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	Nanjing​[1].


On a chilly, quiet spring night, Hearted Knowlester walked briskly down the dimly lit street, clutching his laptop. Suddenly, he stopped. Turning slowly, he scanned his surroundings. The street was deserted—no pedestrians, no passing cars. The traffic light flickered green through the mist, casting an eerie glow. A cold breeze rustled the maple leaves, one drifting onto his shoulder before slipping to the pavement. He glanced at his watch—10 p.m. Without thinking, he stepped forward, crushing the leaf beneath his heel.

He knew that he had been shadowed for a long time. He could not use his car now because there was something wrong with the engine. The company he was working for was not far away from his residence which was located in a safe neighbourhood with a lake nearby. He decided to go to work on foot before his car was repaired.

The area was almost soundless except the rustling maple trees surrounding a newly established art gallery. The street in close proximity to the back of the gallery was not noisy in the daytime and was dim at night. His apartment was bought in this place and the decision had been made by his aunt, and he had a fondness for quietness. He was also vigilant, and one day he detected someone was tailing him and heard that man’s slow breathing.

He was thinking about how to deal with the situation when he was trotting and would protect himself from a possible attack. Meanwhile, he was being followed by that mysterious man in a proper distance. He heard that man’s breathing trail off after he walked off the street, but the latter seemed to be unwilling to leave. He had appeared for many nights.

Hearted pondered over the matter. He reflected on his interpersonal relationships and was sure that he had never fallen out with anybody and he could not be targeted; so he speculated that the stalker was a stranger. He usually assessed whether a problem was serious before he dealt with it. He did not want to be pestered night after night, and he would call the police, which would be the best solution.

He had some water and was about to go to sleep. Suddenly he received a text message: it would snow tomorrow.

The next day he was rather busy. The offices and corridors were teeming with fast footsteps while piles of papers were clattering. By contrast, his working area was quiet - nobody dared to annoy him.

He went home as usual after he finished a whole day’s work. It started to snow on the spring night. The snowflakes in the cold wind brushed against his eyes and chilled him. 

He took his phone out of his pocket when he was thinking about the matter. Meanwhile, he was alert to the danger and heard a man’s footfalls on the snowy ground. 

Hearted stopped walking. He put his phone back into the pocket and ran to the source of the sound quickly. He caught sight of a man and grasped his thin arm immediately. The comer did not try to flee, but he was so flustered that he strained to cover his own face with the other hand; however, his face could be clearly seen in the lamplight from a nearby automatic teller machine.

That man could not free himself from Hearted’s grip, and after a moment he lowered his head. 

“Why do you do this?” Hearted said crossly.

That man shivered.

“Who are you?”

Hearted could not get any answer from that man with a drooping head. It was pointless to go on to question him.

“I’ll bring an action against you if you continue to be a stalker!” Hearted warned.

His voice was clear but condescending. He was 1.9 meters in height, and his listener was 1.7 meters.

“Please don’t,” that man implored, struggling to cover up his embarrassment.

He hit Hearted on the ribs suddenly, released himself from the hand of the latter, and ran away as fast as he could, leaving his footsteps echoing in the street.
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Since that night that man had not reappeared. Hearted drove home after his car was repaired. He had never done the same thing twice, but he thought about the people he had known during these twenty years. He had a circle of acquaintances and of the peers whose parents had been the friends of his parents.

He closed his eyes and thought of that man. He could see the plainness, panic, and timidity on his face, and he was certain that he had never met him before.

Few cameras were installed outside the stores in the street next to the art gallery, but more at intersections. That man moved slowly and carefully in the darkness and his face could not be captured. Once he walked out of the place he would disappear, like a drop of water falling into an ocean.

If he chose to call the police, the case would not be accepted because he was safe and sound; in addition, the case would end up with nothing definite because of insufficient clues. That man was a nobody. It’s just a storm in a teacup.

A pile of newly-printed documents was put on his desk. He tapped the papers nonchalantly with his index finger. He considered that he had been able to control the whole thing since it occurred, now he found it was just a trifle. He went on to read the documents. He thought it was over, but it would go on.

It was still cold in early March. He finished his work and stepped out of the building. It was 11:45 p.m. Soon he saw someone standing in the wind and watching him. That man appeared again.

