March 11-June 29, 2007 – This is a response to my previous story which was a yaoi. I wanted to try to write at least one yaoi and one hentai. My conclusion: I can’t write sex scenes. This is one of the most difficult stories I ever had to write. The result is more bits and pieces rather than a flowing story. Unfortunately, I feel this is best. I may edit this in the future since my original inspiration was more of a flowing story with a much happier ending. No one dies, but then, this isn’t exactly a happy story. Please note that some of the names are ironic on purpose.
*Warning* This is a hentai story. Explicit sex is depicted in words. This story has m/m and m/f scenes. Rape and orgy warning. Don't read if you don't like such things! 
Names:
清水 Shimizu (clear water) 清い Kiyoi (pure)
山下 Yamashita (under the mountain) 征爾,Seiji (attack someone) 

聖人 Masato (sacred person) – Misa (nickname)
浜野 Hamano (seaside field)
okama (an effeminate gay man)
yutaka (summer/informal kimono)
There are moments when I want to cry, and moments when I'm so happy. But the truth is you don't really love me. Everything we do is just for a few minutes of pleasure. I wish that you will just kill me so I don't have to experience this pain.

No Love. Just Sex.

There are things I cannot be forgiven for. I have loved someone I should not have loved. 

*****

“Take it.” She obediently knelt before him as he set on the bed. Taking hold of his penis in her hands gently, she wrapped her lips around it. Impatient, he grabbed her head and pushed her down, forcing her to take his hardness all the way into her mouth. She grimaced silently as she tasted the pre-cum on her tongue. He groaned as he climaxed. Fellatio with him has always been quick. But of course he was not satisfied. He pulled her up onto the bed, kissing her roughly. She was overwhelmed by the stench of alcohol and cigarette smoke emanating from his body and tasted it on his lips. She straddled him, feeling the again hardened member pressed against her. He grinned up at her stupidly. Ignoring the drunken look in his eyes, she guided his penis into her, settling down on it firmly. As if awakened, he suddenly pushed her onto her back roughly. His thrusts were quick and painful, but the feeling soon passed as he ejaculated into her. He collapsed onto her heavily. The room became strangely quiet as she rested, still too tried to move. She turned her head as there was a knock on the door. 

“Kiyoi-chan, Yamashita-san is here already.”

“Tell him I’ll be right there.” 

Slowly, she eased herself out from beneath the lax body. He was already asleep. Sitting up, she made a face as she felt stickiness between her legs. She really needed a shower but that will have to wait. She grabbed a towel and wiped herself clean as best as she could. Running her fingers through her long black hair, she studied herself in the mirror. She noted the yutaka that was beside the bed and slipped it on. Satisfied, she left the room.

“Sorry to keep you waiting.” Kiyoi apologized as she pushed open the door. Yamashita Seiji laid on the bed with his yukata tied loosely about his waist. The front fell open revealing a smooth chest and well defined torso. His wavy black hair lightly covered by his dark eyes closed in sleep was a picture of calmness. Even in sleep, his expression seemed controlled, revealing nothing of his dreams. She took a step closer when he opened his eyes and looked intently at her. She turned away and walked towards the bathroom. “I’m sorry for keeping you waiting. I’ll be out in a moment.” She discarded her yukata and stepped into the steady stream of hot water. 

She poured some soap into her hands as she felt Seiji’s arms circle around her, his lips brushing against her neck licking softly. She tried to pull away, but he continued to hold her. “Wait, I’m dirty.” “Then let me clean you.” His deep voice blew across her ear making her shiver.

*****

“Shimizu, you are called to the undergraduate student body council office.” Kiyoi looked up as she finished gathering her books. “Alright.” She followed the long hallway to the student council office that was located at the west end of the campus. Knocking on the door, she waited. When there was no response, she knocked again and then pushed opened the door slowly. “I’m coming in.” She announced as she walked inside. “Welcome, Shimizu Kiyoi-san.”

“Vice president…” The tall male leaned against the table as he looked up from the book he was holding. He gestured to a seat nearby and she obliged. He continued to look at the book and spoke without preamble. “You are currently working. Working is against the rules at this university and the punishment is quite severe.” He looked up at her and gave a small smile. “Of course, the penalty for being a prostitute is no less then suspension and the police will be notified.” She lowered her head, but didn’t say anything. “You can quit your job, though you will still be punished.” He walked to her and tilted her chin up, forcing her to look at him. “This may be difficult, but I am part of the student body, a representative of our school. However, there are other ways of handling the situation.” She glared at him and pushed his hand away. “Don’t play around with me: what do you want?” He laughed as he leaned closer, his voice lowered to a whisper. “I want you. Your body for my silence.” She didn’t respond as he kissed her.

