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New
Order features in 4:Play,
an erotic short story collection.
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erotic poems after the short story [also from
4:Play] ;)

 

 

~~**~~










NEW ORDER


Aunt Regina wanted some company for a recital she had tickets
to. An up and rising, conductor-less band from Japan I’d never
heard of, was coming to town. They called themselves
shintaisei, which means “New Order” in Japanese.

But I decide to go with her, being her favorite
godson and all.

We reach the theater hall. Boy, it’s packed.

We squeeze our way in — “You look so handsome!”
she says to me — and I say she looks nice too, decked up in a
velvety dark green dress with the ubertastic paula shell drop
earrings I got for her last Christmas.

I flip through the program, bored out of my
mind, the collar of my gunmetal grey shirt feeling stiff under my
neck.

“That’s the penis of the choir,” she whispers to
me, pointing to the stage.

“Who?” I say. Her sentence had actually started
on the third word. It woke my brain up.

“The pianist of the choir.”

Oh. I hear her correctly this time.

The lights begin to dim, as the show is about to
begin. I look up to the stage.

Oh my God.

I drop my program, and I quickly bend over to
pick it up.

I want to sneak out with him to the parking lot,
under the moonlight, rip his boxers off, have them between my
teeth.

He is immaculate, dressed in a white suit, holy
white of all colors. The lights on stage throw a halo around his
chestnut brown hair, with random sexilicious strands resting upon
his eyebrows.

He’s standing directly beneath the center
spotlight, like he is the star of the show — he knows he is. He
knows, and I know.

But he knows not that I know.

Lean meat and a polished body, bones hardly
showing, hardly a drop of fat on him. Cheekbones and a jaw line
like they’d been chiseled by a master artisan’s hands. He moves so
lightly across the stage, and I think of the Greek messenger god
Hermes, with the swift wings on his heels.

I start to sweat. This cannot be happening. I am
not twisted.

But there my gaze goes.

His spotless white pants are tailored — when he
lifts his arms to stretch his shoulders/triceps/upper back — the
bottom of the doublet vest top parts, and anyone with eyes and that
wasn’t cold-blooded would notice the conspicuous bulge right
there.

He scans the audience coolly — he can scoff at
us mere mortals. I look at the program, look at his picture on the
page that contains a brief bio on him. He is 21 years young, born a
year before me. He looks better in real life. The picture of him is
a professional shot, but he seems pale and washed out. There is a
glow in his untanned skin that is best viewed with the naked eye,
not via a camera lens and artificial lighting.

“Does he even eat?” my aunt says, nudging me.
Her voice seems to float from a faraway distance, somewhere behind
the stage, even though she is seated right next to me. “He looks
like he’s disappearing!”

Not to me, no. I am more and more aware of his
existence with each pump of my heart.

I try to distract myself: I notice a TV hostess
is seated at the front row with her music director boyfriend — the
people behind me are trying to keep their voices down as they
gossip about somebody I don’t know who “can’t concentrate, and
can’t do anything except think of him non-stop,” — a girl in a
bubblegum pink silk-chiffon spaghetti-strip dress thing takes her
seat two rows in front of me. Someone from my university comes in
to join a couple of friends in a nearby aisle.

But how can they compare?

They don’t have T.H. — T.H., like as if I
already know him — they don’t have Toshiyuki Hayata’s grace,
polish, cultural poise, the arty glamour that he embodies. Such
qualities when forced, turn the subject into a frigid caricature,
someone who’s not really himself. But not Toshiyuki. He is the real
thing.

When he starts to play, I am lost in his hands.
His white, slim, youngish, lively hands, running up and down the
black and ivory keys of the grand piano, fluid as running water,
soothing as running water, inviting as running water. I hear no
music, no actual sound coming from the instruments on stage, not
even the vocal harmonizing of the people in the choir. All I see is
T.H. I am his hands, which are one with the piano. All else on the
planet is obliterated.

He outshines everyone — reaching right into me,
into places I’m afraid to go myself.

“That was so nice, wasn’t it?”

My aunt is standing and clapping her hands. I
follow and do the same, as if in a trance. The hour-long
performance is over before I can even navigate the mental and
hormonal kaleidoscopes in me.

“I thought the last song was so good.
The pianist really exposed its beauty. Years of piano practice have
given him long, strong fingers.”

“Hmm? Oh, yes… yes.”

My aunt is still saying something to me, but as
I walk out, I feel like I am moving in a dream world. I am coming
to terms with myself that I am already in the final remnants of the
dream—I just happened to have had a momentary crush, on a guy no
doubt, a guy I would have a less than ten percent chance of ever
seeing again. It sounds bleak, but I am just being practical.

Then I see him outside, hanging around with two
of the choir members. He looks at me, sees me, tilts his head up
slightly, as if checking me out down the tip of his fine, straight
nose — I turn aside, not knowing where to look, the blood rushing
to my head and groin. My hands fumble in my pockets, as lucid wet
dreams scream in my head and spin me around.

