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    Prologue




    September 2553




    Pattaya Hilton




    Rit woke and rolled over. The young Farang was still asleep next to him. He eased himself out of bed and wandered naked, scratching his balls as he went, to the minibar and helped himself to a Singha. They had finished the Heineken the previous evening, and he didn’t like whisky when he woke up. But he needed alcohol. He thought of calling room service for something to eat, but then he would have to dress.




    He walked over to the window, drew back the curtains and went out onto the balcony overlooking the sea. It was raining. He enjoyed the cold rain on his body, it made his skin glisten and he felt refreshed. Much better than a shower. It looked like the storm was nearly over. The dark clouds were heading inland and he could see the sunlight starting to hit the islands in the bay.




    He was 30 floors up, and he didn’t care if anyone could see him. More nights than not, he showed his naked body on stage. As he stood sipping his beer, he decided to check his memory. He walked back over to the bed and gently pulled the sheet back to reveal the naked Farang, asleep on his chest.




    Yes, Rit thought, it was a nice view, both inside and outside the room. He liked the way the tan line framed the Farangs butt.




    He thought about waking him, but decided to savour the moment. After all, he was in a five star hotel and had enjoyed that body the night before, if not in the way he had hoped. He clearly remembered the disappointment that had drowned the pleasure. Twice!




    He wasn’t in a rush. He decided to sit and relax. He turned the TV on low and sat watching some film. Except he wasn’t really watching, he kept glancing at the sleeping Farang and thinking.




    He had been in Pattaya for six years. The first two years had been the worst. He had moved from bar to bar, and had endured an endless string of shorttime sessions with people he did not like, earning enough to live on after sending money home to mama. His younger brother had arrived in Pattaya about the same time and had gone to work in the karaoke bars. Same trade, except that Rot was mainly servicing Thai women, whilst Rit serviced the foreign male. They had survived the early days only because they had each other.




    He looked at his watch, the Farang had told Rit that he had to leave that evening, or rather early the next morning, as he had a 7am flight and had said he would need a taxi by 3am. It was only 2pm. He could let him sleep. At least Rit would not have to make an excuse for not staying another night.




    Rit knew he wouldn’t get what he really wanted from the Farang. Why had he gone with the Farang, his first in months? He must be out of practice not to have checked what the Farang liked. Why had he stayed a second night, when the first night had not been what he wanted? Maybe he just wanted to show the young, popular guys, or Rot, that he still had it in him. Maybe he wanted to brag about the five star luxuries.




    He was about to go and wake the Farang, but paused, then wandered back onto the balcony. Who knew when he would enjoy this view again, if ever. It was Pattaya’s newest hotel. One night is this suite cost more than Rit earned in a month. Rit thought about the past years and the guys he had seen come and go at Diamond. Those that lasted a night in the bars, and those like him who became fixtures.




    There had been about ten boys who started at Diamond Boys when it opened. That was a good time. Some of them had hooked a good life, and some no longer had a life. He realised that if he didn’t count Rot, who didn’t count, as he was his brother, he was the last of a long line. And Rot had been away for two years in the Army. Sure, he still had half a dozen phone numbers, but he didn’t keep touch with any of them. Maybe he should give them a call.




    He reflected on the journey to get to this point, a night in the Pattaya Hilton, when it had seemed more likely at times that he would see some nights in the ‘Bangkok Hilton’. He knew plenty who had ended up there, or some other monkeyhouse, for drugs or worse.




    He glanced again at the naked Farang who had rolled over onto his back. He let his eyes start at the young face and wander down his well-honed torso. Finally, he decided it was time to arouse the Farang. He wanted that body, but what he really wanted the Farang would not give him. He knew that he had decided to try to hook the Farang because of his body, and had expected him to be a masterful top. He was also much younger than the average customer. In fact, it had turned out he was the same age as Rot. He had nearly not stayed once he found out the Farang insisted Rit be the top. What had made him stay a second night? Boredom maybe.




    His mind wandered to the other Farangs he knew, particularly a few who had become good friends with the Diamond guys. There had been a few that they had not just seen as an ATM to provide cash. They were the Farangs who treated the guys like human beings, not slabs of meat on a market stall. He tried to remember the names. Mike and Rob, of course. Rot would remember the others; he had a better memory for names.




    Yes, it was nearly time to say farewell to the Farang. He had a few hours yet, and Rit wanted to savour every moment.




    Then he wondered again, what he was doing there, apart from the money of course. But then, he didn’t need the money. In fact, he had not gone with anyone for money in over a year. After all, he preferred Thai ladyboys. Yes, he could do anything with anyone, but what he usually looked for now, was a top with breasts.




    Rot was different, strictly a ladies’ man. As far as Rit could remember Rot had never spent a night with a customer, he had been strictly a short time boy, and mainly for ladies. Rot and Mike often shared a bed, but Mike had declared Diamond a ‘no sex zone’, and if he had wanted more from Rot, Rot would have backed off.




    He understood how Rot had just wanted a friend when he was on leave from the army, especially having finished his girlfriend. Someone who wasn’t working in a bar, after all most of their Thai friends did. And it had suited Rit, the last thing he had wanted was Rot around the bar, telling everyone about the army. Everyone knew Rit had been rejected on health grounds.




    Rot had refused to go with a customer since he’d returned from the army, even a lady. He said he was only interested in sex for fun, with someone he liked, and if he couldn’t find anyone, his right hand would do.




    Rit decided he was hungry. He pulled the sheet back over the Farang, and called room service. The Farang had told him to call if he wanted anything to eat or drink, and to let him sleep.




    Why had he gone against trait and gone for a masculine Farang. It wasn’t as if he needed offs, not like the old days when he needed 10 offs a month for his bonus from the bar. And the guy refused to fuck him! Well it was mid afternoon now, but the Farang had said at least noon. Let him sleep.




    His life had improved once he got into the show at Dragon Boys. He’d been able to stop being a go-go dancer and only do the shows. He still wasn’t sure what had made him start in the first place. Dancing in underwear was not his idea of fun, and sex with old men certainly wasn’t. Then he’d moved to Diamond Boys when it opened. He knew the boss who had wanted a ‘lead dancer’ to put a show together. Initially he had to work with whatever go-go boys were attracted to the bar, but now was allowed full time dancers. He wished he still had the guys from the early Diamond days to do the shows. It had been fun back then.




    It was a challenge at times, but now the salary meant there was no need to go with customers. Maybe this was some sort of last fling, his last fuck for money, even if he would have preferred to be fucked. But why now, he wondered to himself. What made him do it?




    He wanted sex, but his mind was now elsewhere. He grabbed the half-empty bottle of whisky, some coke from the minibar and sat naked on the balcony. The rain had stopped and the sun had appeared. He let his mind wander back to those early days, and forward to the future. The Farang was forgotten; after all, he wouldn’t give Rit the sex he wanted.




    There was a knock at the door. “Room Service.”




