
        
            
                
            
        

    
	For many, the sins of the father visit themselves upon the children. But in Basho Loy’s experience, it’s the sins of his mother for which he has to pay.

	 

	 

	Basho thinks he knows all his mother’s sins, since his mom is one sinister, mysterious figure. All his life she has been an overbearing figure he can’t emulate, and each and every day, he feels he’s failed her. Except now he’s landed a top job in Tokyo, working for the sexy, compelling Kanji Chang, and Basho believes his fortunes have changed. But Kanji also has mysteries and often gives off a sinister air. And when the two men tumble into bed, Basho is surprised when Kanji actually bites him.

	Though the bite leaves no telltale physical signs, Basho’s whole body goes through changes. He can see and hear better. Sleep is a distant memory, and he has super-fast speed. He also views the world in a different way. But everything hurts, and noises are too loud, while his eyes begin acting weird.

	And then things get even odder when Basho’s mother descends for a visit and spills the family secret. Is she nuts, or is the family’s closely guarded recipe for Stranger Rice not the only thing they hold dear? As Basho dreams of whiskers, he realizes his hot new lover sometimes has four legs, a tail, and a ferocious roar...
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	Dedicated to the memory of all those beautiful animals, extinct, or in existence, that have been maimed, abused and killed by human hands. May we remember and stand up for those creatures and stop the abuse.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Relax,” the masseur whispered. “So tense.”

	Tense? Yeah, Basho Loy was tense. Try as he might, he couldn’t let go of the persistent worry that he’d left something undone. Some small task in his over-filled day had not been completed.

	He went over his mental to-do list. No, there was nothing, but still, he fretted.

	Basho had been employed and extremely well paid for eleven months now. He worked an eighty-hour week most of the time, and fear and anxiety were his closest companions.

	“Relaaaax.” The masseur’s voice was a ghostly whisper upon his very soul.

	Basho loved these massages. He got one each and every Thursday night, the only way he could get through the toughest day of his job. Friday. And the only way he could really relax and persuade himself to stay away from the office on the weekends.

	Still on his stomach, he gave in to Haku’s thumb now pressing into the center of his right calf.

	Basho stifled a scream. Ah. It hurt so good.

	When Basho thought of everything he put his mind and body through each week, he wondered how he hadn’t had a heart attack yet.

	I’m only twenty-five, he reminded himself as shivery spirals of pain shot from his ankle bone, working their way up to the back of his knee.

	“Breathe,” Haku insisted.

	Basho breathed. In spite of the soreness, he was becoming turned on. Haku kept up his gentle yet razor-sharp focus on points of Basho’s body that Basho never knew were in agony until Haku applied the tiniest pressure. Basho could feel the heat rising in his groin. It swamped his senses with the mingled pain until he dutifully breathed in and out.

	Haku was right. Breathing helped shift the burning sensation, helped in sending it off to the stratosphere. Where did all that intense pressure go? Haku worked on the left leg now. Basho knew the masseur would return to the right leg one more time, to make sure there was no more discomfort. Basho resisted falling asleep, although he needed it. Sleep was a waste of time in a massage. He had to stay awake, he needed to be aware of all the tender points and help move the ache away.

	He could just make out the ambient street sounds over the Japanese lute music Haku played in his little studio. Basho didn’t mind the faint noise. It made him feel alive. He spent his entire workweek in a gigantic tower, overlooking Hong Kong’s business district, away from the streets.

	Away from everything.

	Ah. Haku pressed on the right calf again. Nothing. Then the left. Basho smiled into his buckwheat pillow. The legs were finished. That meant he could roll over and...

	“Would you like a happy ending?” Haku asked.

	He always asked, even though it was the part of the massage Basho craved most. Haku never rushed the happy ending. He wouldn’t have dreamed of it, probably.

	“Yes, please.” Basho was no longer self-conscious when he rolled onto his back and his cock sprang into the air. He had begun to believe Haku would be offended if he didn’t have a painful boner. It was just one more part of him that needed to relaaaax.

	Basho inhaled the faint perfume of some floral oil. He could never quite identify it, but its sense-memory lingered in his mind for days after a massage. Basho began to fantasize about coming here every evening. He could afford it, but was it a very decadent thing to do?

