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I am telling myself that I write this down so
that the memory does not fade from my mind, as if what happened
could be so easily tossed aside. It is all a pretense, of course.
Paper and pen would have easily sufficed if that motive were pure
of heart. Instead, I sit here in my small apartment as life teeming
in the Ginza below whispers through my window, reminding me to join
in, and I put the words down electronically, telling my story in
such a way that all of the world can see it. I write this knowing
full well the effect it may have on the faceless many who, alone in
their rooms, take comfort in the soft light and anonymity of their
computer monitors. I can picture the things they might do to
themselves, but I do this not for titillation. Rather, I’ve written
it all down with the hope that this story finds one particular man
amongst millions. I can almost see him now, studying intently at
his desk, the image of his grandfather perched not far from his
view. Or, perhaps, he has ventured out into the world—as I shall
soon do—and is being admired by those around him as he lazes on the
baked sand of Queen’s Surf, his sleek body glistening with oil, his
hands tucked behind his head. And one day, should he stumble upon
our story, I hope he will smile, and think of us, keeping each
other deep within our hearts.

My name is Toshi. I live in Tokyo. Of course,
that is not my real name but it is what I will call myself so that
colleagues and friends do not discover this and conclude my
identity. I have just returned from holiday, one that I spent in
Waikiki, Hawai‘i, United States. I had never been there before and
I was excited to spend the winter far from the workday troubles
that tend to consume me, someplace where the sun is warm and the
men are as beautiful as legends.

Please, do not misunderstand me. Tokyo has
many attractive men; you see them every day. On the trains, they
are young businessmen bedecked in the dark suits and white shirts
and skinny ties that hide who they truly are. They carry briefcases
and iModes and the weight of the business world, and if you are
lucky and the trains are crowded (they always are), you can feel
their buried passions as they press up against you, hands
discretely lingering upon legs, shoulders casually brushing against
arms over and over again. Some of them even grow hard, throbbing
against your thigh or your buttocks, their sexual heartbeat
coursing along with the pulse of the train. To them you give a
secret, shy smile and you do not pull away. You press closer.

The boys in the Harajuku are exquisite as
well with their unruly hair, torn jeans and taut bodies. They are
reedy and exotic in Western ways: a little dangerous, a bit
red-light, smelling of sweat and of a passion that makes you
lightheaded with desire. Their lips are full and pierced, their
bodies are stung with colorful inks and their fingertips are rough,
calloused from playing the steel-stringed guitars they’ve slung
across their chests or over their shoulders. You dream of how it
would feel to have those fingers teasing your nipples into erection
or exploring the tender area just beneath your scrotum.



But nothing, I had heard, compares to the men
of Waikiki. It was told me by a friend who had visited there once
that half-naked natives run the streets at night and I found this
was true. At sunset, three impossibly beautiful boys with bronzed,
oiled skin run barefoot down Kalakaua Avenue, setting torches that
line the street alight with licks of flame as they dodge tourists
burdened with bags of Laurent or DKNY. The modern
malo—colorful strips of cloth that cover their most tender,
private parts—flutter as they run, exposing chiseled legs and firm,
un-tanned backsides. They stop at a place called The Wall—a little
gazebo at the end of a breakwater—and offer thanks to the gods
through prayer and beautiful music created as their lips press
against the hardness of vacated conch shells. And as the sun melts
into the horizon beyond them, they are wrapped in a warm crimson
aura that lets you know that the gods are pleased. They are
breathtaking.

Of course, these boys are native, but
their accent is honestly American and their show is just as much
for us as it is for the gods. They will even stop and pose with you
if you ask, their torches held aloft so that if you turned your
head you could nestle in the warm, soft pit of their arms. Though I
didn’t have my camera or a friend to take my picture, I stepped in
next to them as others snapped photo after photo. I still remember
my arm going around one boy’s waist. He didn’t seem to mind as my
hand slid lower and settled into the concavity beneath his hip. He
even made the muscles there do an enticing little dance for me.

