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"Shall we begin, Tsujita-san?"
"Hurry up! It's cold out here!"
"Yes, sir!"
Kantarou turned away from Tsujita. He waited a beat. Behind him, there was the soft shuffling of clothes. Then he turned back around, and saw a gorgeous, fully naked Tsujita, cloaked in nothing but starlight, a lilac in bloom beneath the open night sky. Kantarou was so used to only seeing Tsujita's face and hands and the occasional bit of ankle that he didn't know where to look first. He saw Tsujita's nice firm pecs, which he hadn't had a chance to enjoy since that one time at the night pool. He saw Tsujita's long, toned legs, sculpted by years of hard training and Tsujigiri hunting.
And, of course, there were certain parts Kantarou had never seen until now, but which he'd imagined dozens of times. He stared at Tsujita's pelvic region like he was trying to burn the image into his eyeballs, just in case he never got this chance again. He wasn't as lucky as Hinaichi, who'd already gotten to see Tsujita-san in the buff not once but twice!
It was strange, though--for an exhibitionist, Tsujita looked a little uncomfortable being ogled by a fully-dressed Kantarou, even though this had all been his idea. Kantarou chalked it up to the cold night air. Tsujita had assured him over and over again that this was what he wanted: to be seen, to be caught, and then...
Kantarou cleared his throat. "H-hello, Tsujita-san! How nice to meet you in, um, in this dark alley with no one else around!" In actuality, they were standing on the roof of Kantarou's apartment building, but they were alone. "But, ah, it appears that you are not wearing any clothes! And while I do not mean to cast aspersions on your personal tastes, I must inform you that what you are doing is, in fact, against the law!"
"Is it, now." Nagiri said, deadpan. He was hardly listening to Kantarou's stilted performance, more interested in the way Kantarou was devouring his naked body with his eyes. After getting over the initial discomfort, Nagiri felt a smug satisfaction, hearing the telltale hitches in Kantarou's voice that meant he was imagining something unacceptably lewd. Nagiri preened a bit, raising his arms over his head to show off his sculpted shoulders and snatched waist. Kantarou visibly gulped.
"Tsujita-san, s-someone needs to put a stop to this behavior! It's dangerous! A man like you walking around in the nude, why, even a respectable officer of the law might be tempted to...!"
'Respectable'? Nagiri rolled his eyes.
"You need to be taught a lesson! By me, officer Kei Kantarou! Now please kneel down on the foam pad someone conveniently left nearby!"
Hauling a foam mattress pad onto the roof was a compromise Nagiri made to Kantarou to make this less 'harsh', one of many such compromises. If Nagiri had it his way, Kantarou would fuck him into the concrete until his knees and forearms were bloody.
Kantarou had also reserved the shared rooftop space of his apartment building and locked the access door behind them to ensure that their play-exhibitionism didn't accidentally become the real thing. He would never have agreed to fuck Nagiri in public, in some dingy alleyway, on the unforgiving pavement. And Nagiri absolutely wouldn't agree to let Kantarou 'make love' to him in his apartment, in a soft bed with fresh sheets and candles and whatever other romantic junk Kantarou would probably insist on providing. This--a foam pad on the roof of a building, out in the open yet shielded from prying eyes--was the compromise. And even this had taken a lot of convincing on Nagiri's part.
Nagiri had given Kantarou some elaborate nonsense about a fantasy he had, where he was caught in an act of exhibitionism and 'punished'. All Nagiri really cared about was the punishment part. He knew that if he just came out and told Kantarou to hurt him, Kantarou would say no. It had to be camouflaged as a sexual fantasy. A rough fucking wasn't the punishment Nagiri deserved, not by a long shot, but it was something. It might, he hoped, take the edge of the guilt that'd been eating him alive.
Kantarou grabbed his wrist--roughly, but only the usual amount, the sort of Kantarou-roughness that occasionally sent Nagiri through plate glass windows--and dragged him to the foam pad. Nagiri fell to his knees and forearms, ass in the air. He buried his face in the pad, heart pounding in his ears, anticipation making his skin prickle from more than just the cold. Behind him, he heard Kantarou's belt unbuckling, then his zipper unzipping, then...
