks mé
manner too rough and fast to be called a caress.

Tsukasa gritted his teeth. Pain blossomed as he
was invaded.

“Ha...ah...ah!” he panted. It had been three
weeks since he had been fucked like this, so hard th¥

good 1t felt. He cried out again. Somehow, the pain ol
Takeshima’s merciless thrusts was being washed aW®
by pleasure. He realized then just how starved he N
been to have Takeshima inside his body.

Tsukasa screamed, drowning in hazy sens ation
He felt released, as if nothing else but this mattered.

And so, the night wore on, filled with lust
desire.

an

his throat soon grew hoarse. It was frightening ho"
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tﬁ_-r;. “Shinozaki, does Director Takeshima have
~ ~nenine next Wednesday? He needs to meet with
o Judicial Affairs Department,” Taniguchi, who was
of drafting the contract with the Jefferson

ﬁﬁz‘&mh Should I make the appmnnnent'?"

~ *No, I won’t be able to have the paperwork
ready by Tuesday. How about Thursday or Friday?”

~ “Thursday afternoon is fine. Shall I arrange the
time with the Judicial Affairs Department secretary?”

- “That would be a big help.”

- “Okay.”

- The Jefferson project had started under
Wima’s direction, and suddenly everyone around
ukasa was full of energy. Tsukasa’s area was now filled
with desks for 10 people and countless office automation
w}ﬂs It was as lively as the Sales Division where
onishi worked.

‘”" The speed at which the project had come
" Was truly amazing. Tsukasa understood now
1y Kinos hita wouldn’t have been any help. Takeshima
_:.‘_'._"'::-f' OS€n a varied group of people that ranged in
= o their twenties to forties, all of them full of
.+ Ve and self-confidence. Working with them under
Ma made Tsukasa’s days busy, but fulfilling.
Course, he had a new problem to worry

R e =

{ | “Hﬂw should [ act,”’ he wondered.
For one month, Takeshima had been embracing

b
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Tsukasa in his office, while the only things Tsukasa he)4
close were his doubts and worries. Their bond shgy)
have ended after just one time, and Tsukasa couldy
fathom what Takeshima's current plan was. Althoygh
his body was sated, deep inside, he felt empty. He h;d
finally faced up to the truth of his situation. He jyg
didn’t want to accept it.

Two things were different: the location of the
room they met, and their relationship itself. Room 2703
had been replaced by Takeshima’s office. And instead
of being passing acquaintances who didn’t know each
other’s names, they were now boss and employce.

In other words, the game had changed. During
the day, they interacted as if nothing was going on. The
second they were alone at night, they devoured each
other like animals, with no concept of reality. Tsukasi
never knew when the switch would be flipped to signa
that reality no longer applied, and not knowing kept hir
constantly on edge. And Takeshima definitely loved the
dangerous nature of their game. Id them at his side.

"f just keep doing the same thing over and 0% Tﬂtlkasa knew the switch had been flipped.
again... (v “But...its still morning, " he thought, his cheeks

Even though he knew what would happeth he br
couldn’t turn Takeshima down. If he refused to play ¥
game, then their bond would be broken. He knew thi
with a conviction that was painful. Some day Takeshim®
would grow tired of him and toss him out. Until ther
playing their game was the only way to be with the ma”
he loved.

“I really am such an idiot!” .

But, even though he chided himself. h¢ V-

sxhilarated by the idea of spending another night with
keshima. Unlike the time when the only met on

ws. now, each second was filled with hope and

cipation, and disappointment that tore at Tsukasa’s

ﬂ " When would Takeshima give him the signal?
' time he was alone with Takeshima in
ffice, Tsukasa’s feelings raged out of control. The
rays came abruptly, without notice.
Tsukasa stopped by Takeshima’s office before
ﬁ brmg him some paperwork and tell him about
appnmtmr.:nt As always, just being close to
a took his breath away.

“Du'ectur Takeshima,” he said. “Next Thursday
______ lave an afternoon meeting with the Judicial
Department about the contract that Taniguchi is

W 'Eakeﬁhima s jet-black gaze didn’t waver from
a’s face. He silently took the papers from Tsukasa

-1 l

TﬂkeStha smiled at the sight of Tsukasa
2 as still as a statue.
“Hm re in the mood,” he said, “lock the door.”

4 ”“ ne engulfed Tsukasa at this first move in the
= "aKeshima loved so much. But he had no choice.
_ "" Ed, he ran to the door and locked it, signaling

nning of their foreplay. He was already totally
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“All you did was walk between the door and the
desk, and you're already almost there,” Takeshimg said
Tsukasa had no response.
“If you don’t hurry and take your clothes off,
I might be tempted to make you work all afterngy
without any underwear.”

Tsukasa gasped as Takeshima brought his arm

to his thighs. He cried out when those big hands aripped |

him roughly.

Takeshima yanked off Tsukasa’s belt and helped
him step out of his pants and underwear. Even though
the blinds were down, it was indescribably humiliating

to be in an office in the middle of the day wearing a crisp |

white shirt and tie on top and nothing on the bottom.
Tsukasa kneeled in front of Takeshima's chair
He undid Takeshima’s zipper, pulled his member out, and
bestowed a kiss upon it. Takeshima grunted as Tsukass
began to stroke it with his tongue. Tsukasa increased his

speed and power, paying special attention to the tip. Al |

erotic and faintly bitter taste filled his mouth.

“Unn...unn...” Takeshima groaned.

Tsukasa heard the moist, lascivious sound of IS
own mouth sucking Takeshima. He was oddly excited
by the dangerous nature of the encounter.

Gasping as if in pain, Takeshima grabbed hold
of Tsukasa’s hair and wrenched his head away.

“That’s enough,” he whispered, reaching
with his thumb and stmkmg Tsukasa’s damp bottom lip:

“Get up and let’s finish it.”

Takeshima grasped Tsukasa’s arms and hd“lﬂd

him up. He turned Tsukasa around so that he was | facing

oul

' “‘Anhh"’Tsukasa cried out at
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wtl:led him on his lap.
Jra ukasa squeaked as one long finger crept

-_ is buttocks and lovingly teased the opening

Then, he felt Takeshima’s staff slowly begin to
and he shivered.

- ’l Don’t—"
: P‘Don’t worry,” Takeshima said. “Thanks to your

it’s very wet already.“

,Ah .ahhh...’

~ “Calm down. Just lower your hips onto me.’

the feel of
a’s hardness entering him. He knew that he
aff l:lenﬂy prepared and 1t was going to hurt, but
." ‘wait no longer. Not caring about the throbbing

panted as he used his body weight to take

a in even further, A shock of pleasure ran up
2, making his discomfort fade away. His hips

“Un .ah...ahhh!™
Eﬁ!:h brutal stroke of Takeshima’s staff inside
; ly increased Tsukasa’s building ecstasy.

“Ah .ah...I’'m going to...be ripped apart...
AII overwhelmingly new feeling that was not

1 over Tsukasa, making him sob. Just from
e ovement he was making, he was already close to
o & limself. Hopelessly excited, he writhed in agony

- Lakeshima’s chest.
- “You’re such a dirty little secretary,” Takeshima
'f ] Ah .Di-Director. . .please...fuck me harder!”

takeshima’s hands grasped Tsukasa’s thighs and
I,
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forced his knees apart so far that it felt like Tsukasy's hip
Joints might be wrenched out of place. Then. Tl eshimg
began a new rhythm of strong, bold thrusts.

Tsukasa screamed at the sensation of being
invaded. Liquid flowed from his embarrassingly stjr:z"
member.

“Deeper!™ he cried.

In this secret room cut off from the real world
outside, reality no longer applied. Over and over the
found themselves in the same dangerous situation. And
I'sukasa, totally consumed by Takeshima, was terrified
of the end of the game he knew had to be coming

Circumstances changed in October, thanks to 2
sudden development with Takeshima’s project with the
lefferson Company.

For two months, Takeshima and his team had
been trying to carry out negotiations with Jeffersons
Tokyo branch. Due to the sudden death of the Da Tcn:!{
president, the project had been put on hold for over halt
a year, and Jefferson wasn’t responding well 10 thetf
renewed overtures.

Takeshima had been brought in to fix lhf
unfavorable situation, but it seemed like Jefferson®
Tokyo branch had been inclined to work with anothé!
company and that Dai Tech had no hope of gaining the
contract. Even though President Ookawa suppor®
working with the Jefferson Company again. many e’
Tech executives weren’t in favor of the project -*"f“d
many employees, like Kinoshita of Sales D1 5100
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Three, very publicly voiced their disapproval.

Konishi, who stood to become the Previgys
president’s adopted son-in-law, didn’t want 1, he
involved in a project that seemed so clearly doomeq
fml_ure He had big plans and couldn’t afford even gp
stain on his illustrious career. Granted, if the project
was a success, it would be Dai Tech’s most brillian
achievement. But power-hungry Konishi estimated th
the odds of the project failing were astronomically high
and didn’t want to take such a risk until he was safely
married to Erina Ookawa. '

But in mid-September, Takeshima had thrown
all of his energy into taking action. He had known that
no matter how hard he worked, the Tokyo branch was
too wrapped up in politics and wouldn’t respond. So he
had used some of the connections he had made during
his time at G.V. Consulting and gotten directly in touch
with Colin Evans, one of the power players at JefTerson's
headquarters in New York.

It was a home run for Takeshima. Thing
changed at lightning speed.

Evans had been dissatisfied with the way e
Tokyo branch had seemed unwilling to make a decision
and had been impressed with Takeshima’s clear vision
And he had been very interested in the terms of ¢
proposed contract. Under Takeshima's direct supervisio™
the project had been completed perfectly. He had gaiﬂfd
a supporter in the very heart of the Jefferson Compan¥
Takeshima had even personally overseen the signing’
the provisional contract in October.

Of course, Dai Tech was thrilled by (hss
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but wonderful turn of events. Those who had
sicious of the new Executive Director did an
e But some were worried that, once the official
Jmth Jefferson had been signed. Takeshima’s
se would grow exponentially.

And of course, Tsukasa, Takeshima’s secretary,
was excited by recent events as well.

 “Wow,” he thought, “Takeshima really gets

. p b
bdnme dnns "'
s done.
L L] -

~ Even though Tsukasa hadn’t been as involved as

has Taniguchi and the project team, he still swelled

ide at the thought that he had helped Takeshima
‘f project a success. Takeshima was worlds away
from Konishi, who had expended so much effort not
qause he cared about his work, but because he was
bsessed with becoming Ookawa’s son-in-law.
~ "lused to think Konishi was so mature. I really
o't have any judgment when it comes to men...’

 Even though his relationship with Konishi

#ad been dead for a long time, Tsukasa still couldn’t
H€Ip tormenting himself for his stupidity. But now that
*akeshima had stolen his heart, his time with Konishi
diaded away into distant memory.
- “How could I have loved a man like that?”
sasa thought, shrugging his shoulders slightly and
ling blttcrly

“For someone working overtime in the middle
mght, you sure seem to be enjoying yourself,” a
I voice rang out from behind him.
- Tsukasa had come to the break room to make
©10r Takeshima, who was working late as usual. He




74 Yuiko Takamura

nearly dropped the cup he was holding. “Konish;!*

Before him was the man who had chosen his
career over Isukasa, the one he hadn’t seen in seyg
months. Even though they worked at the same Company,
Tsukasa had figured that he wouldn’t run into Konishi
ever again. He stiffened.

*“You seem well, Tsukasa,” Konishi commented

“Stop. And don’t be so informal with me!
Tsukasa retorted coldly.

“Why are you being so cold?”” Konishi teased.
“Are you still pouting that I had to put you aside fora
little while?”

“Konishi!™

Konishi teasingly brought a finger to the tip of

Tsukasa’s chin. Tsukasa turned his face away, shaking1t
off. He couldn’t fathom what Konishi was planning. bul
he wasn’t going to put up with this kind of treatment.

“What reason could the President’s Assistant
have to be in the Sales Division at this time of the
night?” Tsukasa asked, his amber eyes fixed coldly 00
Konishi’s face. .

But to Konishi, who definitely had sadistic
tendencies, the lack of welcome in Tsukasa’s eyes didn’
bother him at all.

“Don’t be like that,” he said. “When you weff_
about to be fired, I rescued you. Don’t you think ™
kindness deserves some thanks?”

“Fired? That was your doing! What ¢
talking about?”

Konishi chortled at Tsukasa’s displeasure.

"l should be congratulating you.” he gaid.

re yoU
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| son an inexperienced kid like you ended up
_' ; ::3 4‘ tive Director’s secretary was because the
| s were all suspicious of Takeshima. But now
t his stu ld Jefferson Project has gone so well, don’t
' k he’ll be given a secretary who knows what
doing? Sooner or later, Takeshima won’t need you
Tsukasa s breath died in his throat. He had
own at Takeshima would tire of him and the game
would end, but he had continued on even though he had
'what was to come. He was such an i1diot to be so
proud of Takeshima’s success, as if he had had anything
0do with it!
 “He’s going to get rid of me.”
T!:wu new game of boss and employee had
oing on for two months. Takeshima would tire
ntually, and there was no question that this was
Dly ﬂlc ideal time to end it.
'Wﬂ. Not like this.”
Dﬁﬂpau‘ swelled in Tsukasa’s breast. He felt
"was about to collapse. He couldn’t think. The
igs left in his head were his crazy feelings for
: ""N ,u
| ‘_.ﬁﬂrgettmg that Konishi was watching him, a cry
v e from Tsukasa’s mouth. Seeing it, Konishi licked
in a snake-like movement and narrowed his

me guess...you let Takeshima fuck you.”
LS whisper was full of lewd meaning. “You're so
+0e doesn’t seem like your type.”
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Konishi walked over to Tsukasa.
standing utterly still, and placed his hands on Tsuk
hips.