There is something about Waikiki. I don’t
know what it is exactly, but it invades you, seeps into your skin.
Perhaps it is the humidity, so foreign in the winter months to
someone like me, or the smell of rain that hovers in the air but
never dares to come ashore. You become someone else in Waikiki. You
stand taller, walk slower, care less about the pressures of job or
family waiting for you back home. You don’t have to be who you have
always been. You can let go.

When I first stepped out of my hotel, I
sensed the change wash over me. I felt as alive as I ever had,
invigorated, no longer myself. I am not being modest when I tell
you that I am not an extraordinary looking man. I am of an average
height for my people, with a pleasing if unremarkable face and a
body that most would call slight. When they speak of me to others,
my friends call me cute, which is a polite way of omitting
handsome or sexy from my description. They say I am sweet and kind
and shy and they mean well, but those words are suffocating,
hanging onto me like an accusation. Suddenly, though, I felt all of
those things slip away as a balmy, Hawaiian breeze caressed my
skin. I slipped on a pair of Ray-bans I’d purchased at the Honolulu
DFS, took off my shirt, tucking it into the waistband of my cut-off
shorts, and dared the sun to paint me something other than the
sickly office-white I had become.

I took out the map I had printed from the
Internet and checked my route. There were, of course, the requisite
sights to see: the majestic slopes of Diamond Head, the somber
remains of the U.S.S. Arizona, the grandeur and history of ‘Iolani
Palace, but those places had been ready-marked on every map I had
found. They were the places from which I was expected to post
picture cards to friends, colleagues and parents. But then there
were the special attractions, locales not likely to be found
printed in bright colours in the hotel brochures, those places
where others of my kind meet. They were the places most important
to me, the ones I wanted to visit first.

I threw my knapsack over my shoulders and
crossed through the simple beauty of Fort DeRussy Park with its
yellow and red and purple flowers and histories of Hawai‘i’s past
glories posted on bronze plaques. Soon, I was on Kalakaua,
Waikiki’s main street. Named after the last reigning King of the
Islands, Kalakaua is an avenue far broader and nearly as inviting
as its namesake and is lined with shops of the most expensive and
branded names. The traffic there runs only West to East—or, as I
would learn later when I had become more inhabitant than tourist,
‘Ewa-Diamond Head. Hundreds of people (many of them my own
countrymen) sauntered leisurely past the stores, inspecting the
bargains to be found (10 tee-shirts for only 10 dollars), or sipped
rainbow-coloured drinks on the lanais of restaurants that flavored
the air with a tempting mélange of pepper and garlic and seared
beef. There were Duty Free Shops and Hula Burger stands and ABC
convenience stores that seemed to sprout like weeds on nearly every
corner. And then there was the International Marketplace, a long,
thin area built around the twisted, inviting arms of ancient Banyan
trees and jammed with vendor after vendor who greet you
Aloha when you arrive and genuinely bid you Mahalo
when you leave, whether your hands are empty or laden with pieces
of their livelihood. It was here I first saw Kristopher, though it
would be days before I knew his name.

Outside the totem and palm frond archway of
the Marketplace, as the shouts of vendors spill into the street,
locals gather to provide photo opportunities for all their visiting
friends. Men with pale legs and portly bellies carry all manner of
exotic birds, coaxing them onto the shoulders of passersby or
having them spread their magnificent wings high and wide for the
clicking cameras. An Asian Elvis impersonator stands everyday at
the corner of Seaside and Kalakaua, swinging his hips, charming the
people with his snarled lip and hopelessly bad rendition of Blue
Christmas. I saw him singing Karaoke at the gay club Fusion one
night. In reality, his voice is smooth and seductive.