"What's taking so long?!" Nagiri barked. The anticipation was killing him. After all this buildup, all his preparation, he was at his limit. He'd paid the Kantarou Tax, fabricating this idiotic roleplay and agreeing to all these compromises. So why wasn't Kantarou fucking his brains out yet??
Nagiri looked over his shoulder. Kantarou's pants were pulled halfway down, and he held his frighteningly large dick in one hand. Physically, he was clearly ready to go, but for some reason, he was stalling. And he was looking at Nagiri tenderly, not at all like a stern police officer about to punish him!
Kantarou gulped. "Would you...on your back, Tsujita-san?"
"No way!"
The idiot started tearing up. "But! I want to see your face!!"
"You can see it later!!"
"B-but couldn't this be part of the roleplay?!" Kantarou suggested hopefully. "What if...what if making love face-to-face awakens soft feelings in the cruel officer?! A-and he could take the misguided-but-very-kind exhibitionist inside and kiss him all over and-"
"Shut up! You're ruining it!!" Nagiri screamed into the mattress pad. Please, he silently begged, stop looking at me like that, just for a minute. Stop caring about me. Give me a fraction of what I deserve.
"My apologies, Tsuji-"
Nagiri shot a withering glare at Kantarou, who got the hint two and a half words too late. He DID get it, though, which was more than Nagiri had expected. Kantarou tried again, less apologetically, "I mean, uh, y-you're the one who needs to shut up! C-criminal!"
"Better. Now get on with it."
"Yes! I will punish you! In a way that is indisputably consensual! Because I am an officer of the law who would never think of doing such a thing otherwise!"
Thick, strong fingers dug into Nagiri's hips as Kantarou knelt down behind him. Nagiri braced himself. It took so long that Nagiri thought he was stalling again, but then he felt it--the head of Kantarou's massive cock pressed against his entrance. Even having stretched and lubed up on his own beforehand (despite Kantarou's repeated offers to assist with the preparations), Nagiri could already tell this would be a tight fit. The probing of his own slender fingers had not prepared him for this kind of girth.
Kantarou moved slowly, achingly so. If not for him holding Nagiri's hips in place, Nagiri would've thrust them back to speed things up. The anticipation was agonizing, much more so than the intrusion of Kantarou's mini pile bunker.
"Ka...officer..." Nagiri snarled.
"Y-yes, Tsujita-san?" At the sound of his voice, Kantarou immediately stopped, but Nagiri heard his resolve weakening. Some part of Nagiri was gratified, knowing he was close to cracking Kantarou's soft shell open and freeing some of that righteous, destructive power he kept inside.
Nagiri took a deep breath, relaxed his thighs, and croaked, "...Punish me."
That was the last push Kantarou needed. Seeing fully (and voluntarily!) nude Tsujita, hearing the desperation in his voice, and the lightheadedness he was feeling from all the blood rushing to his painfully erect dick--put together, it overwhelmed his senses. He could no longer fight what his body was urging him to do: fuck this vampire into oblivion.
Kantarou's hips lurched forward. Nagiri tried to cry out and gasp simultaneously. He felt Kantarou pull out just a fraction before thrusting again, and again, and again. The pressure and friction applied to Nagiri's nether regions was unlike anything he'd ever felt. Kantarou's dick scraped his insides raw, and Nagiri could've sworn he felt it getting bigger with each subsequent thrust. Sensitive spots he didn't even know he had were assaulted over and over.
After gargling something incoherent, Nagiri fought to take a full breath. "Took you...hah...long enough...."
Distantly, Kantarou registered that Tsujita approved of his current course of action. That was good news, because Kantarou wasn't sure he'd be able to stop if he wanted to. Seeing his cock buried in Tsujita's ass, feeling him stretch and tremble around him, he couldn't imagine tearing himself away. After a few rounds of very pleasurable thrusting, he'd still only managed to fit about half his dick in Tsujita. Naturally, Kantarou wouldn't rest until he'd seen things through to completion.