    He put a towel round his waist, checked the Farang was covered, and let the waiter in. He signed the bill as if he owned the place, as the Som Tam was placed on the table. He even added a 100Baht tip to the bill. The Farang could afford it.




    He took the plate and returned to the balcony, where he removed the towel, sat on the floor and began eating.




    He got up and poured another whisky. He glanced at the Farang, still asleep. Well they had drunk a lot the previous evening. They’d gone to the Isaan Pub after the bar had closed.




    He could see another storm heading their way. Not that he cared. He sat drinking. He realised that the years at Diamond had been good, but that he had let too many good friends drift away. He thought about those he had lost.




    Maybe last night had been about seeing if he still had it in him, or just the need to reassure himself that he had. He wasn’t sure what had got him into this frame of mind. He got up and poured himself another whisky, glancing at the now snoring Farang. Maybe he just wanted to see if he preferred sex with a guy without breasts. It was time to settle down and find a proper boyfriend, but he could never live with a ladyboy.




    Sitting naked on the balcony, he started trying to remember stories. He was sure that Rot would help him. For some reason he wanted to reconnect with the past. He had met, and lost touch with, so many friends, even a few Farangs he counted as friends, not customers.




    His mind suddenly went to Mike. He’d only really got to know him properly after Rot joined the army, although he’d been around the group since almost the start of Diamond. Until then Rot had taken control.




    For some reason Rot and Mike had befriended each other, maybe because there was no pressure for sex from either of them. They had become almost inseparable during the army days when Rot was on leave. It had suited Rit as he had been able to spend time with his brother, but he wasn’t hanging round the bar all the time. He realised Mike was his one remaining Farang friend. He had gradually started chatting more and more with Mike after Rot had joined the army, and the others had left.




    Perhaps Mike was also trying to keep hold of memories of the early days. It was a totally platonic relationship, apart from once, or was it twice, in the early days. Mike seemed more interested in befriending Rot, which would have been a wasted exercise, given Rot’s sexual preferences, if Mike had been looking for sex. But Mike had declared at the beginning that Diamond was a place to chat with the guys, have a drink and meet some of his Farang friends. He had never offed a Diamond boy with the intention of sex, even if sex had happened a few times.




    At least when Mike visited Pattaya every month, it broke the monotony and they could have a night or two out drinking whisky, or an afternoon at the movies or bowling.




    Maybe this Farang had just been about breaking the monotony, it had been a quiet month at the bar and Mike hadn’t made it down the previous month, as he had had to go to the UK.




    He knew he didn’t want the Farang anymore. He wanted the Farang’s eight inches, but that wasn’t on offer. Mai Pen Rai.




    He called Rot, but his phone was switched off. He showered and got dressed. He wrote a short note, ‘Sorry but I have to go, I not want wake you. But if you want a final drink before you fly, call me.’ and placed it by the bed. He called reception for a 6pm wake up call for the Farang, the least he could do.




    He took one last look from the Balcony. The rain had stopped again and he had a clear view over the bay. He could see the boats heading back from the islands, full of tourists, tourists who no longer seemed to go to the bars. Tourists who would happily sit on a beach in the rain, but not visit a bar.


  




  

    The Gathering Storm




    December 2549




    All Change




    Rob was a creature of habit. He had gone to the same bar, Dragon Boys on Soi 20, almost every night for the previous four months. He no longer enjoyed the show, and there were no boys he liked, but he still went. Things had changed. He used to enjoy chatting with the show boys but the ones he had got to know over years of holiday trips had gradually left. He had tried other bars, but it didn’t feel the same and the Mamasans would not leave him alone. He had taken boys, but boys were boys; those who he thought his type inevitably turned out to be a failure in bed, despite what they promised in the bar. So he kept the routine. Dinner, a drink at Dragon to watch the show and chat with Rit, the last remaining showboy he knew, and then home to sleep, alone.




    One night late November, Rit came over as usual after the show, but this time said he was finishing and with that, he walked off. Rob did not even think to ask him where he was going or when he was leaving. The next night he went to Dragon, but no Rit. Obviously leaving had meant left. He confirmed it with a waiter and left half way through the show. The fun had completely gone for him.




    Rob made a decision and, by the next afternoon, he was sat in the restaurant of the Foreign Correspondents Club, the ‘FCC’, in Phnom Penh. He had needed to do a border trip in the next two weeks anyway, as his three months were up. He knew he should change his non-immigrant visa to a retirement visa, but the discipline of having to make a trip every three months worked for him. It forced him to do something. He watched the boys loitering on the riverfront from his vantage point.




    He was staying in a cheap hotel, as the FCC had been full, but had a reservation at the FCC for the next day. He was restless. He knew he had run away, but not sure from what. After all, it was just a bar and they were just boys. It was not as if Pattaya were short of either. He walked back to his room to shower. He looked at the small bed, the worn carpet and the cracked mirror in the bathroom. It all looked so much better on the internet when he had booked. “Same as the boys he’d met from the internet,” he muttered, and smiled to himself. He showered, thankful he had brought his own towel; the thought of using the threadbare small towel that was on his bed was too much.




    He was feeling hungry and so went for a stroll along the riverfront as the sun set, before dinner at the FCC. He cut a strange figure. Slight build, greying hair, baggy grey trousers, long sleeved white shirt with button down collar and an Indiana Jones style hat. He carried a walking stick, although he did not need it, and a Harrods shopping bag. Everywhere he went, everything went with him in the Harrods bag. It was getting well worn, but he wouldn’t replace it. Rob was British by birth, but always felt an outcast in his own country. He had retired, sold up and moved to Thailand. He was tired of moving on. Now at 55 he wanted somewhere to call home. He had had boys, almost boyfriends, but greed had always got the better of them. Everyone said that was the Thai way. But then he had found it had been the same in Europe. It was the bi-product of getting attached to someone, when the core of the relationship was financial.




    The next morning he moved to the FCC with a balcony overlooking the river. This was more his life-style. He always tried to take the same room, Ta Prohm. He liked the fact they had names not numbers. It was also his favourite Khmer site. He had been lucky that it had been available at short notice.




    Large comfortable bed, a balcony overlooking the Tonle Sap and a mini bar stocked with a full size bottle of whisky, instead of those expensive miniatures. Those foreign correspondents must be thirsty people! He took a long soak in the bath, something he hadn’t done for years and sipped on a brandy that he had ordered from room service.




    He went for an afternoon stroll along the river and stopped to talk with some of the boys on the riverfront. They were obviously for rent, and he considered one or two. But since a bad experience in Amsterdam, when he had taken a boy from the station and been robbed, he would only take boys from bars now.




    He tried to remember the last time he had taken a boy. It must have been a month ago; it had been a disaster. He was tempted by what was on offer on the riverfront, but hated the thought of rejection or disappointment, or worse being robbed. They are probably all ‘gay for pay’ anyway, he thought!




