
[image: Cover for the Hunchback]


About the Author

Saos Ichikawa lives in Kanagawa Prefecture, Japan. Her bestselling debut novel, Hunchback, won the 128th Bungakukai Prize for New Writers and the 169th Akutagawa Prize. She is the first author with a physical disability to receive the Akutagawa Prize, Japan’s premier literary award. She has congenital myopathy and uses a ventilator and an electric wheelchair.




Hunchback

‘Uproariously funny, unflinching, and merciless. It’s not very often you encounter this provocative and yet so refreshingly honest of a read’ Mariana Enriquez, author of The Dangers of Smoking in Bed

‘Filled with unforgettable insight’ Sayaka Murata, author of Convenience Store Woman

‘Brazen in its intensity, radical in its vitality’ Saba Sams, author of Send Nudes

‘A forceful and original novel which will leave no reader unchanged’ Nicola Dinan, author of Bellies

‘Propulsive, sexy and distilled, Hunchback is the novel on disability and desire I’ve been waiting for. Shifting between the minutiae of physical limits and broader structures of ableism, Saou Ichikawa’s writing is as narratively gripping as it is explosively insightful. This is an essential book’ Daisy Lafarge, author of Paul

‘Hunchback is an eruption. It dissolves conventional pieties around care. In Saou Ichikawa’s world, constraints – both physical and social – can only be overcome by an immense and necessary flourishing of desire’ Will Harris, author of Rendang

‘Defiant, subversive, sexy, dark and full of originality. Hunchback breaks like a shard of lightning through a complacent, oppressive world’ Seán Hewitt, author of All Down Darkness Wide

‘I can honestly say I’ve never read anything like it. It’s by turns sharp and tender, both shocking and mordantly funny. It’s an incredibly generous dispatch from an experience most people simply can’t imagine (and choose to avert their eyes from). I loved it so much I could go on and on’ Emmett de Monterey, author of Go the Way Your Blood Beats

‘Frank and unflinching, this transgressive novel about disability, privilege and desire demands your attention from the very first page. It’s a true firecracker and I was absolutely gripped by Ichikawa’s bold, fresh voice’ Alice Slater, author of Death of a Bookseller
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My Steamy Threesome with Super-Sexy Students in One of Tokyo’s Most Sought-After Swingers’ Clubs (Part I)

The place in question was just ten minutes’ walk from Shibuya Station.

Spotting the rose slanting across the sign, I knew I’d made it to the Castle of Desire.

But I guess I should introduce myself first, eh? My name’s Mikio, and I’m a freelance writer. The mission I’d been set this time was to report undercover on one of Tokyo’s most legendary swingers’ clubs. So, without further ado …

I stepped through the door with S, a college student I’d matched with on a dating app. When she’d locked eyes with me at our appointed meeting place, she’d shot me a smile that reminded me of that new, effortlessly slick female presenter on one of the major TV channels – in any case, she was super hot. What’s more, the tits jutting out from her black turtleneck jumper were an E-cup …!

I should probably say at this point that I’m already a member of the swingers’ club in question, so there were no problems getting in. Truth is, I used to be a regular, before becoming a writer …

The place is made up of three floors. On the ground floor is the reception and a locker room, the first floor is the lounge bar, and the second floor is where the playrooms are. It was 8pm, and the lounge bar had a nice buzz to it. I’d put the guy to girl ratio at about 7:3.

Stripping off and touching in the lounge bar are prohibited, but kissing is okay – those are the house rules. As S and I were chatting over mojitos at one of the booth seats, another couple came up, also with mojitos in hand, and asked us if they could join us.

The guy introduced himself as a 32-year-old trader, very much the jock type. Discovering that S was at Waseda, he revealed that he’d been there himself. The two of them talked up a storm about that for a while, then seamlessly progressed to a steamy make-out session. This dude was clearly no beginner to these kinds of nightspots! In case you’re wondering, Mikio graduated from a slightly less illustrious university … (^^;)

Someone suggested that we take things to the playroom, so we made our way upstairs. A member of staff pointed the four of us to a room that just so happened to be empty. Luck was on our side!