"Hah! Hah! Hah!" Kantarou was steady as a metronome, thrusting like a piston. He heard Tsujita bite back moans, but oh, how he wished he could see his face. Tsujita felt so good, wonderful beyond words; Kantarou wanted to know that Tsujita was enjoying it, too. It was so hard for him to tell when all he could see of Tsujita was his back, knobbly where his spine poked through underfed flesh, and his tight, toned ass.
Through the sensual onslaught of wet and warm and good, Kantarou pulled out a coherent question or two. "A-ah, Tsujita-san, is it good? Am I going too fast? Should I slow-"
"N-no. Keep going," Tsujita stammered. It was hard to talk when Kantarou's relentless assault made even breathing a challenge. "And st-stay in character. Id-d-diot."
What was Kantarou's character, again? His brain had courteously taken a back seat to let his pelvic region call the shots. He wanted more and faster and Tsujita-san, and so far he was 3 for 3, but he had a nagging feeling he was missing something. Something Tsujita-san had asked him to do. To say? Tsujita-san...oh, yes, he had plenty of things to say about Tsujita-san!
"You're so perfect, Tsujita-san!!" Once he got started, Kantarou spoke in an endless, babbling rush. "Ah, you're so wonderful, you're amazing, you're beautiful, you feel so good, the absolute best, you-"
"Shut up! Die!! Don't-!" Nagiri choked on his rage. The guilt was creeping back up on him, piercing through the haze of blissful pain/pleasure.
The unnatural gargly sound made Kantarou pause mid-thrust. "Is something wrong, Tsujita-san?!"
Nagiri keened, "For fuck's sake, don't STOP!!"
"Y-yes, sir!!" That was a request Kantarou was happy to fulfill. So far, he'd only been holding Tsujita's hips, but he was beginning to realize that there was a lot more Tsujita to touch. It would be a crime to let such an opportunity go to waste! He reached down with one arm to pull Tsujita closer, while his other hand slipped between Tsujita's legs, where-
Nagiri jolted and twisted out of his hold. The feeling of Kantarou's fingers brushing against his dick was an unexpected burst of sensation that, while physically pleasant, was entirely unacceptable. "Quit that! Hands off!!"
Kantarou withdrew the hand, but he was still holding Nagiri by the torso, trying to coax him into a vertical kneel to bring their bodies together. "But Tsujita-san," Kantarou protested, "I have to ensure your satisfaction!"
"No, you don't!" Nagiri slapped his other hand away and dropped back down to his forearms. "This is supposed to be a punishment, remember??"
"If I can't see you, please, let me touch you!"
"Dammit!" Nagiri cursed. He thought he'd be free of this bullshit when the fucking started. It'd been fine until Kantarou opened his big mouth! Why did he have to complicate things?? "You're supposed to act angry, idiot! Pretend I'm actually a criminal! Pretend I'm..." In his desperation for Kantarou to start moving again, he blurted out, "Pretend I'm Tsujigiri Nagiri!!
Nagiri regretted his mistake instantly. He heard the shift in Kantarou's voice as he proclaimed, like he wanted everyone in the building below to hear him, "I would never!! With Tsujigiri Nagiri-!!! Never, Tsujita-san, never!!!"
"Forget it!! Don't say anything, then, if you can't pretend!!" If Nagiri ever got desperate enough to do this again, he was putting a gag on this guy. "Just shut up and fuck me!"
The mention of Tsujigiri Nagiri had momentarily cleared Kantarou's mind, like a bucket of ice water splashed in his face. Now he remembered what Tsujita-san had asked him to do. It went against Kantarou's nature, treating Tsujita with anything but the utmost respect. He wanted so badly to protect and comfort this man, to show him all the admiration and joy and love that Kantarou felt every time he caught a glimpse of that ragged brown cloak. But that wasn't what Tsujita-san wanted.