And then there were the statues: a bronzed
cowboy, an alabaster recreation of Rodin’s finest work, a weathered
copper replica of surf legend Duke Kahanamoku. Of course they are
not real. That is to say, they are more real than anyone would
think. They are men, artists really, who expertly paint their
clothes and faces and hair, and as they stand upon their pedestals,
one would never know they were made of pliant flesh rather than
heavy metals and quarried stone. When they come alive, twirling
their six-shooter or wiping out in a pantomimed wave, children
squeal and parents laugh and flashbulbs paint them famous. They are
never so boorish as to ask for money as the crowds gather round,
though much is left as tribute at their feet.

I stood and watched them for nearly an hour,
though my eyes stayed focused on Rodin almost the whole time. He
was practically naked, save for a tiny Speedo mottled the same as
his skin, covering what could not be public. It was unusual to see
outside of Japan, but the suit he wore was not one of those cut for
the European or American markets, flimsy cotton things that
showcased rounded buttocks and bulging privates. His was distinctly
Japanese, tight and sleek, meant to flatten rather than enhance.
Cut seductively lower, often exposing a few strands of pubic hair
and showing off the provocative cleavage of a man’s backside, they
are the suits of choice for athletes and a fetishist’s Holy
Grail.

He struck the pose of The Thinker, elbow on
knee, foot pointed so that only the ball of it fell upon the
ground, a stance that accentuated the gently sloping mound of his
bicep, the strength of his broad shoulders, the taut, muscled
calves of a runner. Though his smooth skin was painted a marbled
white, the boy was clearly an Islander; he had the features of the
Hawaiians: the broad nose, the full lips, the inviting eyes. He
almost never moved, not even when those who were unsure tested his
flesh with tentative fingers. People gathered about him, posing
while their pictures were taken, and he remained perfectly still,
though on occasion I would see his fingers brush against the legs
of some of the handsomest men who knelt beside him, or his nipples
go hard at the touch of a masculine arm about his shoulders.

I wished I’d had my camera at that moment,
not because I wouldn’t remember the sight, but because I wanted a
reason to be near him, to kneel beside him, put my hand upon his
thigh. Instead, I sat there gawking, my cock hardening each time a
man I wished was me slid up to him, and there was a
moment—infinitesimally quick, when the crowd had ebbed—that his
eyes seemed to drift to me. My heart raced, not out of excitement,
but from some panic seeded deep within me. I quickly looked away
and as more tourists gathered around him, I let myself become lost
amongst them and quietly moved on.

 


* * * * *

 


Sand sifting into my sneakers, I walked down
the beach. Everywhere there were impossibly beautiful people baking
in the sun, cavorting in the surf, spreading sunscreen over their
flat, browned stomachs. The scent of their oils was like an exotic
drink, a decadent concoction of sweet coconut and biting citrus.
Intoxicating. Pheromonal. In front of one of the large resorts—a
massive structure the colour of cotton candy—a beautiful man held
tightly to a catamaran, his athletic arms straining against a
determined tide. His waterlogged shorts rode low upon his waist and
there was no dividing line, no pale strip of flesh; he obviously
gave himself fully to the sun when decorum allowed. As I passed, he
helped bikini-clad women and their current husbands or casual
lovers safely board the vessel. Our eyes met and he smiled, each of
us knowing why we were looking. His teeth were as white and
beautiful as the shells strung about his neck.

“Fancy a ride?” he asked.

I must have blushed, for he laughed and
winked at me as I traveled on toward Queen’s Surf Beach, a little
strip of sand at the end of Kuhio Beach which, if the stories were
true, was a place where my kind had congregated for decades. I
couldn’t help but wonder if I would see that boy there.

 


* * * * *

 


Most of those at Queen’s Surf seemed to be
longtime friends, older gentlemen who had either come here in the
seventies and made it a home, or had returned every year like
spawning salmon. At first, they put me off. Physically, many of
them were past their prime, with bellies hanging down over
incredibly skimpy bathing suits. Some, however, still cut a fine
figure, tall and stately with well-manicured shocks of gray hair,
but they were all so much older than I and their eyes followed me
wherever I went. But as I sat, quietly observing from beneath the
shade of a palm some length away, I saw them reveling in the
company of men both old and young, and I came to admire them, their
camaraderie, their willingness to welcome everyone into their
world.