My knees want to hit the floor, so that I can be
before him, and blow his head, as he runs those lithe long pianist
fingers through my hair and pulls my head in —

closer, closer,
closer —

I wish that he can read my mind, because for the
life of me I am ceasing to function —

 

“Hi,” he says. Oh me, oh my, oh —

“Hey,” I say back. I cannot breathe
—

“Great, uhm… performance,” I say. I shift
uneasily on my feet.

 

What else might he have to
demonstrate?

 

Aunt Regina has spotted a friend of hers and has
gone over to chat with the person.

While I love my aunt, God forbid she
interrupts.

This is quality time I’m spending with someone
who has an unshakeable hold on me. I am the wayward moth being
drawn in by the burning flame.

I sense a powerful current between us — like
we’re both rocking the same boat. But I’m not sure if it is just my
imagination.

I want to run away because I am petrified out of
my wits. But I force myself to be brave and stand tough, even
though my legs feel like they’re being reduced to gelatin.

Toshiyuki’s eyes shift to the side.

 

I want to jump
him, violate him,

strip him off his holy white décor

“Come with me.”

I’m thinking of a
different sort of “come—”

 

He walks fast. I wonder what he wants to show
me. I want to drug him and take him home with me. I’m feeling drunk
even though I haven’t had a drink in ages, and I struggle not to
stagger.

We step behind a door, some backstage area,
where there’s nothing but blackness.

And as I casually look to the wall for a light
switch, he grabs my neck, and his mouth is on my throat. My eyes
are on his shoulder, hiding from the already hidden darkness, and
one hand smoothly caresses my neck. His other hand is stroking my
crotch that’s hard as a solid steel baton, and ready to go like a
bullet.

I press myself against him — two skinny dude
bodies, evenly matched, from the feel of skin to toned muscle and
interlocking hands/legs. Two hearts beating louder, the faint
scents of us mixing: his, a spicy citrus fragrance with a hint of
cinnamon that makes me swoon, and a musky-sweaty, natural
“I’m-turned-on” scent coming from me.

Then there’s an approaching chorus of inane
chattering voices, coming from the corridor.

He kisses me, sucks on my lips, while I suck on
his kiss, as I think about us further getting… a little of what we
give… at the same time. I think to myself: Right heights, 69,
yowza — but nothing comes out of my mouth.

Then Toshiyuki mutters, “If you’re ever in
Japan, I’ll receive you very, very well.”

He hands me a name card, and writes something on
it:

 

Hotel Bijou, #38C, Tel: (111)
411-2120




“Or you can see me earlier.”

He hits me again with one of his kisses, then
disappears out, leaving me to melt away by myself.

I drift out and see him signing autographs, at a
booth they’ve set up outside the concert hall. I will wait
downstairs for him till he’s done.

I get a message on my cell:

 

(10.31pm): Mitch, where are you? I wandered
off – met a friend :)

 

I text message my aunt that I’ve met an old
school friend as well (“it was totally unexpected!”). She wishes me
good night, and thanks me for having accompanied her (“my
pleasure”).

The twenty minutes I spend waiting are
equivalent to sinking to the bottom of an ocean, tens of thousands
of miles deep. Finally I see Toshiyuki — and he sees me too, his
suave sexy-beast eyes unfazed. We jabber about my country, his
country, the make, model, and year of a Cadillac that just whizzes
past us, as we go to his hotel, a 5-minute walk away.

A posh, experienced porter greets him by name,
smiles at me with a polite nod and slight bow. I do the same and
feel like a clown.

Elevator taking a gazillion years to reach
storey 8

Feet shuffling in mine almost tripping over
themselves

Door closing, locking

Hands on each others’ belt buckles

Tongues already seeking the other out

I feel his hand closing in around my sex

“You’re so hot, Erokakkoii!”

“Yes, I want you too — what did you just call
me?”

“Ah, that is Japanese for ‘sexy, in a cool way’…
”

And yes-yes-oh-god-yes his boxers
are in between my teeth

He’s on the tip of my tongue

And then I hear the real music coming from
him

And I’m going to add to the concerto

Here’s to a new order in my life

It’s more fun in the dark

It’s all hands tongues and amplified
sensation

We’re gonna make us sweat our brains out

Two gentlemen

Please excuse us

It’s our show

 

Lights
out.

 

# # # # #

 

3 Erotic Haiku

 

Lock & Key

Hold me down; your
eyes

Do it better than
cuffing

My wrists to
bedposts.

 

fondue

Strawberries and
dark

Chocolate, after hot
sex

With your hotter
ex.

 

Banana

With my lips
around

The fruit, I twirled
my tongue and

Tasted its
delight.

 

* * *

 

Playing the Flute

 

I heard she was an expert at playing the jade
flute.

 

Under the moonlight, we undress each other,
hastily — eager to engage in a song of Life’s greatest
pleasure.