Punish me. 
Kantarou had to try. For Tsujita-san. And if it was really what Tsujita-san wanted, Kantarou would poke the tiniest hole in his shining armor of justice and let just a drop of that dark, endless resentment for Tsujigiri Nagiri spill out.
Kantarou straightened up and dug his fingers into the soft valley of flesh above Tsujita's jutting hipbones. "You're mine," he growled, and the choking gasp Tsujita-san made in response urged him on. Kantarou didn't have to understand it--it was what Tsujita-san wanted. And as he struggled with the warring images of Tsujigiri Nagiri and Tsujita-san in his mind, Kantarou wondered if maybe this was something he wanted, too.
If he ever did have Tsujigiri at his mercy like this...if his greatest enemy was laid bare, just for him...if it would make Tsujigiri hurt...
"You'll pay...you'll pay for what you did," Kantarou continued in the same low growl, beginning to slowly rock his hips. He saw and felt Tsujita's breathing quicken, like a prey animal sensing a predator. It felt good. He reared back and snarled, "I'll personally ensure that you face justice!!!"
"Yyyeessss!!!" The word mangled its way out of Nagiri's throat. Kantarou thrust into him again and again, wringing a symphony of shameful sounds out of Nagiri's lungs. He might've started sobbing if there was any space in his mind left for things like feelings. He hadn't appreciated just how much Kantarou had been holding back before. It was more than rough--it was excruciating, overstimulating, torturous, everything Nagiri could've asked for.
Kantarou's heart hammered. He'd lost all sense of restraint. It was no longer his precious Tsujita-san beneath him, but an enemy, a criminal, a monster, and this belief was made all the more plausible by the way Nagiri grunted and hissed when Kantarou went in harder.
"Take that!" Kantarou barked. "Y-you bastard!"
"M-more, officer, m-make me regret it...!"
Without anything to hold on to, Nagiri was pushed forward inch by inch, off the mattress pad and onto the bare rooftop. He had no leverage with which to push back against Kantarou, or even to brace himself. He scrabbled at the concrete for purchase, for something to hold on to, but found nothing. The best he could do was press the heels of his hands into the concrete and hope the friction would suffice.
Kantarou saw Nagiri's arms flailing, and his lizard brain labeled it as an escape attempt. A throaty growl rumbled from behind his clenched teeth, and he pounced. Hands slammed down on either side of Nagiri's head, and he felt Kantarou's weight press down on him. Not his full weight, thankfully, but just enough to keep him in place. Nagiri only had enough room to squirm.
"You won't get away..." Kantarou huffed in his ear. "You're mine...mine...!" This wonderful ass, those trembling legs, it was all for Kantarou. Nagiri moaned in reply, which Kantarou took as agreement. Nagiri wasn't going anywhere--Kantarou had him completely surrounded.
Sandwiched between Kantarou and the ground, Nagiri felt like a bug trapped in a screen window. To his left and right were Kantarou's arms, his muscles bulging with strain as he thrust his entire body forward and back again. Nagiri was stuck in a cage of flesh, a trap of his own design, gasping for air. He couldn't move, couldn't even rub himself against the mattress, let alone touch himself.
Kantarou's breaths came in short, exasperated huffs. Even like this, with Nagiri pressed into the ground, completely at his mercy, Kantarou wasn't getting deep enough. He was past the point of complex thoughts. All he knew right now was that being inside Tsujita-san was good, so being ALL the way inside would naturally be best. He shifted onto his knees, grabbed Tsujita's muscular glutes, and spread him open just a BIT further.
"Gaaahhhh!!" Nagiri cried. He felt the slightest space open between Kantarou's cock and his opening, only for Kantarou to force himself deeper, pulling Nagiri's ass into his pelvis until his entire cock was buried in the trembling, gasping vampire. Nagiri felt like it was pressing into his stomach, like if he were to place a hand on his midsection he'd feel the stark outline of Kantarou's dick.