    He knew he had to go back to Pattaya. After all, it wasn’t as if his life had gone. He just had to get back in the saddle, get out of the rut. And maybe the jolt was what he needed. So, after a couple more nights enjoying the FCC, he checked out and returned to his apartment in Pattaya.




    Over the next few weeks, he tried just about every bar, but did not feel at home. He went back to Dragon, but the magic was lost. It had changed hands, and as far as he could see, the new owner was making a complete mess of things. No wonder Rit had left.




    He searched for a boy for company, but whenever he saw one he liked, he would invent reasons to avoid them. Too tall, too short, too young, too old, too muscled, too effeminate. He wondered what he was looking for, or was he just jaded with the Thai scene, or boys in general.




    To Cap It All




    Cap had worked in the Bangkok bars on and off since finishing his army service. He had not enjoyed the army, except that even the straight guys got desperate for sex. At 26 he was relatively old for the bar scene, but he enjoyed it. It was easy money. He got to have sex, and be paid for it. He earned enough to live a good life, certainly a better one than his brother back home in Surin.




    Simon visited Thailand from England three or four times a year and had met Cap 18 months previously. Cap had been working at Superb Bar in Bangkok. After the first couple of nights, Simon had offed Cap for the rest of his trip. After that, Cap was always available when Simon came to Thailand. They would spend the whole time together. Simon knew Cap was gay, something of a rarity, and as a treat, every visit Simon would go out to the bars with Cap and let him choose a boy for the night, and book them a nice hotel room. They always met up for a late breakfast the following day. Sometimes a threesome or foursome followed.




    Simon had arrived a few days before New Year. Cap met him at the airport. Instead of heading into Bangkok for a few days, they went to Pattaya. Cap had decided he wanted to get out of Bangkok and move to a Pattaya Bar. He wanted Simon to help him check them out. He said he needed a punters eye.




    It was obvious to Simon that Cap was determined to move as he had brought a bag with his worldly goods in to the airport. He told Simon that he had finished his room, so had nowhere to stay.




    They booked into a hotel on Second Road. Simon insisted with the check in clerk that he wanted a high floor, sea view with a balcony and a large, comfortable, king size bed. Eventually he got what he wanted, inspected the room and they checked in. After their customary private welcome, Simon went to sleep, jetlagged from the flight, whilst Cap sat on the floor watching Thai TV.




    That night they went bar hopping. In the third bar, Adonis, Cap fell in love at first sight. He asked Simon if he could invite a boy over.




    As always, Simon agreed. That was when they met Nut. Simon fell instantly in lust. Nut was not the type of guy that Cap normally went for. In fact, he was more Simon’s type. Cap normally liked them slimmer, and shorter, with longer hair, and darker skinned. However, like Simon, he had always been a sucker for a nice face and bulging underwear. To Simon, Nut was perfect. Tall, athletic body, light skinned with short spiky hair and a grin to die for. His back covered in traditional tattoos.




    Nut told them he had not been working at the bar long, only a month. Cap and Nut sat chatting.




    After the second drink, Simon realised their bar hopping was over for the night, so he suggested they offed Nut and found somewhere cheaper to drink. He saw no point in paying 150 Baht a drink when he could buy a bottle of whisky at 7-Eleven for the price of a round.




    Cap went off with Nut whilst Nut got dressed. When they came back, Cap told Simon that he had talked to the Mamasan and could start work at the bar when Simon went home. They wanted to buy a bottle of whisky, ice and soda and go back to the hotel room. Simon went along with the plan. On another occasion, he would have offered them a room. However, Cap had not asked, and Simon was not about to offer.




    Back in the room, they sat drinking whisky. Nut knew some English and the guys tried to involve Simon in some of the conversation. When Nut went to the bathroom, Cap turned to Simon and said that he liked Nut. He explained that Nut had had a Thai boyfriend, but that he had died in a motorbike accident six months previously. That was when Nut had decided to come to Pattaya. Was it ok if Nut stayed the night?




    Simon also wanted Nut, so he agreed to Cap’s suggestion. Cap shouted something to Nut.




    Simon heard the shower and then 5 minutes later a naked Nut walked out of the bathroom.




    “Me next!” Cap said as he jumped up.




    Nut came and sat next to Simon.




    “You like Cap?”




    “Yes, he nice face and he good heart, same-same you. Tonight I see if he good body. You like me?”




    “Yes. You know Cap and I friends long time?”




    “Yes, Cap tell me. No worry, I can share. And I like you.”




    Cap emerged from the bathroom, obviously anticipating action. “Go shower, and be quick or we start without you!”




    When Simon came out of the shower, they had not waited, but as soon as they saw Simon, they jumped up, grabbed him, and pulled him onto the bed.




    The next day they talked over a late breakfast. Nut and Cap were already planning a future. Simon was much more restrained. He wondered if this was where he lost a dear friend and returned to the butterfly life, despite the reassurances from Cap. Maybe that was what he wanted anyway, having met Nut.




    However, he suggested that if Cap wanted, and Nut accepted a total tip of 3,000 Baht, they would off Nut for the next week and see what happened. He offered them a separate room that night. They agreed to the former, but refused the latter.




    The week passed quickly, with the three of them enjoying each other’s company, and bodies. It seemed to be agreed that Nut and Cap would get a room together when Simon went home and would both take time off for his next trip. Simon agreed to pay the deposit and one month’s rent as long as the room was less than 4,000 Baht a month.




    He had been in Thailand a week. He had three to go. He had some decisions to make, so spent the afternoon alone.




    Cap called him about four. “We want ask you something. Can we meet in an hour?” Simon agreed and headed back to the hotel.




    They turned up at five, a surprise in itself. “We want to show you something” was all Cap said. They jumped on a Songthaew and headed behind Sai Sam. As they turned into a condo complex, Simon realised where this was going. They got a key and showed Simon a room. It had a big bed, a fridge, a wardrobe and a TV. The bathroom was clean and it had a tiled floor and a balcony.




    “It’s only 4,000 a month. We pay today, we can move in tomorrow. You can stay with us, and then you don’t need to pay for a hotel. You stay hotel, one week you pay over 5,000 Baht. We can cook for you.”




    Simon asked them to take him to the nearest ATM. “Anything else?”




    “Yes, Nut finish work bar. When you go back home, we find work another bar. So you save more money, no have to pay off.”




    They moved to the new room the next day.




    The Show Must Go On




    Rit was worried. It was New Year, only 2 weeks to opening, and not much to work with on the show. He had convinced his brother, Rot, to quit his job at a restaurant and come to work in the show.




    Rot was shy, liked ladies, but had the family talent for showmanship. Rot had agreed provided he didn’t have to do go-go or get naked. He wasn’t sharing his cock with everyone. He agreed that he’d let a customer off him providing that they didn’t want to do more than smoke him, unless they were a hot young girl. It wasn’t that he couldn’t do anything else; he just didn’t want Rit to know that he was fifty-fifty. He knew the stories would soon get around, and so he also said no threesomes.