*****

His tongue slipped into her mouth, He pressed his body against her as he held her tightly. She moaned softly as his lips traveled down her neck, sucking on the wet skin. Pouring some soap into his hands, he began to spread it over her body, massaging the smooth lather over her breasts. His eyes were focused on her face as he tugged at her nipples, the tips already hard from his administrations. Two fingers entered her vagina. She could feel him rubbing against the soft muscle inside her, the circling motion causing her to tremble. She bit her lips from the sensations as he licked her navel. The heat of the water and the warmth emanating from his closeness made her dizzy. She closed her eyes, holding on to his shoulders for support as her legs weakened from the stimulation. He pulled his fingers out of her and pushed her until she was facing the wall. He turned her head towards her, his height allowing him to claim her mouth easily. She could feel his hardness pressed against her back. Then he pushed into her. As the tip entered her, her muscles instinctively tightened. She could feel his entire length pulsating within her. “Relax….” His breath was hot against her neck. His strokes quickened as he pushed against her. His moans mixed with her soft cries. 

“Are you finished?” Stopping in the hallway, Kiyoi looked up at the voice. Though distinctively male, the tone was pitched higher creating a beautiful sound. The body accompanied by the voice was just as beautiful. Masato pushed his long black hair back, letting the strands fall softly about his face. His kimono was tied loosely about his thin waist and the top opened showing off his delicate features. Kiyoi pushed past him. “Yes, the room is available. They just need to clean it-” Masato placed a hand on her shoulder. “I’m asking are you finished with him?” Kiyoi shrugged the hand off. “If you’re looking for Yamashita-san, he has already left.” Masato pouted his lips, the look seemed almost natural coming from him. “That is a pity. I suppose he wasn’t really relaxed if he still had energy to leave so soon.” Kiyoi turned to glare at him as Masato smiled sweetly. “Misa-san, if there is nothing else, I will be leaving.” As she turned away, the okama laughed.

A tall lady in a dark kimono stopped her at the door. “Kiyoi-chan, don’t let Misa bother you.” Kiyoi shook her head. “I won’t. Thank you for everything, Hamano-sama. Good night.” She bowed and left as Hamano turned to greet another customer. “Misa-chan, your client is here!”

*****

“I love you.”

It was only her dream. She is unable to stop the warmth from filling her. The way he kissed her and held her. She couldn’t erase the memory. She pushed the thoughts away: it was not that sweet. She denied it vehemently.

*****

“I won’t let you have him.” Masato pushed her onto the bed. Kiyoi tried to sit up, but the drugs were quickly making their way through her system, robbing her of her strength. She struggled to focus. “What are you going to do to me?” Her voice was already weak. Masato gave a sickeningly sweet smile as he posed seductively by the door. “I’m not going to do anything.” Two naked men advanced towards the bed as Masato draped himself over one. Kiyoi watched in horror as he kissed one of the men, rubbing himself against him. The thin kimono fabric already revealed a bulge and the other men were no different.

She was stripped of her clothes. “No…no!” She struggled against them, but the drug was in full effect and her own cries disappeared into whispers. She closed her eyes as she felt their lips and hands roam across her body. “Stop…” She winced as she felt one of them fingering her.  His penis replaced his fingers and he pushed into her vagina roughly. Kiyoi grimaced from the pain as he started to pound against her. She was vaguely aware of the other man positioned at her back. Without warning, he pushed into her. Her screams were very faint. “So tight!” The man lustily breathed into her ear. She was being raped by two men, squeezed between them tightly. She could barely breathe. “Ah…so good….” “Ahh…” Their voices filled the room. Masato lowered his head next to hers. “How do you feel, Kiyoi-chan? I believe it’s your first time having sex with two men. It must be unbelievable.” His breath was cut short as he pushed his penis into the man that was thrusting into her behind. The pressure from all three of them overwhelmed her. She couldn’t focus as her body was pushed about, forced into their rhythm. Each stabbing moment elicit more pain. Their frenzied movements increased and she became lost in their cries of pleasure.