It was terrible, wonderful, too overwhelming for him to categorize. Nagiri involuntarily clenched, and both heard and felt Kantarou moan behind him and try to bring himself closer, despite them being already fully interlocked, their hips flush together. Like it wasn't enough that he'd torn Nagiri in half; he wanted to wedge himself between those halves and wear him like a slasher-skin coat.
"Mmmnnn! Mghnnn!!" Kantarou bent down and wrapped his arms around Nagiri's chest in a vain attempt to pull him closer. Not only was it practically a hug, but it meant Kantarou's dick was no longer moving, so Nagiri tried to wriggle out of his arms, half-dislodging himself in the process.
Kantarou grabbed Nagiri's upper arms and wrestled him back into place beneath him. After all that grunting and moaning, Nagiri thought that Kantarou was beyond coherent speech, so hearing a full, clear sentence in his ear made him shiver with, for the first time tonight, genuine fear.
"I'm not done with you yet, Tsujita-san."
"Haaah...!" Nagiri trembled in his arms. Achingly slowly, Kantarou pulled out halfway, then, without warning, thrust back inside as far as he could go. Nagiri felt like his heart was being pushed out of his chest to make room for Kantarou's massive cock.
"Hearing you make these noises, holding you so close..." Kantarou muttered into Nagiri's spine. "I've wanted this so bad...wanted you for so long...and now I have you." His arms hooked underneath Nagiri's armpits to grasp him by the shoulders, pulling him into each roll of his hips. His chest pressed against Nagiri's back, plump pecs against angular shoulder blades. His face was close to Tsujita's neck, but he still couldn't see Tsujita's face. He tried to imagine, based off his high-pitched whines and moans, but the images in his head wouldn't suffice.
"Please," he kissed Tsujita's neck, disgustingly gentle even as he continued to pound him mercilessly from behind. "Please, your face, I want to see..." His right hand moved up from Tsujita's shoulder to his chin. He felt Tsujita's instinctive flinch, but there was no escaping Kantarou's touch, not while trapped beneath the officer's body, impaled on his cock, too weak to move. Against the soft urging of Kantarou's fingers, Tsujita was helpless. His head turned, and Kantarou saw a deep purple blush splashed across his face, with sweat and tears rolling freely from his sunken cheeks to his sharp jawline. Tsujita's eyes were screwed shut, but when he felt Kantarou's breath on his face, he opened them, and...
The way he looked at Kantarou. That initial flash of annoyance, anger, maybe even fear, instantly melting into lust. Nagiri was breathless and sobbing with every movement, but there was still a hunger in his eyes.
"Officer. Officer. Officer," Tsujita pleaded. He couldn't vocalize what he wanted, and he didn't need to. The tone of his voice drove Kantarou crazy with desire. Tsujita-san sounded so needy, so desperate, and he was looking to Kantarou, only Kantarou, to fix it.
"I've got you. I've got you." Kantarou kissed the edge of Nagiri's jaw--as close to his lips as he could reach. "You're safe with me. I'll take care of you. I'll never let you go, Tsujita-san. I'll give you everything you need."
"Mmnn!!" Nagiri winced. He was far beyond the point of being able to rebuke Kantarou for going off-script; he barely registered what Kantarou was saying, but he knew for sure that the tone was all wrong! Sure, Kantarou was fucking him plenty hard downstairs, but above the waist, it was all cuddles and kisses and nice whispers!! Which...Nagiri remembered vaguely that this was 'bad', for some reason, but it didn't seem important at the moment. What was important was how Kantarou's fat tits were squished against his back, and his lips were warm and soft on his clammy throat, and he was stroking Nagiri's hair with a softness that Nagiri hadn't even known he'd wanted.