    Rit thought that at least the two of them could do some numbers whilst they trained the guys. He just hoped there would be more guys to choose from. At least the boss had told him that, if all else failed, then to get them naked. They managed to get a dozen rough numbers together in time for the soft opening. He just hoped some ‘better’ guys would appear soon.




    Most of what he had to work with were too shy to do anything more than shuffle on stage. Without Rot, he wouldn’t have a show.




    He was sure that as soon as they opened, they would attract more. Until then, boys weren’t going to lose money by not working.




    Opening Gambit




    Wit enjoyed his lifestyle and had a string of Farangs. Sometimes he worked at a bar, but more often than not, he freelanced. He knew a few of the Mamasans who were happy for him to turn up, as long as he didn’t want paying.




    It was just after New Year when he got a call from Tong. There was a new bar opening and they needed boys. Tong was Mamasan. Would Wit come and work for a few weeks at least, and did he know anyone else.




    Wit had had a lean patch but didn’t answer immediately. He said he needed time to think, and wanted to know when the bar was going to open. He owed Tong, and a regular income would be good for a few weeks. Maybe he could clear some debts.




    He decided to make some calls; if he could get some friends to work there, then it would be bearable. Having to turn up every day on time was not something he enjoyed.




    Arm had moved to Pattaya from Bangkok looking for a more stable job. Of course a more stable job never appeared, but he did ‘progress’. He had felt at 25 he needed to move on, the bars were a young guy’s game. That was two years ago.




    He had moved to Pattaya together with a mate, Jak, who he’d met in Bangkok. He was not sure whether Jak was gay or not, he’d had girlfriends, but also a string of Farang boyfriends. Whenever he asked, Jak had said that was for money, and they had to pay a premium rate. When Jak and Arm arrived in Pattaya, they had started at the first go-go bar they liked. It was at that bar that they met Wit. It wasn’t long before Jak found himself a girlfriend at one of the neighbouring lady bars. Within a few weeks, Jak had moved in with her




    Wit had helped them get settled and they kept up their friendship, as other friends came and went. They stayed there about six months before moving their separate ways to other bars.




    Arm was lucky, as he had bar experience, and he landed a job as a waiter in a hotel. It wasn’t much better paid and tips were lower, but at least he did not have to dance in his underwear anymore.




    Jak seemed to go through girlfriends faster than Arm changed underwear, and there was always a crisis that needed solving when there was a split up. This usually called for large amounts of whisky, which Arm always made Jak pay for.




    So when Wit called, Jak said sure, he needed a change of bar as he had just ditched his latest girlfriend and needed to work elsewhere. Arm said he would work as a waiter if there were a vacancy. Wit called Tong and told him it was the three of them or none of them. However, he said he wanted to freelance; he couldn’t face a permanent job.




    Tong told them to turn up the second week in January, and to look round for other boys. Wit spent the week visiting the bars he knew, looking for guys for the new bar. He found Art and Milk at Snake Bar and they were eager for a change after a number of fights with the Mamasan.




    January 12th they turned up, along with another three boys, and started preparing to open. Tong surprised them by telling them that there was to be a show and introduced them to Rit. Wit agreed to turn up every night for the first few weeks. The soft opening was slated for January 15th.




    Diamond Attracts




    Keng was young, but experienced. He had been around Pattaya since he was 14. Now he was 19. He had done his circuit of bars. He had slept rough and been to prison. But the bar game was all he knew. His family had not been able to afford to keep him in school and after a couple of years being a monk, he’d made his way to Pattaya after a friend told him of the streets paved with Farang gold. Having been in the trade so long, Keng was tired. The newer, fresher boys got the customers, but what else did he know?




    One night his luck was in and a customer offed him, the first in two weeks. The customer told him he wanted to go to a new bar that he had heard was opening that night, Diamond Boys, before they went to the room for sex.




    Keng was happy for whatever, after all ‘Up To Him’. The Farang was paying and, with any luck, tipping well.




    They arrived at Diamond Boys. Keng looked around. He liked it. The seats were more comfortable and the music was quieter. There were only a few boys. The Farang called a boy down from the stage for a drink, so Keng went and chatted with a couple of the boys. He was told it was showtime soon and wandered back to the Farang. The Farang said they would watch the show and then leave.




    Keng responded “Up To You.” His mind was elsewhere.




    Keng got more interested as the show progressed and, making the excuse of going to the toilet, sought out the Mamasan, Tong, who took one look and introduced him to Rit. After a few questions, Rit asked him to strip and dance.




    “I only meant down to your underwear, but if you are willing to do that on stage, you can start as soon as you want.”




    “I’ll see what I get out of the Farang, and for how long. Then I’ll be here.”




    The Farang turned out to be a generous butterfly and Keng accepted the 2,000 Baht the following morning, enough to pay his rent for the month. Thankfully, not much had been required by the Farang, and Keng felt more secure moving to a new bar, if he knew that he had a roof over his head for the next month. That evening he became a Diamond Boy.




    Time to Work Again




    A week after Simon moved in with the guys, Cap announced that there was a new bar in town, Diamond Boys. Nut had heard that it was good and had a show, so could they go and have a look that evening. Simon agreed and the guys had a great evening. Simon had to admit there was something different about the place.




    “I think we can work here, we both good bodies. If we can work in the show we can make extra money, maybe no need off too much” was all that Cap said when they got home.




    Simon suggested they tried the next night, he had to cut his visit short to do some work in Australia, but once it was over he would be back to finish his holiday.




    The next night they went back to Diamond Boys and Cap and Nut got themselves jobs as soon as Rit saw Cap’s cock, and Cap said he was happy to get it out on stage. He didn’t need to audition them. Three thousand a month to start and they could try for the show. If they did it, and hit target, they would get an extra 3,000 Baht a month.




    Simon told them to get started.




    Calling Number One




    Business was slow. In addition, a few police raids meant that customers were being deterred. Neung had decided it was time for a change of scene. He had been friends with Keng for years. When Keng called him and told him about Diamond Boys, it took Neung no time to decide. They were desperate for masculine guys and Keng knew Neung, like himself, loved to perform. It was a form of escapism and self-justification for their life.




    Keng told Neung that he had been there a week, had three offs and with the extra he was earning from the show it was a much better life. Neung did not need much convincing and agreed to visit that evening, even if it meant his wages being cut for not turning up at his bar.




    After the first show, he was hooked and Keng introduced him to Rit and Tong. Neung was just the type of guy Rit needed. Tall, athletic body, short hair, a single tattoo. He looked masculine; Rit didn’t want boys who looked and acted effeminate. They asked him to strip and dance, and then told him he could start the next day.




    Neung said as he was there, he would start straight away. Keng asked if he wanted to share rooms with him as they were working together. Neung instantly agreed as he had been arguing with the guys where he was now.