“I’ll make you feel better. I had to do What |
could to make Erina marry me, to make her think |
actually wanted her. I'll transfer you back to my division
and you can be mine again. And if you're a gnmld bov. I'll
treat you well.” |

“No! Stop!™

The coffee cup fell from Tsukasa’s hand and
crashed to the floor. Sick of Konishi’s selfishness. he
turned to face him suddenly.

“Let me go!™ Tsukasa protested.

“Damn it! Just give in!”

Tsukasa wondered if there was anyone other
t[}an Takeshima left on the floor who might interrupt
his confrontation with Konishi. But if he yelled for help
and someone came, how would he explain the situation’
If an employee saw one man trying to force himsell
on another late at night, all sorts of disgusting rumors
would fly throughout the company. If that happened:
everyone who had a good opinion of Tsukasa would tur
away from him.

And, above all, Tsukasa couldn't hear the
thought of Takeshima seeing him in this wretched state:
even if he was about to be dumped.

“No way! This can't be happening!”

Tsukasa knew he didn’t have the ability to defcd
Konishi, who was so much bigger and SII'DHEt;r.

“Get away from me, you asshole!” Tsukas?
yelled. He didn’t know which was worse: cowering "

EIHEIPE
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wreak room couch or crying out and being humiliated.

M should just grin and bear it. Tsukasa made a

dless, desperate sound. Knowing the situation was
less, he bit down painfully on his tongue.

. “What are you doing?” came an angry roar.
Someone grabbed Konishi and flung him to the
' ?iffhkeshjma filled Tsukasa’s field of vision. The

expression on his face was one of pure anger.

“Thank goodness!"”
;___MEII Tsukasa looked up, he was met by

Takeshima’s jet-black glare. His heart lurched, and he
had to look away.

- Splayed on the floor, a coffee-soaked Konishi

at Takeshima full of rage. He couldn’t bear
this shame. Konishi had assumed the Jefferson project
Would fail, and so he hadn’t participated, but its success

had only given Takeshima more status and made him a
Periect candidate to be the next president. Jealousy and
tearburned at Konishi’s insides. Even President Ookawa,
Who had been in favor of Konishi, was suddenly full of
Praise for Takeshima’s achievements. Konishi couldn’t
feeling that Ookawa’s delight might translate
“40a presidential appointment.

=

.. 'L_,Ei'eﬂ though Dai Tech was a family company

{80 ushi was engaged to the heir, two years remained
- ;';"“ wedding and nothing was set in stone. If
Shima continued to distinguish himself like this, he
* end up as the adopted son-in-law. And it was
d matter of time before Erina Ookawa fell victim to
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lakeshima’s charm.

“I've got to desn oy him while
Konishi resolved. He stood clumsily up fron
puddle and confronted Takeshima.

"So the Executive Director s
employees,” he said. “You're really brav
happens when | tell ¢veryone that you inju;

But Takeshima didn’t seem at all co
Konishi’s threats. “No, you re the one who'
sexual harassment and will have to pay the pi

“Wha-what?!”

Suftering under Takeshima’s scor
Konishi’s arrogance spun out of control.

“Sexual harassment?” he scoffed | Sukasa
here is nothing, but a dirty little faggot. He used to love
sucking me, and then all of a sudden he thinks he’s a
victim? I could augh! He’s the one who will have to pay

the price. [ bet you love fuLLmL him. but +;h'm'| think he’s
getting any pleasure out of i . Even though he's a slut,
his ass is so frigid that there’s ;1hnmt no point.
"Please! Make him stop!” Tsukasa -..'.rl‘=l:'l]
0 cover his ears to block out Konishi’s shameful
accusations, but he couldn’t argue the truth of them no
matter how much they hurt. Yet nothing hurt more thaf
the fact that Takeshima now knew of his past relationship
with Konishi.
Takeshima didn’t even look af Tsukas
coldly stared Konishi down.
“You're even “ﬁll.l]:}!dl.r than I thought,” he s
“Excuse me?” Konishi burst out.
“You probably thought that accusing m
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same offense would keep me quiet, but that's not how
it works. If President Ookawa caught wind of any of
this, he’d never allow you to marry his grandd aughter

So unly an idiot would bring up what he wants (o keep
secret.”

“What?”

“What you do in private is your own business,
but you’ve made a big mistake. You're in a vc 'y risky
situation here,” Takeshima said.

Tsukasa marveled at the totally differen
reactions to the situation that Takeshima and Konishi
were having,

Konishi let out a regretful breath at Takeshima’s
harsh words. Blood pounded in his head. but he had
failed through his own stupid actions and he knew there
was nothing he could do.

“Shit!” he said, making a noise of irritation
“You’re in a risky situation too, Takeshima.”

Saying that, he turned and left the break room.
leaving Tsukasa and Takeshima alone in the tiny private
space. Unlike Konishi, Takeshima didn’t seem inclined
to leave. An awkward silence filled the room.

“This is the end,” Tsukasa thought. I'rom his
place on the couch, he hung his head, unwilling to face
what was coming. Even thinking about raising his head
and looking at Takeshima made fear streak through
him.

Tsukasa stood up from the couch. He had ¥
leave the room before Takeshima said something ther®
would be no turning back from. He didn’t want to belie¥®
what Konishi had said, but certainly there would b€ 0o
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sortunity for Takeshima to get rid of him. Now
a was embroiled in a conflict with Konishi, the
servative presidential candidate, and Tsukasa
thc cause of it. He had a feeling that he had
sroblem that would have far-reaching effects.
1 d want a secretary like him?
“I ve given him the perfect excuse to end the
ﬁeberated himself, as he tried to leave the break
3ut as he darted past Takeshima, strong hands
‘sho and grabbed onto his arms, pulling him back.
. “Shit!”
:‘ The surprise made him look up into an angry
jet-black pair of eyes.

- “Why didn’t you fight him off?” Takeshima

- “Huh?”’
“If 1 hadn’t come along, would you have just /ef
L have his way with ynu'?"

- “Uh...Idon't..
- “Ican’t haheve it! How could you sleep with a
¢ Konishi?”
;. __Ts'ukasa didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t

ame Takeshima for being angry, but he had no way to

18I away his past with Konishi.
- His silence only poured fuel to Takeshima’s fire.
- “Damn you!” he cried, throwing Tsukasa to the
1€h again and stalking over to him. “Who else are you
Ping with? How many people at Dai Tech are you

" “Director Takeshima!”
- "Don’t call me by my title!” Takeshima yelled.
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Consumed by rage, he brought one huge hang t
Tsukasa’s chest, making Tsukasa’s breath catch. Seeing
Takeshima like this for the first time made Tsuk:sy even
more frightened than he had been by Konishi.

“Stop 1t!™ he cried, and tried to get away.

Hearing the same protest that Tsukasa had givey
Konishi leveled at himself, Takeshima lost control.

“Damn it! Answer me, you slut!”™

Unable to speak, Tsukasa turned his widc amber
eyes on Takeshima. He couldn’t change the past. but he
didn’t deserve to be treated so cruelly by Takeshima. Nor
did he deserve the accusation that he was a slut who had
lovers scattered all through Dai Tech. No matter what
impression he had given Takeshima by sleeping with
him in a hotel room 30 minutes after they had first met.
it had been the first time that he had done anything like
that, and he had never slept with more than one person
at the same time.

This current relationship was the deepest,
strongest love he had ever felt. What right did Takeshima
have to say things like that, when he was the onc who
enjoyed their game so much and intended to throw
Tsukasa away?

“Why? Why must he be so cruel?”

The feelings Tsukasa had tried so hard 1©
suppress rose up then, suffocating him. He had loved
Takeshima for so long that he could no longer contro!
them.

“How dare you say that to me!” he cried. b: arely
aware of his actions as he pushed Takeshima away. ~YO!
think I'm sleeping with Konishi and tons of other pr.uI‘*It'

Caged Slave 83

" insane'” You're the one fucking his secretary in
ice! You're the one who takes so much pleasure
];ttle ‘boss and employee’ game! And you call
T2l
.Finally face to face with the parting he had been
d of, Tsukasa felt like he had nothing to lose.
”Ihert: are tons of people out there to play your
m:iﬂl,“ he continued. “You might think it’s more
h someone you know nothing about, but I don’t!
a.lﬁep with men [ don’t love, and when I meet
e | like, of course I want to know everything
im. And even though I know now what an asshole
shi is, at the time we were together, I really loved
nt since he dumped me for Ookawa’s daughter,
n’t touched him once! For six months, I've only

ping with you! And if that makes me a slut,
nel 're a hundred times worse than Konishi. At least
iesaid that he liked me. He didn’t think of me as just as
part wm:: game...”
ﬁﬂ the words tumbled out of his mouth, hot
ured from Tsukasa's eyes that were still fixed
hlma They had shared their bodies so many
" not once in six months had they spoken of
I teelings. Now, Tsukasa’s one-sided love was about

" F 4-_..

“I have no judgment when it comes to men."”

Tﬁukasa looked at Takeshima, a strange half-

Sible through his tears. Even knowing that this
Eﬂd, his heart wanted Takeshima so badly. The

€aring at his insides made him cry out.

__ Ifnnthmg else, if their game ended here, at least
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Tsukasa could make the final move himself Feeling
that a curtain was falling on their love affair Tsukagg
miserably grabbed hold of Takeshima’s collar and pulled
him closer.

“Ever since | saw you at that hotel bar, 'y
been obsessed with you. I didn’t care whether we wer
strangers, or employee and boss...I just didn’t want
lose you. I wanted to be with you so badly. But | can’
Just keep playing this game with you...”

His hot tears made his throat catch and his
words shaky. “I've loved you for so long, even before
learning your name, and after, too... I just wanted to be
near you,”

Tsukasa bestowed a kiss on Takeshima's lips
that was as soft as a sigh. A kiss which cloquently
conveyed his feelings. He had revealed how he really
felt. No matter what Takeshima thought of him, he didn’
care anymore. He was resigned to being used and tossed
away.

Perhaps out of sympathy, Takeshima was silent
unmoving.

Even though he had said Takeshima W
a hundred times worse than Konishi, to Tsukasa
Takeshima was still indescribably tempting. Tsukast
awkwardly drew his lips away, feeling a fierce relief tha!
he had avoided the inevitable, for the moment at least

“I thought you were the one who was enjoyin2
the game,” Takeshima whispered unexpectedly.

Tsukasa made to remove his fingers (107

Takeshima’s collar, but Takeshima grabbed hold of
them.

'.'
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1

 “What now?”

. Tsukasa looked up at Takeshima with angry
et-black met amber.

TR 2 i

‘An unfamiliar feeling pierced through him,
d ‘;'u ed to turn around and run away. But when
| Takeshima just gripped his hands even more
- Takeshima used his punishing grip on Tsukasa’s
turn him around. Tsukasa flinched as Takeshima
began to question him relentlessly.
"~ “Yeah, I’'m the one who started the game. But
way | see it, the moment we found out who each
other was, you gained all the power! I was nothing more
than a plaything for you...”
~ “Don’t say such stupid things!” Tsukasa said
Upon hearing Takeshima’s accusations. He shook his
fiead, but Takeshima wouldn’t let up.
~ “If what you said is true, why didn’t you come
#100m 2703 that night? I waited until morning, but you
- Be¥er showed! | thought that you had lost interest in me
:. © were no longer strangers.”
~ “What...no, " Tsukasa couldn’t believe what
®Was hearing. When he had run away, had Takeshima
Y been in room 2703, just behind the door? At work
Owing week, Takeshima had behaved just like a
#al boss, so Tsukasa had felt sure that it had been
“And what’s this about being obsessed with me
the second you saw me?” Takeshima pressed on. I
EWitched by you 30 minutes after | saw you sitting
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alone sighing at that bar! I won’t lie and say that | Wanteg
a relationship at first, but from the moment in the office
when you told me your name was Tsukasa Shinozakj |
fell in love with you! I really thought that you"d come {0
the hotel and we’d put an end to our mystery relationship
and begin a new one as Kouki Takeshima and Tsukas
Shinozaki...” Takeshima’s words trailed off. and he
looked at Tsukasa.

The day that he had waited for Tsukasa to show
up, Takeshima had realized how he really felt. Tsukasa
had stolen his heart, even though at first, to Takeshima,
their time together had been nothing more than a game.
The pain he had felt, when he had thought that Tsukasa
had dumped him, had been incredible.