"I'm close, Tsujita-san." As Kantarou's pace got faster, the kisses and hair stroking got clumsier. "Fuck, I'm close. Are you, too? It's so good...Tsujita-san, you feel so good inside, I can't help it, I want to-"
"Officer!!!" Nagiri cried out. The pressure in him was building, but he refused to come like this, with Kantarou holding him and kissing him and loving him. He couldn't take any more of this damn affection. "Don't stop, don't you dare stop, damn you!! Harder, as hard as you fucking can! Don't stop until you're through with me!!"
"Yes, Tsujita-san. Anything, Tsujita-san." Cold air hit Nagiri's sweat-soaked back as Kantarou straightened up, held his hips steady, and made his final thrusts as thorough as possible. Kantarou felt that unstoppable rush creeping up his brain stem, but he forced it down. He would ensure Tsujita-san's satisfaction. As long as Tsujita was still coherent enough to curse at him, Kantarou would hold on, even if it took every ounce of restraint he had left.
"Gh...!" Nagiri rasped. "Is that all you got, you fuckinnnghhh....!"
Kantarou pushed harder, and the rush got stronger, more insistent. He'd never let it build like this before, and it both scared and thrilled him. Despite feeling like his dick might literally explode, he shut those thoughts out and focused on Tsujita. His entire consciousness reduced to nothing but the warm, slick hole sucking and twitching around the entire length of his cock.
With a final burst of strength, Tsujita slammed his hips back and cried out. His full-body shudder was paired with a mangled and stuttered (but, to Nagiri's chagrin, unmistakable) moan of "Kantarou!!!"
"G-g-gah-hahhh!!" Kantarou felt Tsujita's insides tense up, and that little extra bit of pressure pushed him over the edge. He'd gotten everything he could've asked for--a gorgeous, naked Tsujita-san spread out just for him, Tsujita's cute, flustered face, and the sound of his name on Tsujita's lips. He succumbed to the rush and, in what was easily the most powerful orgasm of his life, shot load after load into his most precious Tsujita. The tiny, involuntary movements of Kantarou's dick were a series of explosions. Each twitch, each shift, sent Kantarou into spasms. He only kept control of his hands, holding Tsujita's hips still, as though to ensure that every drop of cum stayed inside. That goal proved to be physically infeasible--Nagiri's hole was overflowing before it'd finished milking him dry, and his own cum spurted back onto his abdomen and dripped down his thighs. Still, Kantarou held himself as deep inside as he could until his balls were empty, just in case there was some part of Tsujita's insides that wasn't yet soaked in his jizz. He'd made a promise to Tsujita-san--he wouldn't stop until he was through with him.
When Kantarou's dick was finally, mercifully limp, he let go of Tsujita, who immediately fell forward, limp as a rag doll, onto his stomach, dislodging him from Kantarou with an obscene SHLUCK. Kantarou sat back on his heels and looked up at the sky. He took deep, satisfied breaths. Everything was perfect.
Until he looked back down and saw Tsujita laying motionless in the mess. He was alive--Kantarou heard him taking shallow breaths, punctuated with short, high whines--but he was incapable of moving his body. Kantarou noticed that the mat had shifted from under them, and Tsujita's upper body now rested on the concrete. His arms, sprawled to either side, were covered in painful-looking scrapes.
"Waaaaah!!" Kantarou panicked. He dropped down to Tsujita's side like a wrestling referee counting down a pin. "Are you okay, Tsujita-san?? I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to go so-"
"Don't talk to me!" Kantarou only got a glimpse at Tsujita's face before he turned away. As Nagiri's mind rebooted, certain facts were coming to mind (names he might've accidentally shouted in orgasmic ecstasy, for starters) and putting a serious damper on his post-nut high. They'd gotten dangerously off-script, and Nagiri needed to set things right before they got any worse. "Just go! Leave! Like you don't care at all!"
Kantarou leapt to Nagiri's other side for a second glimpse of his face. "But you're hurt! And crying!!"
"I'm not!!" Nagiri growled. He was, but so what? Wasn't that a justified response to what he'd just been through? "And you're not supposed to care! Now fuck off!!"
"B-but! But!!"