    After the second show, a Farang called Keng and Neung over. He asked if they were interested in a threesome.




    Come In Number Two




    Song’s friend, Tee, met him at the bus station. Song wasn’t sure why he had agreed. His girlfriend had gone home to Isaan from Samui, and the promise of cash had tempted him. But a go-go boy! He had been once in Bangkok. Why had he decided to do this?




    “Hey I bet you’re hungry. Let’s eat, and then get your stuff into my room. We don’t need to be at the bar until nine.”




    “I not sure I ready.”




    “Don’t worry, tonight only watch. I’ve taken a free day. If you don’t like my bar, we can look another. You’re 18, you have more choice.”




    They got to the bar about half nine. It took all of Song’s willpower to stay there. The guys all looked so young, and there was no way he could dance in those small white briefs. When three of the guys got their cocks out and started to chokwah, he had had enough.




    “I can’t do this, let’s go.”




    Tee argued they should try another bar, in another area.




    Song agreed to save face. After all, if Tee could do it. Then, of course, all he had was the bag of clothes he had arrived with and 200Baht. Everything else he had sent north with his girlfriend, and she was unlikely to send him money. There had been a big argument when he had said what he was going to try.




    They wandered around until Tee spotted someone he knew.




    “Hey Keng, how are you. This is Song. He’s new in town and needs a job.”




    Song felt he was been forced into something, but agreed to go inside.




    It was nicer. Ok the guys were in their underwear, except it was all the same and looked more like swimming costumes. Keng introduced him to Rit and Rot, who could tell that Song was nervous.




    Rot turned to Song. “Watch the guys; they are all dancing, not standing there like the other bars. They are all putting on a show; entertaining. Many of the guys won’t work anywhere else because they feel like they are just for sale. We do a show twice a night that Rit organises. If I can do it, anyone can. I like ladies, and we do get some of them in as well.”




    That sparked Song’s interest.




    “Hey,” said Keng, “come and join us upstairs. Sorry Tee, but the Boss is due soon and you know what he is about ID and under age guys being here, you’ll have to leave. Song, you are 18 and have your ID card with you?”




    “Yes, here.” He showed Keng his ID. “But I can’t remember where Tee lives.”




    “Don’t worry, you’ve my number, Keng knows my place. I’m off to see some friends. I’ll be back about 12.30. And don’t worry Rit, I’ll sit outside and chat to Keng.” With that, Tee left.




    They went upstairs and chatted with Song, as they got ready for the show. He was a bit surprised when they stripped in front of him and changed. Keng bought him a beer. When it was show time they told him to go, sit on a stool at the bar and watch. He had seen a show in Bangkok and was apprehensive.




    The show surprised him. He had expected nudity and got dance numbers. Well, if he was going to try a bar, then this was the one.




    After the show, Keng came over. “Let’s go upstairs.”




    Song followed Keng. “So you need a job?”




    “Yes, but...”




    “Look, try it up here.” He threw Song a pair of briefs like the guys wore on stage. “Put these on and I’ll teach you the dance the guys do.”




    Reluctantly and shyly, Song stripped and put the briefs on. Keng showed him how to move. After 20 minutes, Song almost felt comfortable.




    “Hey you’re a natural; you must have done this before.”




    Song froze; he was being watched. “Don’t worry;” said Rit, “It’s only Rot and me. It’s nearly time for the second show.”




    “Yeah, when I was younger I did dance in some Isaan concerts.”




    “It shows, and that’s all you’re doing now. Dancing in a show! Ok, I know there is the whole sex with Farang bit, but you have to get on stage first and then be offed. And we aren’t all gay, look at Rot, his cock is so small that no self-respecting Farang would off him, but the Thai ladies feel sorry for him. After the second show, all the Farangs leave. Why not try dancing on stage. I am sure Rot and Keng will join you. Only one thing, you can’t wear your own underwear under the briefs. Up to you.”




    Song knew he was been challenged, so slowly stripped and made a point of taking a few seconds before putting the briefs back on.




    Keng’s phone rang. “Ok, no problem, call me tomorrow. Don’t worry!”




    After the second show, the bar was indeed empty and Song got up on stage. It was not so bad. Of course, other things were yet to come, but he guessed he would give it a go.




    After three dances, Rit told him it was almost closing time, to go and change.




    “So?” asked Rot.




    “I guess I can do this part.”




    “Ok, tomorrow at 8pm with a copy of your ID. Keng will explain the pay and the rules.”




    Keng came down and sat down next to Song. “Tee called before, he met up with an old customer and asked if I’d give you somewhere to sleep tonight. That’s fine; it’s a big room and, if Neung agrees, make it permanent if you start work. Then we can help you learn how to make money. You ever had sex with a man before?”




    Song shook his head. “I’m not sure if I can.”




    “Neung likes ladies and I like both. It’s not too bad if you shut your eyes. If you want you can practice with us, I don’t mind being fucked as long as you aren’t too big. First, Neung’s treating us. He scored big last night, so we are off to a bar for some female company. Oh and don’t worry Rit, there’ll be some ladyboys.”




    Neung agreed, as they could do with someone to share the rent.




    Song decided he wanted to know what it was like; they were all drunk when they got back and he asked if Keng had meant it about offering to let him try sex. Keng nodded, they hadn’t found a lady and he was horny.




    Neung talked to Song about what he would and would not do, whilst Keng went and bought a bottle of whisky lao. Song was beginning to regret his decision, but wouldn’t back out now and said that he would try it all, once.




    Keng returned to the sight of the guys naked on the bed, Song smoking Neung. Song was obviously aroused and he went and smoked him.




    After a few minutes, Keng spoke to Song. “You’re small enough and hard enough, here’s a condom if you want to fuck me.”




    As they sat with the whisky, Song said it wasn’t too bad and asked Keng what it felt like the first time.




    “Jip little bit, but it was a big Farang. As long as you use plenty of gel it’s ok, and sometimes I enjoy. You want to try, in case your first customer wants. But you can say no to a customer, tell him he cannot fuck. You make more money, if can everything.”




    Song decided he would never get the courage up again and said yes, but that Keng was too big. Neung said no problem.




    As they finished the whisky, Neung asked if he was ok. Song answered that he had a little bit jip, but it was ok. In fact, although he wouldn’t admit it to anyone, he had enjoyed the whole evening, which worried him.




    Keng, as if sensing something, said that he liked boys and girls, but that maybe he liked boys a little bit more, not Farang though. All Song had to do was think of his girlfriend.




    The following night Neung was offed. When they got back to the room, Song said that he was worried because the guys had said that all the Farangs had much bigger cocks, could he try Keng fucking him. Keng said only if he smoked him.




    Song decided he could manage the sex bit, as long as the Farang was nice. He was offed the next night, the Farang only wanted to smoke and tipped Song 1,200 Baht. He decided he give it a month, then make a decision.