Takeshima had tried to bear it up and continue
on, but he couldn’t stand to play by Tsukasa's rules
any longer and couldn’t stop thinking about him. He
had lost control and taken Tsukasa hard in his office
Takeshima was bewildered that Tsukasa, who hadn'
bothered to show up at room 2703, had delighted in wha
was basically a rape. Having no clue what to do next
Takeshima had been consumed by his new relationship
with Tsukasa, driving him almost crazy. He had throw!
away all reason and given his body up to temptation and
sweet, sensual pleasure.

“When you ended our relationship 1 room
2703, but didn’t turn me down in my office, | figured thﬂf
you were the one who got off on the ‘boss and secretaly
game,” Takeshima continued. “I tried to stamp df“’“?
how I felt for you, but I couldn’t! I'm the one who d!
mind playing the game, as long as it meant thal | cou
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b | |

Tsukasa felt like something must be wrong with
fakeshima couldn’t mean what it sounded like he
- _. 'this was a dream, he never wanted to wake up.
ery idea that Takeshima knew the pain that Tsukasa
'_};a--a when he had tried to stifle his hopeless,
ided love...
“No way.”
| a tasted a joy so strong that it almost
de him dizzy. His heart pounding in his ears,
gra pbed onto Takeshima’'s neck. They shared a
' embrace that, up until now, had never meant
ing but pure sex.
- “Takeshima...” Tsukasa murmured.

In response, Takeshima’s arms tightened around

T - "
- ISUKZ

~ Tsukasa explained how he had waited in front

0m 2703, but had ended up convincing himself that

fima had lost interest and wasn’t there. Too afraid

| he had decided not to knock and had run
A

“If I had opened the door and you hadn’t been

» I didn’t know what I would have done,” he

- “Shinozaki!™ Takeshima exclaimed.

F"“I-can‘t help it. I never have any judgment when
men. | always end up with losers who use
*S€me and then kick me to the curb. That’s how it
;Kﬂnishi. I thought for sure that you had gotten
1t 0ur game and wanted to get rid of me, too, so |
A1ell you how I felt! If you knew that the man you

k]
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picked up in a bar was in love with you. it Would suck g
the joy out of the game, and it would all be over

Tsukasa had tried to seem cool. Unaffected
by their game, but worry and terror had burned iy his
breast,

Takeshima, hearing all of Tsukasa’s doubts and
fears, pulled him even closer.

“You came to the wrong conclusion he
whispered close to Tsukasa’s ears, laughing sadly. “But]
won't argue that you have no taste in men.”

Takeshima paused. “I love you, Shinozaki.”

“Takeshima...”

“I'll prove to you that, for once in vour life,
you've picked out a good man.”

Tsukasa, his heart aflame, didn’t know what to
say.

“Just believe in me, and I'll believe in vou,”
Takeshima said. His eyes, dark and bewitching. gazed
at Tsukasa.

As their lips met leisurely, Tsukasa thought he
might cry. He sighed, drunk on the hot kiss. sure he was
about to burst into flame.

A new, deeper relationship had begun for Kouk!
Takeshima and Tsukasa Shinozaki.

Chapter 4

#

days that followed were full of potent bliss
it permeated all the way to the center of Tsukasa’s

- Now that they had finally come to terms with
sir relationship, the two of them spent many weekends
jgether at Takeshima’s condo. To Tsukasa, there was
gothing better than lingering in bed while Takeshima
fook'a shower and got dressed, knowing that Takeshima
ild be there when he got up.

- Tsukasa almost couldn’t believe that Takeshima
‘@llowed him into his private sanctuary.

5P ~ “We don't need room 2703 at all,” he thought
- The night they had finally revealed their feelings,
"8tad of meeting in the hotel, they had taken a taxi to
Shima’s condo. Even now, he couldn’t forget the
145 that Takeshima had whispered into his ear.

| ~ Each morning that dawned while they were
eHler made Tsukasa almost burst with joy. But
PHunately, Takeshima didn’t have much free time
100 the weekends. He often had to cultivate his
‘* with clients by playing golf with them.
‘akeshima’s secretary, Tsukasa understood that it
another part of Takeshima’s job. If no one
d him to play, it would be a sign that Takeshima
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wasn’t seen as an important player at work. [yer Singe
the provisional contract with Jefferson had beer, Signed
Tsukasa had had to deal with floods of INVitationg l::;
golf competitions. Inwardly, Tsukasa felt proug tha
Tﬂkﬂﬁhlﬂlﬂi‘s status was rising and he was participating
In competitions open only to the most elite company
members. :

“Tomorrow, a car will come to pick you up at 5:
00 a.m.,” Tsukasa said on Friday night.

Takeshima was hurrying to a dinner appointment
with Sales Division Four and some clients.

“Director Takeshima, you will be on the third
team, and will play from 7:36 a.m. onwards. Fxecutive
Director Kurita is on another team, but you will eat
breakfast with him at the golf course. After that

“Stop! That’s enough,”Takeshima  said,
interrupting Takeshima’s detailed explanation. Clearly.
he was annoyed by something Tsukasa had done.
thought I told you last week not to make any golf
appointments for me on Friday.”

“But Director Takeshima...”Tsukasa said
bewildered by the grim expression on Takeshimas
face. Tsukasa didn’t exactly like making weekend goll
appointments for Takeshima as well. In fact. he had
struggled to ensure that Takeshima’s schedule wasi'!
over-loaded, because obviously, he would suffer #
well. |

“But, Takeshima—" he said, swallowing his
own selfishness and switching into secretary mndﬂﬁe
had to keep a firm hold on his feelings for Takeshimd
while at work.
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."j'i-‘% have to go,” Tsukasa continued. “President

a was supposed to play, but he said his hips hurt

t' he specifically suggested that you play

4. I don’t think you can turn him down. No
how healthy he seems, he’s already 85..."

~ Takeshima was not impressed by Tsukasa's

ss-like manner.

hy do you have to be so cold? If I have a
F meeting tonight and I'm playing golf tomorrow

| : the morning, I won’t have any time to make

G =
¥ RN
1y 1R
i
A

- “Wha-what-"

“Am I the only one who thinks that’s sad?”
- “Ta-Takeshima...”
| ';.ﬁh..l'thﬂugh they were alone in the office, someone
d barge in through the unlocked door at any point.
v wrapped his arms around Tsukasa,
Ing him tightly.
~ “And I told you to call me ‘Kouki’ when we’re
€ together.”
~ Tsukasa didnt know how to respond to
_ :f.j'3=== ’s sudden change of topic. His cheeks burned
#tred. They had made a rule that they would call
#other by their first names when they were in private.
Mey were at work, not at Takeshima’s condo. And
S hard to switch back and forth between “Director
fima” and “Kouki.”
“I'm trying, but I can't help it!”
Tsukasa’s face fell as he realized the futility of
g to his secretary persona. He was annoyed by
| just sat there, a sweetly mischievous
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smile on his face as he watched Tsukasa’s blys
Maybe Takeshima liked seeing him speech
embarrassment and confusion,
was being made fun of,

“Why won’t you call me by my name?”
Takeshima asked.

i B

To Takeshima, nothing was more precious than
Tsukasa sitting speechless on his lap. But he didn’t have
time for pleasure at the moment.

Just then, the phone on the desk rang. It wasa
reminder that the manager of Sales Division Four was
waiting downstairs in the parking garage.

“That’s too bad,” Takeshima said.
had more time.”

“Well, I guess you’d better get going!™ Tsukasa
said, relieved, standing up decisively from his place on
Takeshima’s lap. He figured that Takeshima would have
to prepare for his meeting, so he was startled when he
was grabbed again from behind.

“Takeshima!™ he cried.

“We'll continue this on Saturday.” Takeshima
whispered, and dangled something in front of Tsukasa$

eyes. It was a key chain with a single silver key dang rling
from it.

h grow

less With
but Tsukasa fel like he

“It only we

iiThiS ES lhf: kﬂ‘y to m}.- PIHCE . hL L"kpi 1”]tff|- --BE

a good boy and wait for me tomorrow evening.”
“Huh?” Tsukasa’s eyes grew round as he Il"‘l'*ﬂd
at the key hanging from Takeshima’s long fingers.
Takeshima’s voice grew husky as he m¢
closer to Tsukasa’s ear. “This weekend. 1°1] make you

ved
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iy name over and over.”
sukasa stood speechless and frozen, a blush
over his neck as he stared at the key.

On Saturday afternoon, Tsukasa unlocked the
) Takeshima’s condo. Even though he had visited
‘times before, his heart beat out a loud rhythm as
)Or SWung open.

*Okay, calm down,” he muttered to himself,
ing that he wasn’t doing anything wrong, but
_-'_""}]’--a timid anyway. It felt strange to use
gy to go inside Takeshima’s condo when the man
self wasn’t even there.

.-"'" akeshima’s home, as always, seemed lifeless

i sa’s eyes, as if no one had ever lived there.
Talﬂ:shlma had been residing in Tokyo for
Mths now, he had admitted that he only used
0 as a place to sleep. And judging from his
fﬁshmn prompt work habits, and intelligence,
""" a probably liked the ultra-modern feeling of
n But Tsukasa wasn’t nearly as neat and couldn’t
hﬂw anyone could live in such a pristine place.
“Ould they relax?
- Takeshima had told him to wait “like a good
i -evening, but now, Tsukasa wasn’t quite sure

ulc handle just sitting here. Takeshima probably

ﬂVD but neither activity sounded particularly

What should I do for four hours?” he said out
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loud. It was stupid of him to have come so carly with go
much time to waste. But he was here now, so he might g
well make the best of it.

He finally settled on a good way to fil]
linurs: he*q g0 out and buy groceries to make dinper
for Takeshima. Usually they ate out, and Takeshimg
always paid. Obviously Takeshima was older and made
more money, but Tsukasa never felt quite right allowing
Takeshima to treat him every time. But at the same time.
it would be strange for Tsukasa, the secretary. to insist
on paying. But if he made the meal himself. Takeshima
couldn’t protest.

“That’s a great idea!™ he said, and headed outto
the supermarket and food shops.

Tsukasa decided to make cream stew. It could
easily be made in one pot with store-bought roux, so
the flavor would turn out well no matter what. After
shopping, he came home and began cooking. feeling
excited to regale Takeshima with a home-cooked meal.

When Takeshima finally returned from his golf
competition, his eyes widened at the sight of the table ¢l
with plates, spoons, and a basket of sliced bagueties.

“You...made all this?" he asked.

“Yes...” Tsukasa said, doubt pricking at him. He
was taken aback by the confusion on Takeshima's 1a¢®
Maybe he didn’t like what Tsukasa had done”

When he thought about it rationally, 1 made
sense that Takeshima wouldn't appreciate coming hom®
to his pristine apartment to find Tsukasa waiting 0T itk
like a housewife. Even if they were no longer playing ;
game, Takeshima still probably preferred a ~_-‘.nr;1|11'5”‘7ﬂE
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ggt overly excited,” Tsukasa thought. “/'m

i/ 8 :-*'r'.-'ﬁ"r
o

Tsukasa felt overwhelmed by humiliation. He
ng to drive Takeshima away if he kept acting
is. He always tried to impress his lovers, but he
ded up making them lose interest until they finally
1im altogether.
“Pm sorry...” Tsukasa apologized. “I didn’t
I guess this is a little too much.” He didn’t know
to do to smooth over his stupid actions. He was
y in tears, imagining leaving behind the doomed
H, turning his back on the subdued atmosphere
i$ lifeless room. When he thought about it, Konishi
. _'_f,: grown fed up with him after they had started
weekends together. Was the same thing
) .',,ﬁh. g now? Was he coming on too strong?
~ “No, I'm really happy!” Takeshima said.
- Tsukasa, shocked, raised his head and stopped

wing on his lip. “What?”
_ _ I’'m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you think that

't like it. I just didn’t expect to come home and
'.#-"Takeshima smiled widely. “I had no idea you

b ]

T

'ur".ll. !I | i

" "Once again, hes thrown me for a loop,”
Siima thought. Tsukasa always managed to surprise
Wt in a good way.

- Tsukasa, so coldly beautiful, looked like a person
¥ould be domineering and selfish. Takeshima had
%€Witched by his looks and had approached him
Hotel bar, figuring that Tsukasa was the kind of
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person who would have no problem with sharing ;
one night of pleasure.

But from the moment they had first touched,
had been clear that Tsukasa was much more naive thyy
he seemed. And while their relationship had stretcheq
on to two and then three times, Takeshima had foung
himself increasingly drawn to the disparity betweep
Tsukasa’s public image and his inner innocence.

This dinner was yet another example. Tsukasa
looked like the kind of person who would proudly
announce, “I made it just for you!™ and expect all kinds
of praise. Come to think of it, Tsukasa’s beauty and
his disaffected attitude had probably brought about the
trouble with Kinoshita.

“I should know better than anyone, but even |
fall for it,” Takeshima mused. Then he remembered his
weak reaction towards Tsukasa’s dinner, and frowned.
He knew what lurked just below that 1mpt::;:.ahIL beauty
that drew so much jealousy and attention.

“Oh, Tsukasa. I love how you surprise me.”

Takeshima smiled at Tsukasa, who was st
obviously bothered by how his dinner had turned out

“How is it that such a beautiful person has 1¢
self-confidence?” he murmured, and put his arms around
Tsukasa.