"Get out of here, officer!!"
Kantarou forced himself to stand. He had to avert his eyes. He knew his lines, but it all seemed so much harsher now that it was real. Sort of real?
"Ah, yes, just another day's work for this officer! A job well done! Justice has been dispensed!" he recited, cringing at his own pretend-nonchalance. He zipped up his pants and re-threaded his belt. "And now to, um, walk away!" And, biting his lip to keep from crying, he turned his back on a naked, ruined Tsujita-san, panting and leaking in a pool of cum.
Nagiri heard a few footsteps, then nothing. A few more footsteps, then nothing again. He could feel Kantarou looking back at him each time he stopped, but Nagiri didn't dare look up. If he showed even the SLIGHTEST sign that he might change his mind, Kantarou would pounce at the chance to run back to his side and start fussing again. So Nagiri kept as still and as silent as he could manage--the leg twitches couldn't be helped--and prayed for Kantarou to leave.
A few seconds passed, and Nagiri didn't hear a sound from Kantarou. For one beautiful moment, Nagiri thought the idiot might actually pull it off. He might, for the first time ever, leave Nagiri alone, leave him hurt and cold and vulnerable. And maybe, just maybe, a fraction of Nagiri's guilt might disappear...
"I'm sorry, Tsujita-san!!!!" No. It was too good to be true. Of course Kantarou wasn't able to walk away from him in this state. He was back at Nagiri's side in an instant, crying even harder than Nagiri was. "I can't do it! It's too cruel!! Oh dear, look at your arms! Please let me take you inside and tend your wounds!"
"Ugh. I'm fine, idiot." Nagiri wasn't fine, though, which was why he couldn't stop Kantarou from scooping him up and cradling him in his stupid strong arms. He winced, feeling Kantarou's sleeves get damp and dirty. "But...ugh, go ahead."
Kantarou sniffled pitifully. "And...please sleep over? Just for the day?"
Not like Nagiri was remotely capable of walking home. "Whatever."
"And! Please allow me to make you breakfast in the evening!!"
"You're pushing it!!" Nagiri snapped. And Kantarou felt relieved, hearing the sharp edge in Tsujita's voice. It meant that even after fucking him and hurting him and kissing him, things between them would go right back to normal.
After being carried down to Kantarou's apartment, Nagiri took a shower, for which he, unfortunately, needed Kantarou's assistance. He was barely able to stand, so, in lieu of a shower chair, Kantarou simply held him upright while Nagiri scrubbed himself down. Afterwards, he let Kantarou bandage his arms and dress him in an old t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants that barely hung on to his hips.
In the end, Nagiri ended up in Kantarou's bed after all. Kantarou wouldn't allow Nagiri to sleep on the couch, and Nagiri refused to kick Kantarou out of his own bed, so they were sharing it. Another compromise.
Nagiri huddled against the wall, as if to hide himself in the tiny gap between it and the bed. It was futile, he knew--he was thin, but not THAT thin. The best he could do was take up as little space as possible and pray he didn't move around too much in his sleep.
"Are you comfortable, Tsujita-san?" Kantarou asked. "Would you like another blanket? More pillows?"
"No. Be quiet. "
The lights went out, the mattress creaked, and Nagiri felt Kantarou settle in beside him. As a VCD officer, Kantarou was as nocturnal as any vampire, so he slept during the day and had top-of-the-line blackout curtains for his bedroom. Much better than the haphazard metal sheeting Nagiri propped against the broken windows at his place, which often shifted during the day and left him with sunburns. Nagiri had to admit, this was a nice change of pace. The room was dark, and cool, and it all smelled like Kantarou.
If only it'd been quiet. To Nagiri's pointedly turned back, Kantarou whispered, "Um, so, I know I messed up the last part, but was the rest of it...?"
"...It was fine."
Kantarou shot up in bed and jostled Nagiri's shoulder urgently. "Huh? Really?? Tsujita-san, do you really mean that?!"