	The idea both delighted and worried him.

	Haku’s warm hands began to work on Basho’s groin, moving from side circles to the same relentless pressure on points that brought both pleasure and discomfort.

	For some reason, each time Haku worked on this part of his body, Basho found himself transported to his childhood in Hungary. He usually saw images of walking along a dirt road with his grandfather. He hadn’t thought of the old man for years, and yet here, he was crystal bright and very clear. Emotion welled in him.

	He tried to think of other things. He twisted a little on the luxurious massage table, as if getting away from the precise fingertip pressure would ease the memories.

	It would, but he was a glutton for punishment, apparently, because he always stayed until the very end. He almost cried out with joy when Haku’s right hand began working up from the base of Basho’s cock.

	Haku had once told Basho that he was the most closed-off man he had ever met. “I wake your body up and you shut it down again. What happened to you that cut off your sexuality like this? It isn’t healthy.”

	It had shocked Basho the first time Haku had spoken to him like this, but then Haku was a big, blond American who had embraced the Asian lifestyle and fashioned a lucrative career as a masseur in Hong Kong’s new maze of gay bathhouses and karaoke bars on Hennessy Road.

	The openly gay Haku had picked the right place to come to. His small studio high up in the business building called the Overseas Building had proved to be a goldmine. Hong Kong was still deeply closeted and so behind the times with regard to gay pride that the bathhouse scene and sex in public toilets were the rule rather than the exception.

	Basho had been surprised to see so many otherwise elegant businessmen passing through places like the Wellington Street Public toilet and the men’s sauna at the Mandarin Oriental Hotel. There were a few gay-friendly bars in the city, but Basho preferred the maze, as everyone called it. There were karaoke bars, Internet cafes. And Haku.

	Haku and his maddening fingers of delicious doom.

	The massage therapist released his grip on Basho’s cock, which both calmed and frustrated Basho. He lay, eyes shut, waiting for Haku to pick up the oil bottle, and wasn’t disappointed.

	He wriggled at the squirting sound, which always seemed to harden Basho’s cock all the more. He listened to Haku rubbing the oil onto his hands, and the smell of crushed flowers began to intoxicate Basho once more. Haku held one hand over Basho’s nose, and with the other began to stroke him again. Basho smelled the flowery essence on the other man’s hand and his mouth dropped open as Haku began pumping him, harder, faster, digging down to the base of Basho’s cock. Just once he wished Haku would close his mouth around Basho’s cockhead.

	Basho could no longer open his eyes, nor could he contain his moans. He came with a yell, an eruption so deep and pure he saw nothing but whiskers of violet tendrils behind his eyes. A face loomed. It was always the same face he saw in these moments... Kanji Chang.

	A white fire consumed his mind and spirit, and then Haku stroked his balls, applying pressure on the left one, which he somehow knew was more sensitive than the right. Basho thrashed under the steel-like grip that eked a fresh burst of semen from his body.

	He fell back against the warm bedding, wishing the end wasn’t close. His eyelids fluttered as Haku covered him with a thick warm duvet, then moved down to his feet. He always ended the massage with the feet and head. This time, Basho had no choice. He fell asleep, aware of his own snoring but unable to stop it.

	He had no idea how long he remained on the bed until Haku turned on a small lamp in the corner of the room. Basho was surprised to see that the room had been utterly dark. Night had fallen and the smiling Haku had brought him a cup of his favorite blend of tea—green tea with brown rice.

	Haku raised the head of the massage table so that Basho could sit up and drink the hot liquid. Haku moved about the room slowly. The man was an artist, a saint, and a born healer.

	“Don’t rush,” Haku insisted.

	Don’t worry, I won’t. Basho simply smiled at the man and enjoyed the last few precious moments of their session. The tea was perfect. His whole body felt vibrant and at ease. By Monday night, he’d be tighter than hell again.

	He half-watched Haku clean up the room then rose from the bed, taking his tea with him. He padded over to the tiny shower stall and set his cup on the edge of the sink. His clothes hung on the back of the door. He closed it then opened the shower taps, waiting for the water to warm. It didn’t take long. Stepping into the pristine white tub, he gazed down at the city view from the small, open space between the
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