“Confidence? What..

Being blessed wnh attractive figur
probably something he should be thankful for. but it ha
brought Tsukasa more hurt than he cared to remember
Maybe his life would have been easier 1 he really W
as mature and unattached as he looked. But no

JUst

1

¢ Wi

matter

| Caged Slave 97
.

hﬂ had tried, he hadn’t been able to give the
¢ iaved what they had wanted. He had tried to
e for their disappointment, but had ended up
used Men were only interested in Tsukasa’s
g, not in who he was inside.

s Takeshima any different?” he wondered.
itec tﬂ think so, but looking around at the lifeless
it was clear to him where Takeshima’s tastes ran.
though they had revealed their feelings for one
. that didn’t mean the future was set in stone.
have confidence,” Tsukasa said angrily.
H,.What you want, isn’t it?” He knew that asking
- ?f;'i_' stion revealed how pitiful he really was, so
.d‘lggmg himself in deeper, he just bit his lip
ent silent.

| E?I‘ﬂ Takeshima, Tsukasa’s unexpected depth, and
2 he made, only made him more intriguing.
"‘Ynu re asking if I like smart, perfect, strong,
18 ;...-;'f lickle, independent men who keep their hearts
#eh away?” Takeshima said.

.* '- Jmm.,,.”

"I guess that’s an i1deal, and honestly, that’s
the image you project. But I never said that
tm From the moment we met, you consumed
*ther you're my type or not, I can’t help how 1

L !T

TWkasa probably should have been happy to
,;f:__;"'--‘-?'-*' ima’s words, but he didn’t know what to say.
ess spread throughout his breast. As they spent
ther, surely Takeshima would realize how very
Tﬂukasa s true self was from the image he
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projected. And then what would happen? It had hegy, One
month since they had come to an understanding, which
meant that they were verging into dangerous territory,

“And then...”

Takeshima wanted to prevent Tsukasa from
falling any deeper into his morose imaginings.

“A penny for your thoughts,” he said. placing
one finger on Tsukasa’s jaw and raising his face up,
“Why do you always decide everything is bad and
assume the worst?”

“Takeshima...”

“Didn’t I tell you to call me ‘Kouki "

Tsukasa silently looked up at Takeshima,
his amber eyes muddied by confusion. Once agan,
Takeshima was entranced by how different [sukasa
really was from how he seemed, enslaved by his
unexpected qualities.

“Hey, looking at me like that isn’t fair. | have no
defenses against your beautiful face,” Takeshima said
smiling sadly and touching Tsukasa’s forehead. ,

At work, Tsukasa was a competent and beautiful
secretary who always anticipated Takeshima's ﬂf?dﬂf
But in private, if Takeshima didn’t explain everythiné
Tsukasa was at a loss.

“Okay, so I fell for your looks. W
approached you, I won’t deny that I thought from
appearance that we could enjoy an encounter together
and go our separate ways with no hard feelings.

*“Okay...”

“But that was half a year ago.’
paused and stared at Tsukasa. “[ still love you

hen | first
yﬂuf

* Takeshim®
- beauty:
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y much more interested in the ways you show me
y’re not at all what I thought you were.”

_ .I.'.L_'__.’-r-.-l

“You constantly

At the words he never thought to hear from
jima’s lips, Tsukasa’s eyes glistened.

“Bu ...why me, " he thought, unable to conceal
k. He had worried for so long that Takeshima
1’t like the real Tsukasa behind the cool facade.
ness burst through him.

“So stop driving yourself crazy with worry.”
shima advised. “It doesn’t matter whether you're
: _;_;_'_;;" not. If something bothers you, just ask me.
said so yourself that it’s normal to want to know
thing about the man you love.”

__ Jmm...”

" e have nothing to hide from each other. Show
real Tsukasa. | promise you, it will only make me

'. ;. -but...”

- “Don’t you believe me?”

'%ﬁ‘!t’s not that...”

- Ihen let me explain it so you can understand,”
Shima said, his smile teasing as he looked at Tsukasa,
as obviously having a hard time believing what he

surprise me, and [I'm

At first glance, you seem as prim and proper
' But on the inside, you’re a total masochist,”
* “And when we're together, you show me
::f-i"‘i you've never revealed to anyone else.
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Your whole aura screams ‘please punish me!
[ help myself?”

“What?” Takeshima’s frankness made —]"Ukﬂba
flush with shame. “I don’t...say ‘please punish me’.

"You can try to hide it, but your |"1Ud1,l,-'
screaming it out right now,” Takeshima pronounced
close to Tsukasa’s ear. Tsukasa quivered in surprise as
Takeshima’s teeth nipped his earlobe. It seemed like the
switch had been flipped again. He let out a sweet. throaty
sigh, drawing a secret smile from Takeshima. i

“Say ‘please punish me.™”

“No!” Tsukasa protested.

“Say it!”

“Ah...” Tsukasa moaned as Takeshima's hot
lips drifted from his earlobe down to the nape of his
neck. Takeshima felt inside Tsukasa’s shirt and lightly
nibbled his collarbone as he pulled his hips closer and
began skillfully rubbing him through his jeans.

Tsukasa yelped. If they continued along
these lines, they'd never reach the bedroom. It W&
embarrassing to think of soiling Takeshima’s leather
sofa or his pristine white rug.

“Ah...ah...no!"

“What’s the matter? You know vou love it.”

“Stop!” Tsukasa cried out in desperation. BY
just as Takeshima had said, the more he thought tha
they shouldn’t continue, the higher the flame of
desire was stoked, causing his body to throb. HE
never considered himself a masochist, but now 1
suggestion had been made, the idea of being dominal®
made him flush with pleasure. Soon. he ol

" How ¢gp

his
, had

hat the
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to be pumshed
. “No...I cant...
Shame and temptation warred within him. Then
hands, which had been bringing him so
'} gensation, suddenly stopped.
“What? "
Not sure about what was going on, confusion
| across Tsukasa’s desire-hazy eyes as he looked
CCSN1Ima.
“Can I ask just one thing?” Takeshima said.
“Yes...”
"his isn’t all just a performance to make me
d, is it? Are you just acting like you're enjoying
dmng to you?” Takeshima asked bluntly.
a was struck speechless. He couldn’t quite
at Takeshima, who seemed to be experiencing
| ami of reluctance and self-consciousness, was
¥ could he think that Tsukasa would fake a
8¢ to Takeshima'’s touch just to make him happy?
Shock made Tsukasa’s eyes wide, and shame and
Tose within. “What?! No way!” Was Takeshima
razy?
the sight of the angry Tsukasa, awkwardness
assment spread across Takeshima’s face.
asa had never seen Takeshima reveal so
an( .lus ire faded. “Takeshima?”
-;-'-m sorry,” Takeshima said, his voice unsure
Miled bitterly, rubbing his neck. “I didn’t mean
d so strange. It’s just...something has been
48 me, .. "
“Bothering you?”

|'|.1 :

*'*bu
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“The truth is...”

Tsukasa was shocked by Takeshima's Id“EI‘]ng
words. Understandably, he was still bothered by why
had happened when Konishi had tried to force Tsukass
in the break room. Takeshima had been unable 1o forget
when Konishi had let his mouth run and said, “Fyep
though he’s a slut, his ass is so frigid that there's almost
no point.”

“I don’t normally make a habit of listening to
people like Konishi,” Takeshima said, “but the Tsukasa
he talked about was so different from the one | know.
Since the very first time we slept together, vou ve been
utterly sensitive and responsive, have cried out with joy
in such an adorable voice. Even if he was just calling
you frigid to be mean, I couldn’t help but wonder...”

“Ta-Takeshima...” Tsukasa hung his head down,
his face crimson. He couldn’t stand the embarrassment.
but he was going to have to confess an e¢ven more
embarrassing truth.

“I'm not pretending,” he muttered quietly:
his body stiff. “When you touch me, it feels s0 g00d.
but...until I met you, T had never come from anal seX. I
had hurt so bad, and I had always just wanted the pain t0
hurry up and end. ..

“Tsukasa...”

“You re the first one who has ever m
good that way.” X

“I'm the...first?” Takeshima said. taken abac iil

Tsukasa nodded. “I could hardly belie™®
myself, that my body could feel like that. I 1€
knew how much I liked being fucked...” Burning

qade me fecl

1 .:f:'.i-."_' DPE

pent on his face.
“You can’t just say things like that to me and
t me to not be affected. I give up. I can’t wait any

“Huh? Wait!
dinto a sweet moan and then a gasp of pleasure.
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H. he huddled down, trying to force his
. Takeshima’s arms suddenly came

“5 **-huh?!ﬂ
Without understanding what was happening,
was hurriedly carried to the bedroom and flung

| “Takeshima?” Tsukasa cried out,

surprised
a’s haste and the expression of joyful

Takeshima...” Tsukasa's cries

1

= T
25

“More, Tsukasa. More!”

sire grew hot as the stew cooled in its pot.

: ' lhings grew even more exciting as the Christmas

pproached. Although Dai Tech focused on
‘ﬂ: was not a foreign-owned company and so

ees didn’t receive any time off for Christmas.

ma, the Executive Director of Sales, had no

I ] hiﬂ Wﬂl'k.

AS the year drew to a close, the official contract

Jﬁﬁ'ersun Company was finalized, and each
lon was chomping at the bit to take the ever-
lakeshima out to year-end parties and visits

8. And Tsukasa, who had to single-handedly
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manage Takeshima’s schedule, was so busy ihy he

believed he might just collapse from the exhausiion
“I'm sorry, Mr. Kitashima, that wont work » he

explained. “The night of the 20th was already bookeg

by Sales Division Two. Director Takeshima won't retyry

from his business trip to Sendai until after 7:00 p.m., ang

then he goes straight to a New Year’s party with some of

Sales Division Two’s clients.”

“Can’t you make one hour free before the party
starts”? The president of one of our best client companies
1Is coming to greet Director Takeshima, so we at least
have to let him stop by and leave his business card on
Takeshima's desk...

“I see. Let me see what I can do. I'll check
whether or not I can change his bullet train reservation
to an earlier departure.”

“That would be a huge help! And afier the New
Year, don’t forget to give Sales Division One the same
amount of time with Takeshima that Sales Division W0
had.”

“In return, you need to make surc to WM
your sales reports in on time. I'm the one n charg
collecting them.” .

“No problem,” Kitashima said. taking
mischievous pleasure from putting down his co-workers:
“We're not deadbeats like Sales Division Three.

“I don't know about that,” Tsukasa rep
shrugging. "

At first, no one had thought much of Tsukas
but since Takeshima had become such a hot Prﬂpﬁf
Tsukasa’s status had risen too. People began 10 appre!

lied:

ree i.'}f

i

;- Caged Slave 105

1

;L_-w mllmgness to work hard, his perseverance,
; dealings with all the different divisions.
of the young employees, like Kitashima, began to
S/ to chat.

‘Although his private and professional lives were
gain both fulfilling, Tsukasa gazed at Takeshima’s
cked schedule with quiet dissatisfaction laced
jose of melancholy.

“The rest of the year is stuffed with dinner
gs ;.and trips,” he said out loud. Tsukasa sighed as
' at the computer screen. Even though it was in
s of winter, Takeshima had golf appointments
8 gle weekend.

- “This is Eastern Japan—why aren't the golf
es closed, " he wondered, annoyed by the leagues of
men who didn’t seem affected by the cold weather.

- But beyond that, the current season did bring
asa some joy. This year, Christmas Eve fell on a

- “We'll definitely be together that day," he
8At to himself, smiling as he looked at the blank
in Takeshima’s schedule.

;-H_E had hoped to keep Christmas Day free as
Ut it was the last Monday of the year so everyone
‘Work. The day before Christmas Eve, however,
Empemr s Birthday, so he could monopolize
a for two whole days.

Whar present should I get him?’

T‘EUkasa s happiness was boundless. A year
N the former president had just died, he never
ve dreamed that so much joy waited for him the
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following year. If the whole situation with th, president
hadn’t happened. he would still be with Konigh

ang

Christmas would have been just another unpleasang gy,
But this year, everything was different, i’ur]mﬁh

two men couldn’t go out and join the tide of happy

couples celebrating the holy night on the town. by
merely spending two weekend days with Takeshima was
paradise to Tsukasa.

“I hope Christmas comes soon

Like an eager child, Tsukasa counted the days
until Christmas while staring happily at the calendar

December 23rd.

The day before, Takeshima had surprised
Tsukasa by telling him to show up at the hotel bar where
they had first met, wearing formal clothing and a tie.

“I"ll be waiting at 7:00 p.m.,” he had said.

Tsukasa, who had been assuming that the)
would stay at Takeshima’s place as usual, felt his €Y
begin to sparkle. It was slightly awkward to spend 11‘_“:“'
first Christmas together at the place where the) had firs!
met, but it was also romantic and wonderful.