    Reunited




    Rob was walking through Soi 20 when he heard a familiar voice calling him. He looked up and there was Rit standing outside Diamond Boys. He strolled over. Rit told him that he was working there doing the shows. Rob offered him a drink.




    “Ok, but now show time, you go in and watch the show. I’ll join you afterwards.”




    Diamond became Rob’s new haunt and after a couple of nights, one guy wearing number 69 caught his eye. Nice body, defined, but slim and not over muscled. A smile to kill for, not the usual go-go boy who just stands there. He actually seemed to be enjoying himself and danced or did pull ups the whole time he was on stage. He wasn’t Rob’s normal type, but, after recent history, Rob wasn’t sure what his type was. There was something about him that made Rob think that he was different and made him want to get to know him.




    He was one of the show dancers and stripped totally during one of the numbers. Rob was impressed with what he saw and tipped him 100Baht on the way out. He seldom tipped, rarely 100Baht, and never the first time he saw a boy.




    The following night he asked Rit about number 69.




    “He’s a good boy.”




    That was all Rob could get out of Rit. Jealousy perhaps, he thought, although Rob had never offed Rit. He knew Rit preferred ladyboys and, anyway, valued him as a friend. Rob decided he had known Rit long enough to know he would be warned off, if appropriate. He tipped 69 as he left.




    Since moving to Pattaya, Rob never took a boy the first time he saw him. His butterfly days as a tourist were over. He liked to observe over a few nights and make his interest known, but no more. After all, he was a resident, not a tourist, and had time on his side. He believed in fate. If they were meant to have sex, or more, then it would happen, so he saw no need to rush things.




    Rob went to Diamond every night. 69 was always there and never seemed to get a customer. Not that he seemed to try too hard, unlike some of the other boys. He never approached customers. Rob wondered if he was only there to do the shows and made enough not to need customers.




    After a couple of nights, 69 started to smile and say “Hi” when Rob came in.




    After a week of visits, Rob went to Diamond Boys as usual. 69 did his full strip, and once naked, spent the rest of the time dancing in front of Rob, catching his eye whenever he could.




    Rob studied his body. He had worked it just enough to be well defined, not over blown muscle bound like some of the boys. From the sight of his bouncing cock, he guessed his body was not all that 69 worked on before he got on stage. Looking at him closer now, Rob decided he was younger than he first thought. Maybe 18 or 19. Rit would have warned him if he were under 18.




    After the show, he ordered one more drink and sat thinking, waiting for ‘69’ to come downstairs again. Unsure of what he would do, but wanting to tip him and say goodnight. After about 15 minutes, 69 had not appeared. Rob was sitting near the entrance and could see part of the upstairs. He glanced up. 69 was leaning on the handrail, watching Rob. When he saw Rob had noticed him, he smiled, winked and stayed there watching.




    Interesting Rob thought, he has plans, and it looks like he is after more than a short time!




    Rob knew how the game was played. Normally after this long without even a drink, a boy would give up and move on to the next customer. They certainly didn’t invest time on lost causes. How long had he been watching, Rob wondered. He kept glancing up, 69 was still there watching and smiling. Another 10 minutes later, he came down and started dancing.




    Rob was tempted to ask him over for a drink, but knew that a drink would lead to an off and he had to be up early to get to the embassy in Bangkok. After a couple of songs, he finished his drink, went up and tipped 69 on his way out.




    69 took Rob’s hand and held it.




    “Tomorrow.”




    69 nodded. After what seemed minutes, but probably was only seconds, 69 released Rob’s hand. “Goodnight, and don’t be too late tomorrow.”




    Rob got home and instead of going to bed, as he knew he should, poured himself an expensive brandy, the one he saved for special occasions, and sat there thinking. He had decided that he didn’t see 69 as a one night stand and had a feeling 69 might feel the same.




    Of course, 69 may just have identified Rob as a resident and was looking for a regular income stream. If the service was up to requirements, Rob didn’t mind. 69’s presence on stage oozed character and he seemed to have an infective sense of fun. And what Rob really wanted was to find someone to help him out.




    Rob relived the past years and his history with boys. He knew he was a foolish romantic at heart. Why did he keeping falling for a boy. How many was it now. They had all turned into a cash drain, minimal sex and most of them had gone home to their girlfriend every night. He poured himself another glass of brandy.




    He hadn’t even spoken properly to 69 and didn’t know his name. “69 probably just thinks I am another gullible Farang, who must have money if I can sit drinking in the bar every night, and then tip 100Baht just for dancing,” he said out loud, not that there was anyone to hear him.




    Anyway, he knew he was getting ahead of himself. They’d yet to speak properly.




    Fifty-Fifty?




    The alarm woke Rob at six. He was still dressed in the chair with a half-drunk glass of brandy on the table beside him. He showered and got the bus to Bangkok.




    It took longer than he wanted to get everything done in Bangkok. He had gone to get a new passport after the Cambodia trip, as there was no room left for visas. The British embassy was quick and efficient, he soon had new and old passports; but getting his visa, and entry stamps, transferred at immigration took ages. All he wanted to do was to finish, get the bus back to Pattaya and be ready to go to the bar. Eventually at five, he found himself at Ekamai bus station with a ticket for a bus at 5.40.




    Once in his apartment he showered, changed and dashed out the door. He was hungry, but also wanted to get to the bar early. He needed to chat to 69, see what he was like and then maybe arrange to off him the next night when he was less tired and more relaxed. He managed to get to Diamond Boys about 10.00.




    69 was dancing. As Rob walked past him to sit down, 69 held his hand out. Rob shook it. Rob noted from his position on the stage that he had two dances to go. 69 only had one thing, or one person, on his mind. He maintained eye contact with Rob the whole time. His last dance he simply wrapped himself round the pole in front of Rob, and moved sensuously to the music. He certainly wasn’t going to let Rob ignore him.




    Rob could tell by the looks and comments of the other boys that they all knew what 69 wanted. He finished dancing and disappeared upstairs. Rob looked at his watch; the first show was due in 5 minutes.




    Rob went upstairs to go to the toilet. 69 was preparing for the show and saw Rob coming. He quickly removed his go-go underwear as Rob reached the top of the stairs. 69 stood there naked, fiddling with his show costume as Rob walked past, and ensuring that Rob saw what was on offer. Moreover, 69 had obviously been working on ensuring that his strip was eye-catching!




    Rob came out the toilet. 69 was still there naked, stroking his cock and holding his outfit. He was standing with a big grin on his face, blocking Rob’s way to the stairs. Rob knew he had to ask him to move, or move him physically. The other boys were all watching knowingly.




    69 said “Hi” as Rob approached. Rob paused and looked 69 up and down. The boys laughed.




    Rob took 69’s hand. “Drink after show.” 69 moved Rob’s hand to rest on his naked cock, nodded and after a few seconds let go of Rob’s hand. Rob allowed it to linger there a few more seconds more before he went downstairs.