*****

A gentle kiss. No, it’s only a dream. Strong arms, a soothing touch. She won’t give in to this fantasy.

*****

Kiyoi opened her eyes. She frowned as she took in her unfamiliar surroundings. She was in a large bedroom. Pushing the covers away, she moved to sit up. But she couldn’t move. As she tried to shift her body, a shot of pain went through her lower abdomen. “It hurts!” She clenched the sheets from the tenderness in her limbs. Immediately, her mind recalled the events of last night. If it was only last night. The okama. Two other men. She lifted her head as the door opened. “You’re awake.” Kiyoi narrowed her eyes at him. “Yamashita-san.”  He walked over to her with a glass of water, which she accepted hesitantly. Her hands shook as she lifted it to her lips, but she couldn’t bring herself to drink. Seiji covered her hands with his, holding the cup up gently. He gave her a small smile. “There are no drugs in it. It is only water.” She took a sip before placing it down on the table next to the bed. “You better stay in bed today. It will take some time before the drug goes through your system. I’ll get you some food.” He walked to the door as she laid down again. She stared after him. “You don’t need to be so nice. If you want to have sex, then just do it.” He turned around and walked towards her. Slowly, he lowered his lips to hers. She closed her eyes, but the kiss never came. When she opened her eyes again, he was already out the door.

*****

She grimaced as she pulled off her robe. “Do you need help?” She didn’t bother turning around: she could see Seiji smiling from the reflection in the mirror. “No!” She winced as she lifted her legs to step into the bathtub already filled with water. The warm waters made her aware of the wounds on her inner thighs and genital area. When she saw herself unclothed, her torso, arms and legs had blue and purple marks. Her behind was no different. It was her first anal penetration and she was wholly unprepared for it. She was going to strangle that okama. She clenched her fists in anger. “Relax.” Seiji’s voice echoed softly. She suddenly became aware of his hands on her neck and shoulders, massaging gently. Closing her eyes, she sank into the water.

*****

“Do you like him?” “No, of course not!” “I don’t believe you.” “I don’t care what you believe.” “He denied my advances. He chooses to have sex with you. I won’t let you have him.”
Surprised, the teacup she held fell to the floor.
He didn’t choose to sex with her. She was alone. She needed money. Her body was the only thing she can compensate for his silence. The act itself is meaningless.

*****

“What is it?” “Why are you being so nice to me?” “Are you expecting me to do something else?” He smiled solemnly as he cupped her face with his hand, tilting her chin up. This time her eyes stayed open and he pressed his lips against hers, his tongues pushing into her mouth. Tugging at the clean robe he gave her to wear, the front opened. He lowered his head to her breast and sucked on the nipple, rolling the tip between his lips. His hands moved down her body, touching gently the places where she was bruised. The slight pain seemed to heighten the pleasant feelings he was drawing out of her body. “You’re so wet.” She blushed as he pushed a finger into her. He rubbed against the clit softly, as another finger entered her body. She bit her lips to stop herself from crying out. “Your voice, let me hear it.” Pulling himself alongside her, he held her close as he claimed her lips again. His hardened member pressed against her lower area, rubbing against her opening.  She gasped as he pushed into her. “Ah…nn….” She winced in pain from the injuries made during the earlier intrusion. However, the pain soon disappeared as he pulled in and out of her body. Each time it seemed as if he reached deeper into her. Their breath mingled against each other, the friction and heat building up between them. “Ah…no….” He laughed breathlessly without stopping. “No, what?” Unable to hold back, she grabbed on tightly to him as she climaxed. As her lower muscles contracted, Seiji thrust into her, his pace quickened. She had another orgasm before he finally came.

Before she succumbed to exhaustion, she felt him wrap his arms around her gently with her head pillowed against his shoulder.
*****

“Your body belongs to me.” “What?” “You asked why I was being so nice.” She tried to turn away, but he forced her head back as he kissed her. His mouth was demanding and she had difficulty catching her breath when he released her. “I’m reclaiming you.” “I’m only a body to you.” Her voice was so soft, but he caught her words. “Yes.” She closed her eyes. Why should she care? She knew all this already. She knew how he felt about her. Towards her.

She made a strangled noise as her tears seemed caught at her throat. She didn’t cry. She couldn’t. But he kissed her eyes anyway.