“"And if we meet at the bar not the |
we won t stand out too badly.” he thought. b

But Tsukasa’s predictions were hall corres

; 1 ~wide 1, hl‘ll
and half wrong. This early, the bar was crowdet ;
; him rudet]

| by W®

o fauiranh

still pleasant as usual. No one stared at
as he walked in. What Tsukasa was surpriset

Takeshima himself. | ihe
My God,” he thought as he enteit
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room and came to a stop on the floor. His cveg flew ¢
Takeshima, who was relaxing on a stool at the bar, ;

As Tal(eshima’s secretary, who spent each gpg
every day with him, Tsukasa had grown accustomed (g
his bEE}Utlﬁ]] face and overwhelmingly manly charismg
Over time, he had actually stopped noticing those things
about Takeshima. Now, totally removed from the office
environment, awareness slammed into him anew.

"How could I have forgotten?"

Black hair, as glossy and shiny as a crow’s wing.
Sharp, manly features that seemed somehow exotic.
A long-limbed, perfectly proportioned body. And of
course, bewitching jet-black eyes that sparkled like the
darkest, deepest obsidian.

In the dim light of the bar, it seemed as if a
spotlight shone on Takeshima, drawing attention to him
and him alone.

“Ahh.”

Tsukasa’s heart pounded and he stood rooted
in the middle of the floor as he vividly recalled the first
time they had met here. Takeshima turned and si gn:ﬂﬂd
to him by lightly raising his glass of champagne.

As he did, numerous pairs of eyes fixed of
Tsukasa. Doubtless, they had been waiting to see W&
sort of beautiful woman would show up to meet someon”®
as enticing as Takeshima.

“Sorry for destroying vour hopes.
thought, ignoring the stares as he slipped throug
room and sat down next to Takeshima.

“You stand out too much,” Tsukasa chided.

“Really? 1 think you're the one who 15 tod

o Tsukasd
h the
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able. Every single person in this room, male or
is already in love with you.”

“That’s not true!”

“Then you're not paying attention,” Takeshima
ad placed an order for two glasses of Moét &
“We’ll drink these and then leave,” he continued.
' to show you off, but at the same time, all these
are making me jealous.”

.' akeshima...” Tsukasa said, his white cheeks
g red at Takeshima’s bold words.
“Well, it’s a little bit early,

1l EL]
Fi L
Il Fibs

but Merry
" Tsukasa clinked his glass against Takeshima’s
gtched one. “Merry Christmas.”

" In the time it took to drink one glass of
pagne, Tsukasa felt himself brimming over with
tmas sprit. He was surprised when Takeshima set
¥ glass down, stood up, and didn t head towards
or that would take them outside.

“Let’s go.”

~ “Huh?” Tsukasa asked. “We’re not going back
_l.'"-i--: e?

‘ left the lobby and went to the guestelevator.
54 felt confused, but also elated. Takeshima, on the
hand, was both amazed and annoyed.

¢ “You didn’t really think that I'd take my lover
1 Christmas Eve for just one glass of champagne
€0 g0 home?" Takeshima said.

- “Huh? But...”

“Are you embarrassed to be seen with me?”

B 5y
. i
1] .
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“No!” Tsukasa said, shaking his head fiercely,
“It’s just that...I'm happy just to be with you. n Matter
where we are...” His words trailed away and hig
drooped.

| f"[)t:m’t say things like that to me.” Takeshimg
said, smiling wryly. “If you do, I won’t be able to contain
myself.”

It was a strange mood for their first Christmas
together.

"l reserved a room,” Takeshima whispered into
Tsukasa’s ear. “Let’s eat first. And then I'll eat vou™

“Takeshima!" Tsukasa thought, burning with
embarrassment. Their love swelled and filled the swiftly
ascending elevator.

A surprise awaited Tsukasa when the elevator
stopped and the door slid open.

“Huh? Here?”

They stood on the highest floor, in front of 3
room with a gold plate that read “Royal Suite.” Tsukasa's
eyes boggled.

“What about... room 27037 he murmured.

Takeshima smiled mischievously again and
inserted his key card into the lock. “We have lots of
good memories in that room, but I thought it was time
for a change. Come in.”

“Ah...okay...” Tsukasa forced his legs (0 carmy
him into the room, where he was met by a massive dining
table set for two that was decorated with an arr: mﬂﬂlﬂem
of Christmas roses. r

“If we get room service, we won't have 10 worm)
about anybody watching us.” Takeshima explaim:d.

head
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‘“Yeah, but...a suite...” Tsukasa said
evingly. Back when he had been part of the
ent’s Secretarial Division, Tsukasa had gone to
j a suite in a fancy hotel that was intended
ie of their most important clients, a European
ssman and his wife. But he hadn’t had the slightest
at he would be staying in one himself one day.
reone who had been discarded by so many men,
s lover reserve a suite for Christmas weekend
nﬂthmg short of miraculous.
Vhen Tsukasa voiced his disbelief, Takeshima
'“Stut what kind of men were you involved
e asked.
'*‘-But o
“That’s enough! Don’t say anything else, or
lmake me jealous.”
- “Takeshima...”
- There was no need for Takeshima to pay any
ition to Tsukasa’s past with Konishi or anyone else.
3-“-: ima already knew what had happened with
_____ i, yet still grew jealous so easily, somehow made
as3 happy. And it meant so much to Tsukasa that the
hie loved cared for him so much.
- With happiness rushing through his veins,
52 whispered Takeshima’s name.
3 “I can’t hf.:heve you're so happy just because 1
°d this room,” Takeshima said. “There’s truly no
hke you.”
| “Nu,l‘m really happy!”
*1 told you, didn’t I? I'll prove to you that

W
el i
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you've met one decent guy for once in your [ife.”

“I didn’t need proof.” Tsukasa said |
amazing!” |

“So are you...” Smiling a swee
Takeshima called the concierge and said they were
for dinner. |

For two full hours, the French restaurant inside
lhf: hotel brought up a succulent, full-course Christmas
dinner. Although a waiter and sommelier popped in and
out, Tsukasa felt like he could relax and enjov his time
Tm’th Takeshima more than if they had been downstairs
in the restaurant overflowing with other couples.

Finally, dessert came.

“Takeshima, what are you doing on New
Year’s?” Tsukasa asked, bringing a glass of the fine
i:i_cﬂsen wine that accompanied their ice cream to his
1ps.

“h }.ﬂu.re

smile
ready

i Only five days remained until the New Year's
pine decorations would be put up. To finish the contract
with Jefferson, Takeshima was scheduled to go 10
Al_'nerica for 10 days. Tsukasa figured that Takeshima
+mlght want to relax and visit his relatives. but he had no
idea whether Takeshima even had any family at all.

“You'll probably go see your family. right?” he
asked. '

A slightly pinched look came over Takeshima '
face, and Tsukasa immediately regretted his careless
question. “Ah, sorry...”

“No, I should apologize.”

“What?”

“The truth is, I won’t be in Japan during New

Caged Slave 113
"My mother is marrying a guy who works in
, 80 the ceremony and reception will be in Paris.
ough we have time off, I won’t be able to spend
you. I'm sorry for choosing my mother over
!" 0,” Tsukasa said, shaking his head fiercely.
s unused to being treated so well by a lover and

‘want to make Takeshima feel bad. “Your mother’s
ng is a happy occasion. Of course you want to

; “It’s not that happy. This will be her third

i Jird?”

. *Yeah,” Takeshima laughed, shrugging. “She’s
iother and I don’t necessarily agree with how
ves her life, but I'm her only child so | have to

ippy for her no matter how many times she gets

Tsukasa was surprised to hear that Takeshima’s
ier had been married so many times, but he was
‘concerned with how much he had learned about
Shima in the last few minutes. Whether because
vorce or death, Takeshima had no father and no
85. And while he clearly didn’t want to go to Paris
Hebrate his mother’s wedding, the fact that he was
3 anyway said a lot.
..- “Takeshima is an only child,” Tsukasa mused. He
tin agined that he and Takeshima would have that in
flon, It seemed somehow like a wonderful treasure,
1€ Wasn’t at all bothered that between Paris and New

would be apart for more than two weeks.
I
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“I kept bragging that I'd show you wha 4 dece
man was like, but then I'm leaving you alone for t!.a:;:
weeks,” Takeshima said. “Pretty awful, huh?

“No, not at all!™

Takeshima smiled at Tsukasa’s seriousness

“To make it up to you, I'll have to give VOu two
weeks worth of pleasure tonight.”

Tsukasa’s dessert spoon fell from his hand to
the plate with a loud clang. He shivered. wondering if
the waiter, who was standing close by offering a milk
pitcher for coffee, had heard.

“l...uh...have to go to the bathroom.” Tsukasa
said, more flustered than he should be. Although he
knew that doing so would only make him look more
suspicious, he stood and dashed into the bathroom.

“Argh...what am [ doing?” Tsukasa chided
himself in the large dresser mirror. Even if he wasn't
capable of giving a sensible answer, why couldn’t he
at least act like an adult and pretend that nothing was
wrong? He turned on the faucet and used the water that
burst forth from it to cool his cheeks that were reddened
by shame and confusion.

"I 've really done it now.’

Since they were already drinking coffee, the
waiters would probably stop coming in and out of €
room soon. But Tsukasa was far too humiliated to 1e3%¢
the bathroom and face them. He knew he was actiné
childish, but he needed a bit more time.

The bathroom door slowly opened and [sukasd
saw Takeshima’s form reflected in the dresser mirror

“Takeshima!™ he said, looking back in surprise:
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“They all left,” Takeshima said.

" " Tsukasa replied, ashamed anew by his

gﬂﬂuns

] wasn't really interested in coffee, so I was
that they’d leave soon.”

a eshima...”

“There’s a time and a place for propriety, isn’t
Takeshima said, grinning mischievously.

'5-_4, kasa was happy to note that some of his
ent had drained away.

E‘Takeshtma is so kind,” he thought. Being
id with so much consideration and gentleness made

'“':r_s; burst with joy. As if in a trance, Tsukasa
d to Takeshima’s embrace.

F‘It seems we 're all alone,” Takeshima whispered
ly into Tsukasa’s ear.

" Tsukasa had never had such a wonderful, blissful
mas. He rested his head on his lover’s shoulder as
lima’s long fingers began stroking his silky hair.

- A suggestive smile came over Takeshima’s face
beheld what was in front of him: a freestanding,
glass shower. Certainly they could go straight to
t it seemed a shame not to take advantage of all
1t _E amenities.

“Let’s shower together,” he said.

- “Huh?” Tsukasa said, raising his head and
8 blankly When he comprehended Takeshima’s
10ns, his face flamed scarlet yet again. The two of
fiad never bathed together, and he knew that if they
_;i-naked, it wouldn’t end with a simple shower.
“No...it’s too embarrassing!”
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The floor-to-ceiling glass shower was ohy lously
made for decadence. '

There was no way Tsukasa could turn lakeshimg
down. Water fell loudly from the showerhead onto ghe
granite floor. Tsukasa, still embarrassed. felt akeshima’s
large hands trying to turn him around. Water pounded op
his head.

Takeshima placed both hands on the granite
wall, trapping Tsukasa between them. “If you don’t tum
around, I can’t kiss you.”

“A...hh...” Tsukasa’s body tensed as Takeshima
held him from behind. “*No...”

Spray from above pounded on Tsukasa as
Takeshima trailed hot lips along the white nape of his
neck. Takeshima suddenly slid his hands upwards and
grabbed hold of Tsukasa’s nipples. Shocked. Tsukasa
felt his whole body tremble.

“Ahh...ha...” he cried.

“You like 1t a little bit rough, don’t you”"

*N-no...”

“I can tell that vou do.”

“Aaahhh!™

Tsukasa’s tormented nipples grew hard ant
as Takeshima rubbed them between his fingers. N¢
unbearable sensation snaked through him.

“Ah...aa...nn...” Tsukasa moaned,
shower spray drowned out his plaintive cries
relief was not to last. Takeshima’s clever hands reac
out and shut off the showerhead.

"I can hear you better this way.” he a:mi.‘

A surprised cry burst from Tsukasads
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Hearing his own aroused voice only made hin
excited. “Aaa...unn...”

The proof of Takeshima's arousal rose hot
and hard against Tsukasa’s hips. As Takeshima lightly
touched the cleft between Tsukasa’s buttocks, Tsukasa’s
own hardness reared upward, stretching almost to hic
stomach.

“Ah...ah...n!" he moaned as his hips shook and
liquid began to dribble from his greedy member,

While continuing to toy with Tsukasa’s rosy
nipples, Takeshima nibbled on Tsukasa’s earlobe. “Front
or back? Where should I touch you?”

“Ah...nn...no...”

“If you don’t tell me, I won't touch either,”
Takeshima whispered with a slightly malicious smile.

“Eh...ahh...” Tsukasa sobbed, readily giving in.
“The...back...”

“Good boy, Tsukasa.”

*Yaa...nnn!”

Takeshima’s long fingers, sopping with body
soap, deftly dove into the space between Tsukasa'$
buttocks and found the small bud hidden there
Spreading it wide, they plunged inside.

“Aa...nnn!”

An erotic, wet sound rang out as Takeshlt
began moving his fingers. Tsukasa screamed out 1M
pleasure. Each time his inner walls were touched
Tsukasa’s staff twitched painfully and honcy fio
from the small hole at the tip. he

“Ahh...an! Ya...ahh....annn....” Feeling thf;h!
was about to lose control, Tsukasa began to plead. 4=

More

eshima
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Please. . .deeper...”