Hearted stood there for a moment and then walked towards him. The latter took a few steps backwards and stopped. Hearted glared at him silently.

“I know you, Mr. Hearted Knowlester,” said the man, gazing at a button in Hearted’s coat. His voice seemed to be broken in the wind and tried to gather.

“I’m so glad to see you,” the man added, with a sincere smile.

Hearted was in a sulk, looking grave. “Why do you do this?” he asked grimly after a moment of silence.

“I’m so sorry,” the man apologised with a pale face and a reddish hue in his ears. “But I just can’t control myself and I’m eager to see you.” He lowered his head.

“Stop pestering me,” Hearted commanded.

“I should not have upset you.” He dared not move closer to him. “Don’t call the police,” he implored.

Hearted took an aloof response to that man’s absurdity, and walked away without hesitation.

The wind blew harder, the man squatted and watched Hearted’s shadow. Affections and sadness lingered in his eyes.

That man had caused Hearted trouble and the warning did not work at all. Even if he was detained by the police, he would do the same thing after he was released. Hearted had heard about stalkers, but he had never expected that he should encounter such a problem. He would ignore the troublemaker, which did not mean that he would yield to him. If he made a concession to the annoyance, it meant that he was terrified by him; if he remained indifferent to the incident, he would think that he could get the upper hand. He was convinced that a man would be a loser if his life was disturbed by a mishap, which had been told to him by his aunt.

Hearted’s judgement was right: the unthreatening stalker was unbelievably persistent. He could see that he was waiting for him every night outside the office building, perhaps he knew that Hearted would not call the police.

One night he looked happy as soon as he watched Hearted stepping out of the building. He took a few steps forwards and stopped in a proper distance.

“Are you hungry?” he ventured with an air of expectancy.

Hearted saw him holding a plastic food container and was puzzled at his behaviour.

“What do you want?” asked Hearted. “Money?”

That man became disappointed at once. He stood there for a moment, looking downcast. “I don’t need that,” he said.

He appeared every night. Sometimes he held something carefully in his arms, and sometimes he just stood there and watched Hearted silently. The latter just ignored him. Something strange was growing between them.
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After Hearted left the bar, he looked at his watch. It was 11:20 p.m. Few people and cars could be seen on the road. It would be a ten-minute walk from here to the nearest subway station. He could catch the final-run subway if he walked faster. He closed his eyes and pinched between the eyebrows to sober up. He had drunk heavily tonight.

The company he was working for signed a lucrative contract with the local government at the end of the first quarter, and he was invited to a victory banquet because he had played a key role in the business deal. It would be improper to decline it.

Hearted was brilliant and hardworking and held a high position in the company, and he was also taciturn, formidable, and poker-faced. He had never lost his temper in the office, and he was respected by his subordinates with awe, but his colleagues seldom spoke to him unless necessary. He was quiet in the banquet but others were excited.

After the dinner, his colleagues said that they would drink to their heart’s content in a well-known bar. 

“Relax, Hearted,” the boss said tipsily, patting him on the shoulder. “And join us.”

Hearted could smell the alcohol on his body. He looked at his watch. It was 9 o’clock at night. He would go to a bar with everybody.

In the bar Hearted’s immediate superior had him drink beer bottle after bottle, and the others swigged whisky and guffawed.

Hearted had to drink on and on after his excuses failed to work. The blue-purple lamplight in the dance floor cast rays on the boss’s face, and the crazy participants looked like monsters in the noisy bar.

“Oh, you are a good drinker,” said the higher-up, giving another glass of wine to Hearted. The former could not hold the glass steadily and spilled the wine.

Hearted quickly gulped the wine, and soon his leader got drunk. Hearted went to the washroom. He realised that the wine had a strong lingering effect when he was washing his hands, and he should go as soon as possible. The room stank of alcohol and vomit, and his colleagues lay on the sofa zonked out. He picked up his coat and left.

The famous restaurant and the bar chosen by the owner of the company were not located in the downtown area. The door of the bar separated the noisiness inside from the quietness outside. The smell of alcohol permeating the air was devouring his mind, but he was walking forwards neither too quickly nor too slowly.