Nagiri slapped at the hands gripping his shoulders, but it didn't accomplish much. "Yes, idiot, why are you so-?!"
"That's the highest praise I've ever heard Tsujita-san give!!" Kantarou exclaimed. "You must have really enjoyed it! I'm so glad!!"
"Big deal. I liked it," Nagiri grumbled. "I'd also like it if you shut up and let me sleep."
"I must let you know that I, too, enjoyed myself very much! I can certainly see the appeal of role-playing now! This experience has made me reevaluate my sexual tastes!"
"Didn't you hear me? I said, shut up! Shameless idiot! I don't need to hear this!"
"Forgive me if this is too forward, Tsujita-san, but..." Kantarou's jostling slowed to a halting, uncertain caress down Nagiri's side. "I believe that, with a bit of practice, I could be an even more effective role-playing partner! I-if you ever find yourself in need of such a thing in the future!"
Nagiri grunted noncommittally.
"I mean it!! I could even, um...I could try to pretend you're Tsujigiri Nagiri again!!"
"...Really?"
"Yes! Although I had my objections at first, I found it quite stimulating! I had never considered Tsujigiri Nagiri in such a way before, even though I pride myself on my extensive mental simulations! I was truly surprised by how much I enjoyed it! And you enjoyed it too, didn't you, Tsujita-san?"
"Mhm."
"Oh! But of course, I should let you sleep!" Kantarou whisper-yelled. "We can discuss this more once we've had a full day's rest! Good night, Tsujita-san! Sweet dreams!"
"Mm."
Kantarou seemed to settle in after that, but Nagiri knew better. He wasn't surprised when an arm shot out and grabbed him by the waist, pulling him close enough to feel Kantarou's chest expand with each breath. Nagiri still found this physical contact unacceptably intimate, but his sheer exhaustion dulled his urge to complain. He'd already let Kantarou utterly demolish his most private, sensitive areas; what was a little cuddling?
When Nagiri didn't fight back like a startled cat, Kantarou got bolder, nuzzling his shoulder and humming in contentment. Tsujita-san, in his bed, wearing his clothes, safe and warm and smelling like his preferred brand of soap. Kantarou could've stayed like this forever.
"Mmm..." Kantarou exhaled, raising the hairs on Nagiri's neck. He gave Nagiri a squeeze and whispered, with a pleased little giggle, "I got you, Tsujigiri Nagiri! I'm not letting you go!!"
Half-asleep, Nagiri startled, thinking for a horrible second that Kantarou was being serious. He'd had nightmares like this, where Kantarou found him out and captured him, or worse. But he wasn't asleep, and the nightmares didn't involve spooning.
"...The roleplay is over, idiot," Nagiri muttered. And he would've kicked Kantarou away, if he'd been capable of moving his legs. That was an excuse he could stomach, so he didn't have to feel guilty about melting into Kantarou's embrace and letting him kiss the back of his neck.
"Heee!! You're all mine!!"
"Mhm, you got me. Now sleep already."
Kantarou snuggled closer, entwining his legs with Tsujita's. He, too, was exhausted, but he would try his best to stay up as long as he could to enjoy this to the fullest. And he'd be very still, and very quiet, in the hopes that Tsujita-san might allow him to do this again in the future! The very thought made him giddy.
It was barely louder than an exhale, but Nagiri could hear Kantarou giggling to himself again. He sounds happy, huh? Nagiri thought. It wasn't fair that his presence could make Kantarou so happy. It didn't make sense, and it wouldn't last forever. Nagiri already knew it, in that way he always knew when something terrible was on the horizon: Kantarou would catch him one day, just like this. He'd say Nagiri's name, his REAL name, in a different tone. Would Kantarou be as happy then as he was now? Catching Tsujigiri Nagiri was his new goal in life, but...
Either way, if Kantarou was happy, it was fine. Tsujigiri Nagiri had already been caught, whether the idiot knew it or not. And Nagiri would let himself be caught, again and again, for as long as Kantarou wanted to catch him.
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