‘Tsukasa could barely hold himself up any longer
fakeshima grabbed hold of his hips. Takeshima’s
s teased at the opening to Tsukasa’s ass and then
inside mercilessly.

“A-ahhh!” Tsukasa shrieked as Takeshima drove
ap inside. His cries of passion echoed from the
e floor and walls to the ceiling. He moaned again
gshima boldly pulled him even closer.

‘Being penetrated while standing made tingles of
ire dance from Tsukasa’s hips to his spine and all
ay to the crown of his head. Feeling as if he was
to be shaken to pieces, Tsukasa reached out and
d himself against the wall, clinging for support.

EE "

y ik |
+-;,_Sheathed to the hilt, Takeshima began to gently
his hips. Out of his mind, Tsukasa’s starving body
wver, demanding even greater pleasure.

- “Ahhnn...more!”

“More? Of what?”

l:- “Unn. ..hnnn!™

Instead of answering, Takeshima moved against
8 that had taken him so deeply inside. A satisfied

‘floated across his face.

-l love how dirty you are,” he whispered,
Mg both of Tsukasa’s hands and pulling him even
-

“Ya..nn...ah!” Tsukasa cried, no longer
ofied by the wall. Takeshima’s skillful, erotic
pierced him to the core. “Haa...nnn!”

.‘ ‘The shower was filled with the lewd sounds of
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Takeshima’s thrusts and Tsukasa’s breathy moans The
more Tsukasa reflected on his earlier embarrassmeny thg
more aroused he grew. His desire spilled out in cries fhyg
beat against his eardrums.

“Ah...fuck me...harder...” he begged.

Takeshima answered by pounding him again
and again.

“I'm...coming!” Tsukasa groaned.

Neither noticed as one day changed into the
next, and it was truly Christmas Eve.

Chapter 5

After a very Merry Christmas, the New Year’s
n passed by in a blur and all too soon, it was
p work again. Just as things were truly getting
fakeshima headed to New York for his business

sukasa felt all of his strength drain out of him all

-

“Ah...he’s gone,” he sighed.

‘Tsukasa wasn’t personally involved in the
et with Jefferson, but he did make all the flight
otel arrangements for Takeshima’s trip. And as
hima’s secretary, it was also Tsukasa’s job to set
ailed meetings with the New York headquarters
€p in touch with the Jefferson Company. It was a
2 let down once Takeshima left.

- Although Tsukasa was jealous of the three
.-'.:"""‘""”“ members who got to go to New York, he
hat if he went, they wouldn’t be able to stick to
BSiness. He was sad to see Takeshima go, but he
d that the best thing he could do as Takeshima’s
ary and lover alike was to just wait patiently for

"3
w1 B .

i T

i B

~ Even so, having Takeshima gone for 10 whole
Tsukasa much less interested in work. In the
[ee days of Takeshima’s absence, there wasn’t
18 for Tsukasa to do and he felt himself losing his
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motivation.

“Come on, Shinozak1,” Taniguchi said.
the cat’s away, the mice should play.”

Taniguchi kept encouraging Tsukasa to take two
or three days off, but New Year’s was barely over. and
Tsukasa also had to think about his finances. And even
though Taniguchi wouldn’t understand, Tsukasa saw no
real point to taking time off when Takeshima wasn't
around to share it with him.

“Thanks, but while the cat’s away. | think I'll try
to get as much work done as I can.”

“You're really a hard worker, aren’t you?”

“It’s my one redeeming feature.” Tsukasa joked

“When

to brush aside Taniguchi, who put on an expression of

exaggerated shock.

Yet 1f Tsukasa had known what was (o come,
not only would he have gone along with Taniguchis
suggestion and taken some time off, but he might never
have come back.

It wasn’t long before a horrible rumor that was

making its way through the company came 1O Tsukasa's
attention. On the way to deliver some bulletins 10 the
General Affairs Department, he saw a group of female
employees idly gossiping in the hall.

“Hey, did you hear? Presidential
Konishi is no longer engaged to President L}HI\H“E
daughter!” )
“Yeah, I never thought that it would “’Ufk o
between him and a 20-year-old college student.”

‘!L 55 [hlan[
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'J‘“"’When they announced their engagement, there
ot of dlsappmnted people both inside and outside
- 3-

- guess President Ookawa heard how badly
i treats women!”

““All he wanted was a promotion.What a loser!”

kasa didn’t mean to stop and listen, but the
_, e blocking his path and he couldn’t help
dropping. He was shocked by what he heard.

~ “No way,” he thought,

“But he couldn’t quite discredit the rumors. If
ung Erina Ookawa had figured out Konishi’s true
nality before they got married, then she was very

" “Konishi doesn't treat Just women badly,” he
'-".zv an ironic smile on his face. Even if it was
p, there was no more trustworthy source of
¥ information than the network of female Dai
_Iu}rees. And even if the story was somewhat
ished, Yutaka Konishi and FErina Ookawa’s
‘ment was definitely off.

“Whatever. It s got nothing to do with me.”

~ Yet Tsukasa couldn’t help the little twinge of
he felt. He coughed lightly, causing the women
lr piercing gazes on him. Even though he had
tin females, his cool fagade always seemed to
-"'= to him.

: “Mr. Shinozaki? What are yvou doing?”

“I’'m sorry,” he said. “Can I get through?”

* retly overwhelmed, he kept a bland smile on
*and slipped away from their interested stares.
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The next day, the plot thickened. Apparently,
Erina Ookawa hadn’t broken the engagement —j had
been done by Konishi himself.

“What?” Tsukasa said, his eyes wide open wih
shock. “The former president has an illegitimate sop?”

“No way!”

In the short year and a half he had spent as the
lowliest secretary on the presidential team, he had heard
the former president lament the fact that he had no son

to pass the reins to. Granted, that alone wasn't proof

that President Ookawa didn’t have a son hidden away
somewhere that his wife didn’t know about. but the very
idea 1tself seemed nidiculous. If he did have a son. why
wouldn’t he have named him before he died”

“I can t believe it. "

No matter how accurate the female employees
gossip usually was, this time, Tsukasa was more than
skeptical. But it made a little more sense when he
considered that Konishi had broken off the engagement
If the president really did have a son, then power-hungry
Konishi would have thought marrying Erina Ookawd
was futile since he himself would never be in line for
the position.

While he debated what to believe. another mor
shocking rumor reached Tsukasa’s ears.

In a split second, Tsukasa's cool fac:
in shock. “The president’s son is. .. Takeshima’

It made for a great story, but who would
such a convoluted tale?

“No way...it has to be a lie,” he thoug
shrugged his shoulders. Takeshima had said

ade ¢ umhlid
cum‘ﬂft

rht. and
he was
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child, and would have confided something so
jant to Tsukasa.

“I'm just bored because Takeshima isnt here. |
o stop paying attention to vicious rumors. "

- Takeshima would return from his business trip
f days. Tsukasa smiled, hardly able to wait to tell
'3'.:--: about the crazy stories that were floating
d. How would Takeshima react?

“Why won't he hurry and come back,” he
drcamﬂ}f his imagination tocused on his distant
»  Takeshima emailed every day about work, but
8 confidential messages. he would often insert sweet
pgs like “I can’t wait to come home” or “If | talk
i on the phone, I'll just miss you more.” Tsukasa
dered writing to him about the rumors, but he
ded it would be more fun to tell him face-to-face.
- Tsukasa smiled, typed a suitable reply, and hit

 “lean t wait!”
~ At the end of the email, he had written, “It’s
;?; e without you,” something he would never say
0n. Tsukasa felt ashamed that he had spent his
hg listening to rumors and writing romantic emails
wanrkmg.
. Due to the time difference, Takeshima didn’t
“Dack until that afternoon.
"I miss you too,” his message said. I can’t stop
g about our Christmas together.”
_ Tsukasa s face felt like it was aflame.
_.‘“Ta-Takeshlma! he said out loud, and then
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quickly closed the email window.

“Takeshima..."

Tsukasa knew that he should force his braip
away from romantic things and back on to work, but his
thoughts kept slipping to where they shouldn’t be. And
thanks to Takeshima’s suggestion, he replayed memories
of their Christmas together over and over again in his
mind.

After their encounter in the shower, they had
moved their drenched bodies to bed and made love agai
and again. The next morning, Tsukasa could harely
stand. Humiliation had welled up in him as Takeshima
had picked him up, carried him to the huge Jacuzzi tub,
and proceeded to wash all parts of him until he was
squeaky-clean.

Although he had so carefully cleancd away all
the traces of the previous night, once again, Takeshimd
had forced Tsukasa to open for him. Tsukasa had
pleaded tearfully, saying that he couldn’t take it, but In
the end, their lovemaking in the round bathtub had been
amazing.

Tsukasa buried his face,
humiliation, in his hands.

“No! What should [ do?” | | .

If he kept returning to his erotic |]1LI11DAH
he was going to have to adjourn to the bathroom.
Tsukasa definitely didn’t want to chance
at work.

Thankfully, the phone rang just then
Tsukasa was narrowly able to escape his arousal.

“Okay!” he said to the member of the

burning with

(Gene

mﬂ::l‘llfbﬂ“n‘g

and
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s Department, who requested that he come over
yway. “I’1l be right there.”
the first time in recent memory, he felt
d about work again. In high spirits, he ran to the
al Affairs Department.

_fWhat awaited him was something Tsukasa
never have imagined. Until Takeshima came back,

i8a was supposed to work as the secretary to the

v

“Huh'? Why me, all of a sudden?” Tsukasa

3, his eyes sparkling at the unprecedented orders.
" “Didn’t you hear?” the manager said, lowering
ice. “Konishi broke off his engagement with
dent Ookawa’s granddaughter.”

- “Well, yes, but...”

- “I guess it was a pretty messy situation. Konishi
ost his position.”

" “Lost his position?”

“Well, they're trying to decide if they should
i€ him or transfer him overseas, but Konishi will
bly just quit...”

~ From the manager’s expression, Tsukasa
Stood the seriousness of the situation. But Konishi
#tting his comeuppance for thinking that he could
POWer by marrying a woman he didn’t even love,
Was really no business of Tsukasa’s.

“But how come I'm filling in for Konishi? And
8t until Director Takeshima returns?”

“Ah,” the manager said, nodding. “That was
it Ookawa’s order.”

- “He picked me?”

e
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“Yes. Director Takeshima has been ravin ¢ aboyt
you at dinner meetings, so President Ookawa thought he
should take advantage of such a skillful secretary.”

“Really?” Tsukasa murmured self-consciously
still unsure why he had been singled out. He \"-".]I'Idifl‘-l.;d
what kind of things Takeshima had been telling the
president. Obviously not the whole truth, but he was stil]
a bit confused.

“President Ookawa is 85 years old, but he's a
great leader and you can be a lot of help to him. Please
do your best to support him.”

“I will.”

“And as Director Takeshima’s star continues 10
rise, yours will too, you know!”

“What? No...”

“Come on, Director Takeshima is going to be
the next president himself!”

Once the manager’s words penetrated through
the haze of Tsukasa’s praise-addled brain. he reacted.
“What?”

Rumors he had dismissed as untruc ¢i¥
through his mind. And the one saying them this U
wasn’t a female employee who lived for gossip. but ihe
manager of the General Affairs Department.

“Wait...why are you saying that”
hoping for an answer that would allow him to pus
all the awful thoughts that crowded his head.

drifted
me

" he asked.
h aside

- . - i Eﬂ[
“Why? Because Director Takeshima 15 PTLh"iing
Ookawa’s grandson,” the manager said. shatte
Tsukasa’s hopes.
. r Stﬂ-“:k

The manager’s casual, unconcerned al
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U
3a Spec chless.

The next day, Tsukasa worked in the Presidential
‘His cool fagade was in place and no one would
jeen able to see just how much confusion raged in

“Takeshima is President Ookawa's grandson...1
glieve it... "
- Doubt had latched onto his brain yesterday and
dto let go. If the rumors were true, than Takeshima
art of the Ookawa family. His heart was a ball of
emotions.
" “But then how come President Ookawa hasn 't
med it,” he wondered gloomily all morning.

tingly, the President himself answered Tsukasa’s
-.“.‘Shinnzaki, can you make a dinner reservation
€ on the night of the 17th? Pick somewhere nice
young lady would enjoy...”

“Are you going out with your granddaughter?”
88 asked, surprised by the request.

“No, no, Director Takeshima is going.”

" “Director... Takeshima?”

_;_“Yes, with the daughter of the president of
‘Bank.”

- “Just the two of them?”

| “Of course! They are engaged, after all!”

¥{ﬂ:lﬁ world screeched to a halt. Tsukasa froze.
ﬂﬂkawa laughed, then continued on blithely.

*0me you're so surprised? Everybody’s talking

-

- i TR
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about how Director Takeshima is the son of the formge
president, which 1s true. He broke up with Takeshima'
mother when she was pregnant, so she kept Takeshima
as her last name, but he came back to us once his father
died so suddenly.”

Tsukasa could barely hear Ookawa’s happy
voice. He had dismissed the rumors, but apparently, they
were true. How could Takeshima be engaced to the bank
president’s daughter? Whether Takeshima was really an
Ookawa or not, he was Tsukasa's lover!