“We’re having a picnic,” one of them called
to me as his friends arrived with a large basket and two ice
chests. I smiled, and shook my head. “Oh, come on,” he called
again, “we won’t bite.”

“He won’t,” said one of his friends, a large,
blustery man who had a bright red Christmas ball hanging from his
left nipple. “But I will.” He chomped his teeth at me and let out a
hale laugh.

“There’s plenty of food,” the first man said
as he strolled over to me. “And I won’t take no for an answer.” He
extended his hand. “I’m Darin.”

“I am Toshi,” I said, taking his hand.
Suddenly, he pulled me up, practically lifting my feet from the
ground.

“Gotcha,” he said, smiling warmly. “This is
your first Christmas in Waikiki, isn’t it?” I merely nodded.
“Thought so. Well, Aloha, Toshi, and I hope you’re not going to be
one of those tourists, are you?”

“What kind is that?”

“The kind who sits alone on the beach all
week? Looking at the pretty guys as they walk by, but too afraid to
say anything to anyone?”

“I...I hope not,” I answered.

“Well, I’m not going let you.” He clapped his
arm about my shoulder and pulled me to him as if we were old
friends.

“Hey Darin, you old rice Queen,” his
companion shouted unabashedly. “You gonna bring that cutie over and
share him, or you gonna keep him to yourself?”

“Shut the fuck up, Mark. You’ll scare him
away,” Darin barked back, his tone softened by obvious affection.
“C’mon,” he said, turning to me. “Join us. We’re not harmless...I
mean Forrest over there has an anaconda in his pants,” he said,
pointing out a balding man whose body was as firm as any
twenty-year-old’s. “But we are respectful, I promise you that.”

Such was my introduction to the Waikiki
regulars. Darin took me over, put a sequined Santa hat on my head
and a set of reindeer antlers upon his own, and introduced me to
the rest of his friends. They were all very nice, though there was
plenty of innuendo directed my way as we shared a lunch of pastrami
and lemonade.

As it turns out, Forrest had been to Japan a
number of times on business, and even spoke some Japanese, though
his accent was, at times, quite comical. He was an interesting man,
well spoken, with an air of propriety about him that felt familiar,
comfortable. The others called him uptight, and he seemed
not the least upset by that appellation, even joking with them
about it. “At least,” he said, “I am up and I am
tight. It makes it easier to get laid that way.”

Mark, on the other hand, was the most ribald
of the three, asking questions about my sexual life not even my
closest friends in Japan had dared to ask. “Little thing like you
has got to be a bottom,” he said in between chomps on a sandwich.
My stunned silence served only to confirm his suspicions, and after
that he had a tendency to touch when he spoke to me, his hand
lingering upon my forearm, his eyes scanning up and down my bare
chest. But I didn’t mind. It was rather nice to be wanted. It isn’t
often that I am the center of attention. And they were all, as
Darin had promised, kind.

The four of us met every day at the beach,
enjoying each other’s company. We watched the queens, unofficial
ambassadors of the beach, as they cavorted from group to group, and
we gawked at the beautiful boys in Speedos who, when their packages
went soft, unabashedly kneaded their crotches like lumps of dough.
Occasionally, one of our group would disappear for a time, only to
return with a smile and a story of a not-so-chance encounter in the
restroom behind Paniolo snack shop. But mostly we talked and
laughed, and every night as the natives ran about lighting their
torches, we would saunter down Kapahulu Street, our sandals in our
hands and our unused towels slung about our necks, to Hula’s Bar
and Lei Stand where we would drink and dance together until closing
time. It was a comfortable routine, but every night, I was still
hailing a taxicab and going home to my empty hotel room. It was
almost too familiar, too normal.