The girl the trader had brought with him, 26-year-old Y who hailed from Minato – only the most affluent district of Tokyo – said it was her first time at a sex club. She’d had a fivesome in high school, though. Some education that must have been, jeez …! The playroom had red plastic matting underfoot, and glass walls on all sides. At a push of the remote button, the transparent glass clouded over. Y blew me while I stood there sensing the figures clustered around outside like a bunch of garden gnomes. Man, that felt good! I guess it makes sense that someone who’d had a fivesome in high school would know how to give decent head. Just as she’d gulped down a load of my pre-cum, we switched places. I’ve got a thing for doing it with clothes on, so I stood behind her and fondled her tits through her blouse as I licked the inside of her ear.

Meanwhile, S was leaning up against the tinted glass while the trader sucked on her E-cup tits. The black turtleneck hoisted up around her mouth muffled her moans so they sounded super horny. Her enormous white breasts were glistening and bouncy like ripe Japanese pears. You had to hand it to 21-year-old college students! Huge but still pert, they really were a flawless set of tits.

No wonder 26-year-old Y was hanging her head, her cheeks reddened by the humiliation of defeat. Although, if I’m being totally honest, I’m not that into big-breasted women. Y’s regular-sized, slightly saggy tits were actually way more up my alley. Yeah, she was really turning me on. I stuck a hand into her panties to find she was already dripping wet. ‘Can I fuck you?’ I groaned into her ear. ‘Sure ♡’! she replied. I grabbed one of the condom packets that had come pirouetting down from the ceiling at just the right moment, and so began Round One. I took her first in the missionary position and she started moaning like the bit in that Matsuken Samba song where Ken’s voice flicks up weirdly high at the end of his words. Out the corner of my eye, I watched the trader fucking S from behind, her palms pressed up against the smoked glass, making her orgasm over and over. Thinking that this crazy samba of ours needed an audience, I reached out a hand for the remote. Beyond the panes of glass that turned clear in an instant stood a whole cluster of garden gnomes doing their one-handed jig.

*

I saved the document and closed the WordPress editing screen, then set the iPad mini I’d been holding in both hands down on to the towelling blanket drawn across my stomach. While I’d been concentrating on getting to the end of the article, mucus had built up in my windpipe, and the alarm on my Trilogy ventilator was chirruping furiously. I inserted the suction catheter to drain off the mucus – the air entering through the ventilator tube for the best part of twenty minutes had whipped it up to a foamy texture – reconnected the ventilator to my tracheostomy tube, then picked up my iPhone from beside my bed and opened the chat app that I used for work.


I’ve just submitted the first half of the Swingers’ Club piece. Do let me know your thoughts when you have a moment.



Once again I suctioned off the mucus rising up, and this time, immediately felt the oxygen moving to my brain. Yeah, that felt – good.


Thanks very much. Can I ask you to deliver the second half by the end of the week, along with both the Fukuoka and Nagasaki editions of the Top 20 Pick-up Spots?

Yes, that’s no problem. I’ll have all three of them to you by Saturday.



I picked up the iPad mini and once again logged into WordPress. Among the list of articles created by the editorial department, which were so far just a bunch of titles inserted into templates, I tapped on the words reading ‘Fukuoka Edition’ in order to assign Buddha as editor. That was my account name – Buddha. For twenty-nine years now, I have been residing in Nirvana. Ever since the day that my underdeveloped muscles had prevented my heart and lungs from maintaining a normal level of oxygen saturation, and I’d grown faint and passed out by the classroom window in my second year of middle school.

That makes it almost thirty years since I stopped walking outside, the soles of my shoes scraping along the pavement.

The hands of the clock on the wall were glancing twelve. Turning my attention to my bladder, I admitted the urge to pee, and so, as burdensome a prospect as it was, I readied myself to get up and use the bathroom. Even Buddha had to rise and walk around Nirvana from time to time, surely. Deflating the trach cuff with a syringe, I detached the ventilator’s connector and turned it off
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