“There has to be some kind of a mistake!”

“We introduced them over New Year’s,
Ookawa continued good-naturedly. I was relieved thal
they got along so well. We’ll announce their engagement
in the spring and probably hold the ceremony some time
this year. It’s a great thing for Dai Tech.”

This had to be a bad dream. Tsukasa tried 10
speak. but his tongue refused to cooperate.

“Oh, yes!” Ookawa said, as if something hf*d
just occurred to him. “Can you order some flowers for
her? Red roses would probably be good. Have them
put Director Takeshima’s name on them and send them
over.

. g . i .,h
In the distance, the bell announcing the un¢

: . Tenkasd
break rang. His fingers frozen and bloodless. [suk
couldn’t make his hands obey his will.

Tsukasa couldn’t remember [caviis -

. 5 5 : E w
Presidential Office, but when he looked around: h

already standing in Takeshima’s office.
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*No...1t can’t be...it’s a lie...” he muttered
ity. How could this have happened? Up until
ay, he had been in a state of bliss, happily ticking
his fingers the days until Takeshima returned on
1. How could 1t all have fallen apart so quickly?
“No...I don’t believe it...”

Yet his words of denial had no effect.

“] thought you had disappeared, but here you
oice declared.

' Tsukasa turned around and saw the man he least
i to see.

“Ko-Konishi!” he gulped, and retreated without
g to. Konishi’s snake-like gaze was full of hatred.
phat had happened in the break room, Tsukasa
L he shouldn’t be surprised.

“This is Director Takeshima’s office, not a place
f as you please,” Tsukasa said firmly.

',Jf"" qut up, you asshole!” Konishi burst out.
i€d in my letter of resignation today. Whether
ma is going to be the next president or not, I'm
aid of him!”

Konishi struck the wall before continuing his
t’s all your fault that this happened, you and that
I Takeshima! How can he be the son of the dead
1f he wasn’t here. | would have married Erina
0me president myself! Takeshima wused you to
e. He told President Ookawa and Erina that I
th my employee!”

“Konishi!” Tsukasa exclaimed, disgusted, but
M what to say.

“No...no...no," he thought, battered by gales

ey T e
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of strong emotion. He couldn’t just refusc isten o
what Konishi was saying. Certainly Takeshima yae
charismatic and hard working, but he was only 32 yea
old. If he really was the son of the dead president and the
grandson of President Ookawa, it made sense why he

had come to Dai Tech.

perfect heir. Konishi didn’t have a prayer even if he did
marry President Ookawa’s granddaughter. Had Konishi
ruined his own chances by fighting with Tsukasa in
the break room where Takeshima could see” Tsukasa
didn’t think Takeshima had used him as an excuse, but
of course, Takeshima wouldn't want his little sister ©
marry someone like Konishi. Once he had learned of
Tsukasa and Konishi’s physical relationship. he had
probably kept it to himself, but cautioned Ookawa
against Konishi. As a result, Konishi had lost his spot,
and Takeshima was ironically in the perfect position 0
be named the next president.

“I had no idea!”

More than anything, Tsukasa was bothered bY
the fact that Takeshima had kept all this from him.

“I thought he was an only child...l { no ided
he had a little sister... "

Tsukasa felt like he was about to simult
laugh and cry. Now that he had given in to suspit!
felt like he could trust nobody. While they had be
happy together, could Takeshima have been hidn
much from him?

“No! No! No!" Tsukasa covered
as if to block out his fear. He had no ide

H”.ﬂ‘ll_lﬁi}'
on, he
en S0
12 50

i e
hoth of his €4

4 what was
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and what was false.

Konishi swooped in for the kill. “What are Vou
so sad about? | don’t know what Takeshima pl'{}mi.se{j
you, but he’s going to marry the daughter of the Touz;
Bank president. Don’t think that just because he was
nice to you he’ll need you now. You’re just someone for
him to fuck, a frigid little slut!”

Tsukasa’s heart squeezed and he sunk to his
knees. What knocked him over wasn’t Konishi’s words.
but a sudden vivid awareness of what Ookawa had told
him, but he only now fully processed. Takeshima had
been introduced to the daughter of the president of
Touzai Bank. They were going to get married. It was the
perfect engagement for Dai Tech’s next president.

“He said he was spending New Years at his
mother s wedding in Paris! "

Had Takeshima made the whole thing up? Or
did he go to Paris and then meet the daughter before
going to New York? Tsukasa didn’t have a clue. He was
in torment.

“Takeshima, " he thought, clutching his head.

Konishi grinned down at him. “Maybe if yoU
work hard to please the future president, he’ll KeeP
you on as his mistress. He’s so talented that he could
probably manage it. You’ll be like a pet that he takes
care of, but keeps apart from his precious family..

Konishi’s coarse laughter rang throughout the room-

“No...I dont want to know!"

Tsukasa pressed his palms even |
ears, almost crushing his head between them.

v hi$
arder overl hi
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~ After leaving work without permission, Tsukasa
‘home. Since the day before, the General Affairs
ment Manager had kept calling Tsukasa and
ae that he come to work, but Tsukasa had merely
41: not getting up” and hung up the phone.
fTsukasa understood the trouble he had caused by
jg out after half a day as the temporary presidential
ary, and he couldn’t blame the General Aftairs
tment Manager for being livid. But he couldn’t
himself get out of bed. And even if he did force
If to go to work, the only thing waiting for him
was harsh reality. He had no desire to make dinner
ations for Takeshima and his fiancée. And there
he was going to send red roses to her with
hima’s name on them.

- “Takeshima!”

. The more Tsukasa thought about the situation,
ore convinced he became that he had been living

.I-""II is true,” he thought, full of self-hatred. */
o judgment when it comes (o men. =

" Yet he hadn’t been blind to Takeshima’s
&—he just hadn’t paid any attention to reality. After
akeshima hadn’t lied to him once. Tsukasa had
¥ become caught up in ecstasy and refused to see
g picture. When he thought rationally, the very idea
person like Takeshima having a true relationship
@ man he had picked up at a bar was nidiculous.
flima deserved status and prestige—and of course,
lly that he could present to the world with pride.

" But Takeshima was basically a good person, so
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Tsukasa didn’t think he’d be dumped like he had poe
by Konishi. The fact that Takeshima had ahm.-;;;
him with so much attention probably meant tha ]ii
Konishi had said, he intended to keep Tsukasa ;1ruu11d ai
a c'c}mpamcm. separate from his family, whom he cuui&
enjoy 1n a casual, uncomplicated fashion.

| It felt like his heart was being steadily tom o
pieces.

“Takeshima!"

The world would never accept a relationship
between two men, so maybe Tsukasa should just
be grateful that he could be near Takeshima. But he
cap]dn"l help what he felt. Even knowing that he was
being stupid, he hoped for just one person whom he
could love truly and who would love him back.

I can t share Takeshima with anvone else!”

But 1f he didn’t, he would lose Takeshima...

“No!”

Reality battered at Tsukasa’s defenses as he
descended even deeper into a pit of despair. Unlike the
past with Konishi and the other men. he’d never be able
to get past being dumped by Takeshima. How was he
supposed to go back to work and pretend like nothing
was wrong?

“Teant.”

Tsukasa wished fiercely that he could some]
escape from this bitter reality.

10W

. : ved
Only about an hour remained until they ﬁl’“""f
at Narita Airport. While he could still use his computet:
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hima checked his email repeatedly, to no effect.

- “I guess he hasn't written back,” he thought,
g dejectedly and closing his computer.

.'t ‘The Dai Tech employee seated next to him was
psly confused by Takeshima’s unusual actions.
“Is something wrong?” he asked. “Is there
fing 1 can help with?”

- “Ah...no,” Takeshima mumbled self-consciously.
asn’t waiting for a work email, but one from Tsukasa.
“Did 1| scare him off with my talk of
tmas? "’

Three days had passed since his last ematil from
3sa. Maybe Tsukasa was still ashamed by memories
ptesting while they made love until noon, but that
0 reason not to reply.

. “When I see him again, I'll have to punish him,”
shima thought, his lips curved in a lascivious grin.
~ He couldn’t tell his employee what he was really
fing, so he simply pasted a pleasant smile on his face

8aid, “No, that’s alright. We're landing soon, and it's
_3-' deal.”

. The business trip to finalize things with the
tson Company could not have gone more smoothly.
Takeshima had no inkling of the problems that
ed him at work, poised to destroy everything.

"~ When Takeshima entered Dai Tech, he noticed
Isukasa was nowhere to be seen.

. While the members of his project team stood
Breeted him with “Welcome back!™ and “Good
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work,” his eyes searched for Tsukasa.

“Where is he?

Takeshima wondered if Tsukasa had chosen .
bad moment to be away from his desk. but 30 nn}mr ,d
later, there was still no sign of him. On the way :E
the Presidential Office to report about the cundtm*:!
Takeshima couldn’t wait any longer. p

‘ “jl“aniguchih" he said. “What happened to

Shinozaki?”

“Shinozaki...uh, he’s taking a day off.”

“Day off? Did he catch a cold or something?”

“I'm not sure...” h

Takeshima was suspicious of Taniguchi's
strange answer, but the Presidential Office summoned
him and he had to go.

Everything became clear to him 10 minutes later
after Takeshima finished giving his report.

“Anyway, Kouki, you know that Shinozaki guy
you always raved about? I borrowed him for a while and
he was a huge disappointment!” President Ookawa said.
his expression severe.

“Shinozaki...a disappointment?” Takeshimd
said, shocked. “Why on Earth did you borrow him while
| was gone?”

“After the whole thing with Erina. Konishi quit.
He was the main secretary to your father, and then MY
assistant, so I needed someone to fill in for him in th€
Secretarial Division and help me out a bit.”

“So why did you have to take my secretary /i

“I'll never borrow him again. What a useles®
young man. He left one afternoon without even telling
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eaving the arrangements for the restaurant and the
gs undone...”

- “What? What do you mean restaurant and
Are they for Erina?”

- “What are you talking about? They're for the
hter of the Touzai Bank President, of course! |
y told them that the day after tomorrow you would
e a restaurant and go pick her up,” Ookawa said

iy.

. Takeshima narrowed his eyes at the old man. He
Iready angry that Ookawa had borrowed Tsukasa
en called him useless, but trying to set up dates for
+ ima was the last straw.

“Stop this!” he yelled. “I told you I wasn't
gsted in becoming involved with that girl. Yet you
' psisted on sending her to Paris. How dare you?”

1 “I thought you had fun together,” Ookawa said.
n’t you have dinner and go to an art museum?”

. “Don’t be ridiculous! You made her come all the

to Paris to see me, so of course I had to take her out

'ﬁ _*Hnd show her around a bit.”

IIDh.‘IT
“You can call them yourself and tell them that

n’t be taking her out the day after tomorrow. And |
labsolutely no interest in marrying her!”

“No! Kouki, wait,” Ookawa pleaded.

- Takeshima glanced back at him, and then stalked
fily out of the room.

. “God! What does he think he s doing? "

Back in his own office, Takeshima was still full

figer and irritation. After hearing the rumors being
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passed around through Dai Tech about his own
and his upcoming promotion, Takeshima realized
only 10 days, things had become dire.

Yet he only cared about one thing: the fac that
Tsukasa was missing.

“Shit!”’
He gritted his teeth and stood up.
“I'm sorry,” he announced. “I have to go.”

Ignoring his surprised employees. he quickly
made his exit. ‘

(lrjging
that in

Chapter 6

.~ The sun was sinking quickly, plunging the
d into darkness. From the inside of the taxi, which
speeding through the chilly night on the way to
tasa’s condo, Takeshima remembered the events of
sar that had just passed.
It had all begun when his mother had called
from Paris and revealed that his father, whom she
divorced before he was born, had passed away.
eshima had wondered why she was telling him now,
e had happened to be in Tokyo for work and figured
hould at least go to the funeral.
Looking back, he realized that signing the guest
k had been a mistake. President Ookawa had seen
Signature and contacted him the next day. Takeshima
2’t been able to deny the old man’s request to
3t his grandson. But it had turned out that Ookawa
ted more than just a family connection—he wanted
eshima to come use his talents to help Dai Tech
Ing a difficult time.
" He had turned Ookawa down at first, but the old
il had been persistent. After five months of conflict,
who didn’t believe in mixing family affairs
il business. had been persuaded to come to Dai Tech
‘Wrap things up with the Jefferson Company. The
I had been for him to stay until Erina graduated
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frnrn.{:nllege In two years, and never once had Ook
mentioned leaving the company to Tak{:s:h;m-i_ i;{«au-a
was absolutely no way he would marrv the ;i: "
of the main bank’s president just for the ”“”_i*mg}l[i‘r
company. P
i TECM?:’.FHS is exactly why I didn't wan: 1o come to

E_ven though Ookawa was a respectable 85-vear-
:::h‘:L he still had no right to meddle in anyone uiq;:*‘;]itr‘-
Still, Tgkeshima didn’t regret taking the }nb. h:::{;:mhse er:
had gained an intimate relationship with Tsukasa Yet
Tsukasa hgd stopped coming to work and was pr.{'}l';ahh'
holed up in his house. All Takeshima knew was that
everything stemmed from Tsukasa’s misunderstandine.