He stepped into the entrance of the subway station and walked down the stairs like a traveller. He, however, frowned after he took each step, and he felt like being a tightly-pulled bow which would rupture at its maximum. He walked into a washroom quickly, grasped the wash stand with both hands and closed his eyes to ease the discomfort caused by the alcohol.

“You should control everything you do. Self-discipline and abstinence are virtues. Are you clear, Hearted?” Those words had been told to him by his aunt. After she took off her glasses, her eyes resembled his.

After he reopened his eyes, he still felt dizzy. He tried to straighten, turned around slowly, and saw a dim figure. That man walked up to him and held his hand tenderly. “Are you all right?” he asked anxiously. “I saw you and your colleagues go to a restaurant and to a bar tonight, and I followed you along the way.”

Hearted could not hear his voice clearly, and his body was too heavy for him. That man took a handkerchief out of his pocket, wetted it, and used it to wipe Hearted’s face as softly as possible. Hearted kept standing there. That man’s voice became lower and lower and he stopped wiping after a while. He looked up at Hearted who was closing his eyes, frowning, and looking grim.

He lowered his head and saw Hearted’s erection. He clenched his own clothes and released his hand, and repeated. At last he plucked up the courage to touch the dark, protruding piece of cloth.
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The remote subway station seemed to be empty at midnight, but the groans in a public toilet made the quiet, chilly spring night less lonely.

The wall paved with white tiles in the toilet misted up when a man’s warm body was pressing against it. His sweater was rolled up to the chest while his trousers and underpants were pulled down to his ankles. Hearted was grasping his waist and penetrating him. The bottom was feeling so cold except in his belly. He was thin and unattractive, so he tried to act submissively to satisfy the top. The large cock in a flame quickly thrust into his tight, dry intestinal tract and moved up and down relentlessly. Blood was dripping from his anus. The dick in his body was like a sharp knife that his muscles were contracting because of the agony he had never felt before.

“Don’t stop,” he said with a forced smile.

The sharpness went on. A layer of liquid from the intestinal wall mixed with blood started to lubricate the anus. Hearted quickened his penetrations and held his partner’s waist much more tightly. The bottom’s body was shaking and his shoulder blades were dancing. The cock thrusts went deeper and deeper, and its movements in the bottom’s belly could be clearly seen. The quickness of the penis put the man in a trance, and he felt like being engulfed by the fierceness. A load of semen poured into the gut when the dick reached the deepest area. He shivered and shrilled like death.

“Now his semen is in my body,” the man thought crazily, putting his fists on the wall with bloodstains in the palms of his hands. 

He had been loving Hearted for so long that he enjoyed being fucked by the latter. The pleasure stimulated some liquid dripping from his own penis.

Hearted released his grip from the man’s waist. The latter flopped on the ground mixed with blood, semen and dirt. He dimly saw Hearted neatening his clothes and striding across his body, but the former was exhausted and panting heavily. Hearted left without hesitation and even did not look at him.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 5

[image: image]


Hearted went to work on Monday punctually. After he parked his car, with a briefcase he walked into the building and waited for the elevator.

“Good morning, Mr. Knowlester,” his colleague said.

He nodded silently. When the elevator reached the top floor, he stepped into his office and kept working until late at night. He was a huge, intimidating and boring man. He spent each day mechanically and lived his life without like or dislike, and he only considered rationality.

At ten o’clock at night he stepped out of the building. It did not snow anymore in March although it was still cold. He saw nobody waiting for him at the gate and then he walked into the underground parking lot. His car was in the innermost part of the bleak lot with some flickering lamps. The light in that area had been off due to low temperature. He stopped when he saw a figure squatting beside his car. That man stood up at the sight of Hearted and walked up to him.

“Hello, Mr. Knowlester,” he said happily, trying to hold Hearted’s sleeve. He was wearing his old clothes and the bruises left on that night could be clearly seen in his wrists.

“Don’t worry,” he added. “I’m healthy. And I apologise for the inconvenience.”

Hearted stood there mutely, looking grim. That man carefully used two fingers to hold Hearted’s sleeve lest he should irritate him.

The silence triggered fear but it was also
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