    Flirting time was over. In a couple of weeks, they had not said more than a couple of words to each other. Rob did not even know his name, yet 69 seemed to have decided that Rob would not be going home alone.




    Rob thought that there seemed, against all odds, to be an attraction beyond boy seeing a customer who would give a good tip. But then again he acknowledged he was an old fool ready for the picking by any half-clever boy.




    69’s show was as enjoyable as ever, only this time he moved off the stage towards the end and danced right in front of Rob, his cock barely 6 inches from Rob’s face. After the show, 69 changed back into his go-go thong, bounced down the stairs and jumped down next to Rob.




    Rob ordered a drink for him and they went through the usual routine of hello, what’s your name, where you come from, how long you stay Pattaya, where you live.




    His name was Keng, or Kaen.




    Rob looked at his leg and asked him why he had a tattoo of ‘Keng’ on his leg, upside down.




    “Ok, so it’s Keng and maybe I’ll tell you when I know you better.”




    Rob noted he said when, not if.




    Rob wanted to know more before he went further. He liked to ask about a boy’s likes, even if there was a high probability the boy would only give the answer he thought Rob wanted to hear.




    “Do you have a girlfriend.”




    “No, I too young, I no want baby.”




    “Boyfriend?”




    “No.”




    “So what you like, girl or boy.”




    “Fifty-Fifty. But I not like ladyboy. I have to dance now, but I no want. You off me!”




    “Why?”




    “Because I not want dance, I want you off me; I want go room you and have sex.”




    Rob knew this had silently been agreed upstairs earlier, so he paid the bill, they quickly finished their drinks and got motorbike taxis to the apartment.




    On arrival, Keng looked round and asked Rob about some of the photos on the wall. Rob got them a beer each. They sat together on the bed and talked. It was one of those awkward moments. They both knew why they were there, but it had taken so long and neither wanted to make the first move. Keng put his arm round Rob’s shoulder.




    Suddenly, Rob said, “I need toilet” and went to the bathroom, leaving a disappointed looking Keng on the bed.




    “I do something wrong?” Keng called after him.




    “No, I really need to pee.”




    “I’m hot.”




    “Ok, just I minute, I’ll turn the AC on when I come back”.




    “No need.”




    Rob returned from the bathroom to be greeted by a naked Keng standing there. He took in the sight. Keng’s cock kinked to the right when fully erect and was clearly much larger than the average Thai. It was obviously which part of his fifty-fifty was there!




    Rob stood there admiring Keng’s body. Keng walked over, took him in his arms, and hugged him. Then he went and sat on the edge of the bed and looked at Rob. Rob knew what to do and quickly removed his clothes.




    “Ah you like me,” Keng said as Rob removed his boxer shorts.




    Rob joined Keng on the bed. They explored each other with their eyes, hands and mouths until desire got the better of them.




    Keng smiled at Rob. Rob kissed Keng, and Keng returned the kiss. They lay there together until Keng looked at the time.




    They had been there over 2 hours. “We shower. I have to go now, otherwise my roommate worry. It first time with you, I never stay night until I know someone.”




    “I understand.”




    Rob was relieved; he did not like boys sleeping in his apartment. Too many years sleeping alone. In addition, one or two guys who had not been there in the morning, and had ‘mistakenly’ picked up Rob’s mobile phone when they left.




    “You go bar tomorrow?”




    “No.”




    “You come bar, you watch my show!”




    “Ok, but I cannot off you every night, I no rich Farang”




    “You come look, and maybe you change your mind.” Keng smiled and kissed Rob again. Rob slipped some money into Keng’s back pocket as they hugged. Keng left.




    Inevitably, Rob ended up at the bar the following night just before the second show. He watched the show, and Keng in particular. After the show, Keng came over, sat down and Rob ordered him a drink.




    “I go with you?” He asked.




    Rob explained that no, not tonight, and he could not afford to off him every night.




    “No problem, you tip me 40 Baht when you leave, I take motor bike to your apartment after bar close.”




    Rob relented and gave him 50 Baht.




    Shortly after 1.30, there was a knock on the door, Keng entered and said “Hi” as he undressed.




    Rob joined him on the bed and he put his arms round Rob.




    “Hey, first we talk” Rob said and tried to explain again that he couldn’t afford to go to the bar every night and off him. Keng said there was no problem they could do the same.




    “No! It’s not just bar, I cannot tip you every night.”




    “It no problem, I like you, no need big tip. I need good friend.”




    Rob explained that a friend, Keith, was arriving the next night so he didn’t know if he would be in the bar for a few days.




    “Good I see you tonight then,” Keng laughed, “but I wait you anyway.”




    “No, you have to work, you need money. If you get a customer, you go.”




    “Ok” he said, but not too convincingly. Rob tried to chat, but Keng was not interested in talking.




    They were both more relaxed second time around. They were learning what each other liked.




    They showered and Keng, noticing Rob’s camera, asked Rob to take his photo as he posed with a towel round his waist. He checked it and then said “One more.” Keng then decided he wanted one in his underwear so Rob obliged.




    “Next time you give me copy.”




    They swapped phone numbers and Keng left.




    The next night, Rob had dinner with Keith, and then they sat at Keith’s hotel, drinking. He had known Keith since they worked together in Germany. Although Keith preferred middle-aged ladies, he enjoyed the Thai show bars.




    Keith expressed an interest in seeing the Diamond Show, so the next night they headed to the bar for show time. Keng performed as usual and Keith got an eyeful. After the show, Keng asked if he could sit with them as Rob had a guest. Rob nodded.




    After 15 minutes, Keith whispered, “I’ll wander back; don’t want to cramp your style.”




    “You’re not. We’ll finish these drinks and I’ll walk back with you.”




    Rob explained to Keng. He looked disappointed then smiled, “Ok, when I finish bar I come room you.”




    “I go sleep at 1.30, so if after 1.30, don’t come, and no tip.”




    “See you later,” Keng whispered in Rob’s ear as he left. On the way back, Rob explained his arrangement with Keng to Keith.




    Just after one, there was a knock on the door.




    “I only have a few hundred Baht,” Rob said as Keng walked in.




    Keng was in the mood to chat, so they lay on the bed with their arms round each other, and talked for about an hour. Keng talked about his life, and how he came to be in Pattaya.




    Keng had received a call from a friend five years previously, who had told him he could make lots of money in Pattaya. He had somehow hitched and walked from Trat and started work at a bar. They had already discussed his age and clarified that his 20th birthday was the following November.




    “So you started work when you were 14?”




    “Yes. The first time a customer off me, I not like. I not like what he wants to do. He fat and ugly. He lie on top of me, I cannot breathe. He want smoke my cock, but his breathe smell bad, I think I get sick. I not know what to do so I let him, but I not let him fuck. I stay above the bar with the other boys. After he finish, I go back to room, throw the money down, lie on my mattress, and cry. The other boys were all still dancing or were with customers. I felt alone and hated what had happened. I wanted to go home. But I see how much money I make. I decide to try to continue. I never have 1,000 Baht before. But I not like.”