 


* * * * *

 


I don’t remember exactly which day it was
when Kristopher appeared on the beach, but I couldn’t take my eyes
off him. No one could, for he was entirely too beautiful, tall and
lean, his coal-black hair attractively a mess. There was a little
tattoo on his left shoulder that I couldn’t make out, something
composed of rich burgundy, and the muscles of his back were
naturally tight, not overdone by hours in a gym somewhere.

“Rodin,” I whispered.

“My god,” Forrest said dryly, peering over
the top of his sunglasses.

“You mean, Rodin, like in the Godzilla
movies?” Mark asked, looking at me queerly.

“No you idiot,” Darin said, giving him a
friendly backhand. “Rodin!” Mark merely shook his head. “The
sculptor? Good, Lord, Mark! Try a museum from time to time.”

“Can’t get laid in a museum,” Mark
snorted.

“Depends on the museum,” Forrest added,
pushing his glasses back up his nose.

Mark cackled and then took a long look at the
boy. “Yeah, he is beautiful,” he said, throwing it aside, “but that
Speedo has got to go. Boy looks like he has no equipment
whatsoever.”

“It’s Japanese,” I said.

“What?”

“It’s a Japanese Speedo.”

I don’t know what it was, but something about
Kristopher made me need to watch as he set out his blanket
and combed his fingers through his hair. Certainly, he was
handsome, chest broad and deeply tanned, his waist narrowing to a
sexy V, his legs muscled and firm. But there was something more.
Perhaps it was the way he carried himself: confidently but not
cocky, as if he was unaware of his beauty, or that he simply
thought that beauty—his own or another’s—didn’t really matter in
the end. That made him all the more alluring, all the more
intimidating.

I have always been—how do you say it—a
wallflower, one of those who hover at the edge of things, wanting
to join in, but needing an invitation. This time was different, for
at that moment it was if the islands sensed my insecurities, and a
palliative trade wind blew inland, filling me with the brine and
breath of the sea. I stood up, gathering my towel, my knapsack and
my courage, and took the islands deep into my chest.

“Where are you going?” asked Mark, shielding
his eyes from the sun.

“I will meet you at Hula’s later tonight,” I
told them.

Darin broke into his wide, brotherly smile.
“I hope not.”

As I headed for the sand, I heard Mark whine,
perhaps a bit disappointed, “Where the hell is he going?” I didn’t
hear Darin’s reply, but Mark shouted after, “Details, baby!
Remember the details!”

As I approached, he was oblivious to my
presence, and I took a quick glance. He lay on his towel painting a
thin layer of sunscreen across his chest, palms gliding over
browned nipples that constricted under his touch. His long, broad
fingers caressed the taut muscles of his abdomen, and the cool
white lotion clung temptingly to the trail of fine hairs that were
born at his navel and disappeared under a thin band of Lycra.
Courteously, I said hello when his deep brown eyes met mine,
but I did not wait for his response. Instead, I set my towel down
deliberately, choosing a spot a respectable distance away, and then
I tucked my knapsack beneath my head, closed my eyes and hoped.

“You’re so white,” he said after a few
moments.

“I beg your pardon,” I said as I opened my
eyes and rolled onto my side.

His beach blanket was much closer than it had
been, the corners of it buried in the baked sand. He lay on his
back, legs crossed at the ankles, hands tucked casually behind his
head. The soft brown tufts of hair nestled underneath his arms
glistened with sweat and his belly rose and fell in an hypnotic
rhythm, unhurried, relaxed. He looked not at me, but toward the
sea, enraptured by waters bluer than heaven, and while most would
have thought him feigning indifference, playing the same absurd
mating game I had just attempted, I realized that he truly knew the
peace of the islands.

“You’re so white,” he repeated. “You’ll
burn.”

“I’m afraid I left my lotion at home,” I
said.

“I have some you can borrow.” He sat up,
tousled the sand from his hair and reached for his bag. “It’s here
somewhere.” He tossed the plastic container to me and then settled
back into position as I gently rubbed some of the lotion into my
arms.

“I saw you at the marketplace the other day,”
I said.

“I know,” he replied, a contented sigh
escaping his lips.