 

All her movements are gentle as cherry blossoms
upon the water.

 

She daintily brings her lips and tongue to my
warrior.

 

The night is soon filled with our music.

 

She does not allow me to let her go faster. She
does not tire.

 

All the while, my intense delight threatens to
engulf me, extinguish me.

 

Every breath threatens to be my last.

 

When her performance is complete, she kisses me,
and falls asleep in my arms.

 

As she gently sleeps, my hands trace her curves,
reveling in the details.

 

When she wakes, I notice she holds her hairpin
with as much care, as my jade stalk.

 

* * *

 

night
light

 

(i hear) clock on mantelpiece

heart thump-th-th-thump-thump

your step floorboard creak

door swing you're in

 

(i see) your shadow figure

lunging forward throwing covers

crystal-white night light you

hungry action ready go

 

(i feel) you me move

alive awaken midnight

blinded.by Truth Purity

blood.on.fire baptized skyhigh

 

(i taste) glory power you

man woman love life

egos breaking selves transcending

bodies holy communion

 

(i smell) you me clean

dirty fresh wet

sweet tongues bathing

skin+bones hit by lightning

 

# # # # #

 

About the
author:

Jess is an
author/artist/non-conformist. She believes that the erotic nature
of human beings continues to evolve, along with the human species
itself.

 

About
4:Play, she says, “I wanted to cross multiple genres. I
tend to enjoy writing material that doesn’t fall neatly into a
specific category. As with people, I don’t think it is a fine thing
when books are pigeonholed. The less predisposed labels, the
better.”

 

Jess is currently
working on several new writing projects. She aims to one day
feature a gay/bisexual lead character in a mainstream novel.

 

Connect with
Jess Online:

 

Twitter: http://twitter.com/jesscscott


Facebook: http://facebook.com/jesscscott


Website: http://www.jesscscott.com
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From the same author on
Feedbooks


	


Skins
(Animal Stories, Animal Rights) (2011)
A 5000-word mini collection for animal lovers. Includes Savion
(of a young hunter coming face to face with a prized red stag),
Hachiko (based on the true story of a dog's loyalty), and Skins
(featuring "Laer," the dark elf from Jess's Cyberpunk Elven
Trilogy) | GENRE: Flash Fiction | 5,000 words ***** NOTE FROM JESS:
I was recently inspired to write a short story on animal rights,
due to a particularly grotesque photo of crocodile-skinned chairs
in the November 2011 USA edition of Harper's Bazaar (the photo is
included on the "Skins" page at Jess's website). Killing animals to
make a fashion statement = a sickening + cold-blooded vanity. |
www.jessINK.com



	


Piety
(Dragon Poems, Poetry) (2011)
A 1000-word dragon-themed mini poetry collection by
author/artist/non-conformist, Jess C Scott. "Piety" is the
prototype for Jess's London Underground Trilogy (forthcoming
dragon-themed urban fantasy series; 2012) | GENRE: Poetry | 1,000
words | www.jessINK.com



	


Real
Love Versus Romance (essays on the difference between substance and
fluff) (2011)
A 4500-word mini collection of (informal) essays on
commercialism’s de-spiritualizing effects on society, by
author/artist/non-conformist, Jess C Scott. GENRE: Essays | 4,500
words ***** NOTE FROM JESS: This is a mini collection of short
essays on arts, culture, society, and my resistance towards
commodity production and 100%-commercialization. Nothing annoys me
more than a shallow, obsessive, dangerous, unequal 'romance' that’s
actually based on lust or physical attraction, a romance that is
portrayed as the ideal. | www.jessINK.com



	


PLAY
/ BDSM: Walkthrough (2012)
The PLAY / BDSM Anthology by Jess C Scott is a collection of
BDSM-themed contemporary short stories. Jess's aims with the
stories were to: (1) explore the psychosexual themes of BDSM, and
(2) share with others an authentic depiction of the wide range of
activities in the BDSM scene. In this promotional eBook, Jess talks
about the themes and inspirations behind her (non-pornographic
BDSM-themed) project. GENRE: Education (Reference / Commentary)
LENGTH: 5,800 Words



	


Bad
Romance: Walkthrough (Seven Deadly Sins) (2012)
The Bad Romance Anthology is a pop culture inspired short story
collection, which links star-crossed lovers to each of the seven
deadly sins. Bad Romance: Walkthrough is a freebie mini
compilation. In this promotional eBook, Jess C Scott talks about
the themes and inspirations behind her (unintentionally satirical)
project. GENRE: Education (Reference / Commentary) LENGTH: 5,400
Words



	


Naked
Heat: Walkthrough (2012)
The Naked Heat Anthology by Jess C Scott is a collection of
incubus and succubus stories. Naked Heat: Walkthrough is a freebie
mini compilation. In this promotional eBook, Jess talks about the
themes and inspirations behind her incubus/succubus themed project.
GENRE: Education (Reference / Commentary) LENGTH: 5,500 Words
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