“He's certainly high-maintenance. i

. Takeshima knew that Tsukasa hadn't done

anything wrong, but he was still outraged by the whole
thing. He couldn’t wait to see Tsukasa. '

Outside the taxi window, snow was fallin g.

Takeshima stood looking at the nameplate on
room 302 that read “SHINOZAKI” and brutally banged
on the door, '

: "Hey! Open the door, Tsukasa!” he yelled
angrily, sure that he was going to upset the neighbors
and not caring at all.

Tsukasa had planned to pretend that he wasn |
hﬂfne, but he gave up after five minutes of pounding
noise.

“Stop! Go home!™ he cried, cracking the doof
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)a few centimeters.
~ “Grow up and let me in!” Takeshima said,
P

ng his foot in the gap between the wall and the
and wrenching it open.

. Tsukasa gasped, knowing that he wasn’t strong
gh to stop Takeshima from coming inside. He
ated, but Takeshima strode right up to him.

. “Do you know why I'm here?” he said.

“Ta-Takeshima...”
“I’m here to yell at you, you idiot!”” Takeshima

‘80 loudly that Tsukasa thought his eardrums might
Horrified, Tsukasa had no clue what he had done
eserve such a reaction.
Takeshima grabbed Tsukasa with his strong
8 and pulled him close, running his lips along
ikasa’s ear.
. “Don’t you see how angry I am?” he whispered,
lire giving way to sweet kindness.
“Takeshima...”
- “How could you think that I°d marry the bank
8ident’s daughter?”

w__»
“After what we shared on Christmas, don’t you
lize how much I love you?” Takeshima murmured.
Tsukasa flushed red. He had been blissfully

until the other day.
“] can't leave you alone, can 1?7 After onlyl0

ys apart, you're already worrying yourself to death.”

keshima laughed huskily.
Tsukasa looked up into Takeshima’s face.
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“But...you kept so much from me. >
LLOh.T'.'
: "1 didn’t think you were going to get rid
ut I thﬂbught. ..that you might get married any+,
You thought I'd marry her and stj]|
lover?” |
Yeah.. "

“Are you an idiot?” Takeshima chuckled. “I'm
not nearly talented enough to make love to vou ind the
g0 home and sleep with my wife.” N

]jakﬂshima stared at Tsukasa and divuleed the
truth pehlnd all the lies and rumors makine Hwhr.'mmdr.
at Dai Tech, and how President Ookawa Img forced ]1in‘1
to meet the girl.

| “Yes, I'm the son of the former president,” he
cnnur‘}wd, “and President Ookawa is my crandfather.
But I'm n'Dt going to inherit the unmpunw;' (:r marry the
baflk president’s daughter, and I'm gnin;:: LO ]L‘m'n;'-ii fter
E‘nn? graduates. Once I knew what Kmﬁshi was like, |
didn’t u:fant her to marry him, so | urged Ookawa to put d
stop to 1t. But you know I wasn’t involved with vou just
to get to Konishi,” -

“Uh...okay, but...”

“‘lt was wrong of me not to confide in you.”
Takeshima paused. “But I told you before thal if you
were worried about anything, you should just ask me.
Even though I was in New York on a business trip:
you c:ﬂgld have called me and I would have cxplained
everything. Yet you just decided that thines were bad
and ran away.” )

o5 L

of me,
ay..”
be your
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- “It’s just like the time you ran away from room
. Had you just knocked on the door, | would have
ered. You gave up without even finding out, which
 pissed me off. That’s why I yelled at you. I'm

“Takeshima...”
“Just stop worrying and believe in me. I told

that for once in your life, you had met a decent guy.
’t 17" Takeshima teased.
The emotions swirling in Tsukasa’s breast made

b

boc grow warm. “Okay!
. Tsukasa felt ashamed over his negative
eriences that made him too cowardly to believe in
eshima, whose feelings were actually true. How
ld he have doubted the man who treated him so
dly, loved him so completely?

. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I knew you loved me, but
Suldn’t stand the thought of sharing you! I want you
fo myself. But I thought if I told you that, you’d hate
. I was just scared. And ['m a man...I figured that
heone in your position would have to marry sooner
ater...” Tsukasa blabbered timidly, strong emotions
iking him as he was held tight against Takeshima’s

Takeshima smiled sweetly. “I want you all to
iself, too.”

“Takeshima...”

“And I like the idea of belonging only to you.”
Takeshima’s lips dived down and captured
likasa’s in a tender kiss. Tsukasa’s mind went blank
d his knees weakened as their tongues danced around
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each other.

“l love you...” Tsukasa whispered.
both arms around Takeshima’s strong neck,

“Tsukasa...”

“Ah.. . Takeshima...”

Entwined together, the two of them collapsed to
Fhe floor. Tsukasa knew it was brazen to have sex here
in the entryway without even locking the door, but he
wanted Takeshima too badly to make him stop.

y Please!” he cried. “Make love to me! Be mine
only!
Ry Tsufcasa...“ Takeshima smiled at Tsukasa's
desire. “Don’t worry. I'm all yours.”

Tsukasa. his body splayed out on the floor,
moaned as Takeshima removed his clothing. The cold
Jan.uar}f evening made goosebumps rise on his porcelain-
Whltﬂ. skin, but the fever of desire racing through him
gave 1t a rosy flush.

. “I’ll warm you up,” Takeshima said. raining
k;sses down all over Tsukasa’s body. He laved Tsukasa
nipples that were standing up from the cold. while his
hffn(_i searched between Tsukasa’s legs for the tight bud
of his anus.

“You're so tight,” he said, caressing Tsukasa
for the first time in 10 days. “When I was gone, did you
pleasure yourself?”

“Ahh...” Tsukasa cried, sensation throbbing
thmqgh him as Takeshima lightly touched around his
opening. Knowing how immodest he looked. his hips
Sf:l(}{]k and his painfully erect member twitched. He
didn’t care how much it hurt—he wanted Takeshima 1€

WTa Pp In g
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him hard, immediately.

Takeshima smiled humorlessly at Tsukasa's
ented body. “It’s been a while, hasn’t it? If you keep
ting me like that, I won’t be able to hold back.”
“Ahh...ha...but...”

“Let me get you a little bit more ready,”
shima said, barely able to restrain himself, but
lling to inflict the slightest amount of damage on
asa’s delicate little opening. He spread Tsukasa
g and pressed both knees to his chest, baring him
is gaze. Then, he bent down and kissed Tsukasa’s
t
. Tsukasa shrieked, shock and pleasure mingled
iis voice. “Don’t! It’s not clean!”

. “Of course, it is. Even inside, you’re the nicest
de of pink.”

~ Tsukasa moaned as Takeshima’s hot tongue
essed him. He nearly shattered apart as the tip of it
ved inside.

. “Ah...ha...please...I'm going to come,” he
aded.
. Takeshima merely took one long finger and
srted it into Tsukasa’s moistness as if to confirm that
was ready. Then he raised Tsukasa’s body up for even
ter access and guided himself inside, unable to wait
¢ longer.
- “Aa...ahh!” Tsukasa cried out his release. “I'm
iyt

“Don’t worry. I’'m going to make you come over

t over.”
“Ahh...ha...” Tsukasa panted as Takeshima

- TR . IR
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nudged him into a sitting position, their fronts facing
their bodies still joined. “Deep...er...” g
Tsukasa removed his arms from Takeshima's

neck and brought them to his hips. As Takeshima
began a rhythm of strong, deep strokes, Tsukasa’s spent
member reared back to life.
Aaaah...I'm coming...again!”

“Tsukasa!™

“Aaaahhhh...”

The exquisite sensation made Tsukasa explode.
All thoughts deserted him. Yet, even as Tsukasa
convulsed with pleasure, Takeshima began moving
again. Tsukasa could feel Takeshima’s cock swelling
and growing even larger inside him.

“One more time,” Takeshima said.

“Aa...ha..”

Passion and desire swelled as, outside. the
drifting snow turned the landscape white.

Spring came.

In April. Tsukasa blushed as he looked at the
paid time off sheet for the upcoming year that he had
just received from the General Affairs Department. He
had 12 days off this year, which, with the holdover from
last year, came to 30 days total. _

Last year, he hadn’t taken a summer ‘L.;|L';HH1"“-
but he had stayed home for five days in a row L”.MT;
the incident with Takeshima’s supposed marriage [_]“"'
first three days were before he had reconciled with
Takeshima. The following two days, Tsukasa had beet!
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laid up with a cold and high fever.

It had been January 15th, right in the
a cold winter, and Tsukasa had been totally naked and
sweaty on the floor for several hours. Of m.mrs;c he h;d
caught a cold, and although he didn’t £0 anywhere fup
he still ended up being away from work for five u.'hu]*
days. E

“That was horrible,” he thought, still
embarrassed by his unprofessional behavior |

Tﬂl(.EShI'II"IEI had told everyone that Tsukasa had
the ﬁu,. so In the end, all five days had been excused.
Takﬁfshlma had even smoothed things over with
President Ookawa, whom Tsukasa had caused so much
trouble for. Consequences had been avoided. but looking
at the paper in front of him, Tsukasa was reminded of h s
shame anew.

“I have no control when it comes 1o Takeshima,
body or soul,” he chided himself. happy and annoyed a
the same time by his recollections. Without meaning to.
his face relaxed, and he gave a relieved shrug.

“What are you grinning about all by vourself?”
Takeshima asked as he returned from his meeting.

“Director Takeshima!™ Tsukasa cried.

“Never mind that...” he said, hurrying after
Takeshima into his office.

The contract with Jefferson had
Takeshima much prestige, but also produced even more
work than before. It was whispered that at the stockholder
meeting in June, his tremendous contributions would be
honored and he would be named Vice-President of the
Executive Board. But Takeshima, who intended 10 leave

brought

midst of
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Tech in a year, was not pleased by the prospect.

* Takeshima arrived at his desk.

“Um...do you really intend to quit?” Tsukasa
ted out.

“Of course. It’s one thing at a small shop, but
always believed that big companies run by the
g family will eventually fall apart,” Takeshima said
ly. “President Ookawa, as a shareholder, should put
uture of the company first and find someone else
ycan do a better job.”

That made sense, but Takeshima’s feelings were
plicated. Even though they were lovers, if Takeshima
, then Tsukasa could no longer be his secretary.
d if Takeshima got a job at another foreign-capital
apany, he might even have to work overseas...
“What would I do? " Tsukasa wondered.

~ Nothing would change for another year, but
kasa couldn’t stop thinking about it. It was his bad
it to worry himself crazy, and the more he loved
leone, the more his worries grew. Maybe that was
 the nature of love.

“Is Takeshima worried about leaving me
ind? "’

It seemed Takeshima was also concerned. He
_bed Tsukasa’s hands that had been outstretched to
er him some business papers, pulled Tsukasa close,
d settled him on his lap.

“Ah-wait!” Tsukasa cried.

Takeshima just smiled mischievously and

ed at Tsukasa. “If | leave Dai Tech, we won't be
€ to do this any more.”
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“Ta-Takeshima!™

“If you want to continue our forbidden of
love, why don’t you quit with me?”

Even knowing that Takeshima was joking
Tsukasa was struck speechless. |

But Takeshima was serious. Tsukasa’s language
skills and his secretarial skills could be of use anyw here.
not just Dai Tech. And if Takeshima became established
somewhere new, maybe he could hire Tsukasa himself.
He wouldn’t force Takeshima to derail his carcer plans
just for him, though. When the time was right. they
could talk about the future.

But there was one thing Takeshima wanted to
propose right now.

“Hey, what do you say about living together?””

“Huh? " Tsukasa thought, his mouth refusing 10
voice a response. Disbelief made his amber-hued eyes
open impossibly wide.

“Please move in with me, Tsukasa,” Takeshima
repeated, changing his tactics. “I want vou all
myself-—morning, noon, and night.”

“Takeshima!"

Happiness made Tsukasa's body shiver.
tears spilled from his eyes. He nodded dreamily. unable
to speak as he drowned in Takeshima’s jet-black gaz¢:

For Tsukasa and Takeshima, who had started 0U!
not even knowing each other’s names, a new uture was
dawning.

ice

and

END

Afterword

Hi, Yuiko Takamura here.

First of all, thank you all for reading! Just like
previous novel, Caged Slave has a very adult tone
1 hope everyone enjoyed it!

Love at first sight would never work like this
he real world (ha ha!), but as an author, I'm really
eved that Takeshima and Tsukasa were able to turn
r physical relationship into something much deeper.
[ want to voice my deepest thanks to An Kanae
ver beautiful illustrations of Takeshima and Tsukasa.
: was able to create something really wonderful on
diculously short notice! And even though I wrote
story, | find Tsukasa's poignant expressions really

ving.

Anyway, | would be really happy and inspired
fou dropped me a note, letting me know what you
ight!

~ Lately, I've been really bad and have been
ting at a glacial pace. But next year (by the time
3 book is out, it will be this year), my work will be in
vel Aqua, a magazine put out by Ookura Publishing.
| working really hard, so if you’re interested, make
€ to pick it up!

Until the day we meet again—

Yuiko Takamura
November 2006
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