I had been one amongst hundreds; our eyes had
barely even met that day. There was no reason he should have
remembered, me; yet his answer didn’t quite surprise me.

“You watched me for a long time. I kept
waiting for you to come over, but you never did.” There was a hint
of disappointment in his voice.

“I wanted to.”

“I wish you had,” he said, turning his eyes
back to the sea. “Can I ask why you didn’t?”

Why didn’t I? How does one answer that
question when the answer is full of nothing but insecurities? How
do you say that possibilities seem made for others without
admitting to the faults one finds in oneself that others might not
see?

“So, where is home?” he asked, graciously
letting me off the hook.

“Japan.”

He laughed lightly and turned his gaze on me,
his left eye closing for the brightness of the sun. It was boyish,
charming. “No, I meant your Island home.”

 “Oh. I’m
staying at the Hawai‘i Prince on Ala Moana.”

“It’s beautiful there. In the marina,” he
said, turning over onto his belly. Never did his eyes leave
mine.

There was an energy there; it was tangible,
almost as if the grains of sand between us were conductive, arcing
the electricity of one into the other. It wasn’t salacious, cold
and calculating the way you feel sometimes when you’re gliding
slowly through a sea of bodies in the clubs, but warm and pleasant.
There was an ease to it, a feeling that all those hours in queue at
Narita, the sleepless flight across the Pacific, even the injustice
of finger printing at U.S. Customs had been worth it because they
had all led to this very moment.

“I’m Toshi,” I said, extending my hand across
the distance.

“Aloha, Toshi,” he said. “I’m Kristopher,”
and he took my hand. His fingertips were rough; my breath caught in
my throat.

Neither of us thought to let go and so we did
not. Never did we cling too tightly to one another or let our
passions dictate the pace. Instead, we simply let our fingers
intertwine and explore, lightly tracing over each knuckle, tickling
each vein, my oily fingers gliding easily between the Vs of his
own. At times we barely touched, but we found all the ways that we
fit together, and like a blind man comes to see another’s face, we
learned much about each other through those unhurried touches.

“You stayed so still that day,” I whispered.
“Hardly anyone left you money.”

“The money isn’t important to me.”

“Then why?”

I think he was genuinely surprised by that
question. His brow furrowed and his eyes broke from mine for the
first time, flitting from one object to another, as if the answer
to my question could be found in the sails of a boat that lazed
across the horizon or in the foamy white of the waves as they broke
upon the shore.

“I don’t know, exactly,” he finally said. “In
the Marketplace, I am not what people expect of me. I am a statue.
I am simply there, to be watched, to be touched, moved, captured on
film. I am nothing more.” He shrugged, shook his head lightly.
“Sometimes I need to be nothing more.”

Though his words were halting, I understood
what was behind them, what he was feeling deep within his soul even
though he himself could not truly articulate it. I smiled,
knowingly.

“Do you find that strange,” he asked, his
right hand reaching back to satisfy an itch just below the
waistband of his Speedo.

“No. I do not,” I answered. And it was the
truth.

Japan has many fetishes. I’m not sure why,
exactly, that this is so. Perhaps it is our devotion to social
propriety, to maintaining a sense of decorum in the world. In the
light of day, we are prisoners to our own creation; so, by the
night, we need to remind ourselves that we are so much more than
what we present to the world, that we are unique, not some
collective soul, and that there is passion burning within our
bellies. Control, whether it is borne of power or determination or
physical beauty, can only truly be enjoyed when you give it up,
surrender, allow yourself to be weak, controlled. As naked as a
statue. And the converse is true: A life of meekness can only
be endured if you let yourself be bold and brash and dangerous from
time to time. I understood why we had met at that moment, what we
were meant to give to one another.

“You asked why I didn’t come over,” I said,
haltingly at first. He looked at me and I knew I didn’t need to
look away. “Sometimes, I need to be something more.”

“Something more,” he repeated softly,
understanding in his tone.
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