    “It got better. I talked to the other boys and they told me how they dealt with things. And they taught me to stick to my limits, no matter how much a customer said he would pay. I moved bars many times; sometime I make money, sometime not. Sometime I no customer, no money, I sleep in snooker hall or on beach.




    “So you work 5 years?”




    “Yes, I start Soi 1, and then later work many bar before I move to Diamond. Now I can rely more on money for show than offs.”




    Rob knew there was more, something unsaid, but it was early days.




    His motives for being there that night were never hidden. Eventually Keng slowly started to undo Rob’s belt and put his hand inside his trousers. He continued to undress Rob as they talked. Then he allowed Rob to undress him. The conversation ceased.




    Keng left about 3.30.




    On the way out, he noticed piles of 1-Baht coins. He pointed and held his pocket open. “Small tip for me?”




    Rob picked up a handful and dropped then in his pocket. He handed him 100Baht for a taxi as he left.




    The next night Keith and Rob were late. They got to Diamond just as the show was starting. After the show, Keng came down dressed and went to sit with a customer.




    Rob went upstairs to the toilet, glanced at the board and saw the cross through Keng’s number, confirming he had been offed. Rob returned to sit with Keith.




    Keng’s customer went upstairs to the toilet and Keng caught Rob’s eye and mouthed sorry, and then indicated he would call later. It was Keith’s last night so they headed for the second show at Dragon. The show was hopeless, and the place was empty.




    About two, Rob was woken by the phone. “Sorry, customer want me, you come too late. Now I finish customer you want me come and see you.”




    “No I sleep. Tomorrow, maybe.”




    “Ok, tomorrow yes, no maybe, I miss you.”




    Another first, a boy who called when he said he would. Rob felt that this was leading somewhere, and began to worry that maybe the family were about to need a new water buffalo




    Mid afternoon, Rob got a call from Keng. “You go bar tonight?”




    “Yes, about 3” Rob said knowing there was less confusion if he used the Thai clock, which divides the day into 4, six hour, parts. If he got there at nine, he would get a happy hour drink.




    Rob got to the bar about 9.15. No sign of Keng. He checked the board, no ring round his number, so he wasn’t working. Why had he called?




    Rob nursed his drink thinking what to do. After 30 minutes, he decided to go outside when he had finished his drink and call Keng and give him hell.




    Keng walked in, didn’t acknowledge Rob, went straight to the cashier, and started talking. Rob assumed his customer from last night had contacted him and had sent him to pay his bar fine for another night.




    Keng sat on a stool by the bar, and then noticed Rob, smiled, jumped off the stool and went over and sat down next to Rob.




    “Last night too much whisky. I sleep too much. After I call you, I go back sleep, I just wake up 3 clock, shower and come here. You pay bar for me, or they cut my wages. You off me, they no cut my wages, I do show then we go room, Ok?”




    “Ok.”




    They sat and talked until show time.




    “Sorry last night, I know you no happy.”




    “Hey, it’s your job, and you have to make money.”




    “Yes, but I want you happy, you my friend, not my customer.”




    Rob thought for a few moments. “Don’t worry and work hard! But remember that friends don’t pay.”




    Keng laughed.




    Another Regular




    Geoff had lived in Thailand for 6 years and had been a regular at Diamond Boys since it had opened. He was always fair with the guys, and treated them like friends. He would buy drinks and share a bottle of whisky with them sometimes. Once he had a boyfriend, he was faithful and did not mess around, but would include his boyfriend’s friends in their circle. He expected the same from them.




    Over time, he got to know most of the ‘long termers’ which he interpreted as any guy who lasted more than a couple of months in a bar. He saw many that only lasted a night.




    He was in his forties and worked near Rayong. He never told the guys what he did. They knew he went on business trips around the region once a month for a week and had all sort of ideas, which amused Geoff. He preferred to live away from work, and his nosey colleagues and the commute gave him time to wind down after work. It also made it difficult to accept their invitations.




    Geoff had a boyfriend, Jai. Jai had left the bar scene and they had stayed together. However, Jai was spending more and more time in Udon. If Geoff needed anything when Jai went home, he would call Cap who would arrange for one of the guys to help. Geoff would pop into Diamond most weekends and about once a month, he went out with a few of the guys.




    Cap had to admit he liked Geoff and hoped he wouldn’t get hurt, but had always thought that at some point Jai would dump him. Jai was only 20 and Cap was sure ‘straight’ from the chats they had had when they went out.




    It Happens To Guys Too




    Pet had failed again to get a customer. He had been at Diamond Boys since it opened, but over the last week he had not had a customer, not even a drink, never mind an off. He called his girlfriend to check if she had finished work, then jumped on the motorbike, picked her up at her bar and drove home. They stopped for noodles just before their room. She was unusually quiet, but they had been fighting a lot over the past weeks.




    First, it had been over money. If she was earning tips from the Farangs, why wasn’t he? Or was he earning and then spending it drinking whisky with his friends at the bar? They had had to move room the previous month to somewhere smaller, cheaper and further out of town. He tried to reason that there were just fewer Farangs in town, and those who were there, spent less.




    “I could earn more, but you don’t let me go with ladies,” was his standard response. “You tell me that I can only go with men. Many ladies want me.” It was a lie, but did his ego good, and he had hoped it would disarm her. “And anyway I don’t tell you that you can only go with ladies, not men.”




    This had earned him a hard slap across the face. “That’s different.” Pet could never understand her logic, but accepted the slap.




    The next fight had been a week ago. Geoff had been in, and at closing time, suggested Pet joined him and the guys at a disco, ‘no tip, only enjoy’. At four am, they had gone on to a karaoke bar. Geoff gave up about five and went home.




    Pet had eventually been helped home and carried into his room by his mates at nine the following morning.




    When he woke late afternoon, his girlfriend had slapped him several times, adding to the pain from his hangover. She told him that he was no good and had better sort himself out or they would be finished. She hadn’t spoken to him for a day.




    He tried to be extra careful the next couple of days. He did love her and they had a 2-year-old daughter who stayed with her mother. He wished he could earn more money, but all he read about in the papers was bad news. All the Farangs claimed they had less money to tip. He did get some tips that he dutifully handed over when he got home.




    Then he was offed by a lady. He thought he had been careful and not been spotted by his girlfriend, but on arrival at home she demanded he handed over the tip, slapped him and asked why he went with a lady. As soon as he had left the bar, one of her mates had called her. He argued that they needed the money, even though he knew the argument would not be accepted.




    She had started talking to him again in the morning, if shouting instructions was talking.




    The next night Simon came in looking for Cap and Nut. Pet considered Simon a friend, if you could have a Farang as a friend. Simon ordered a bottle of whisky and, when Cap and Nut appeared, they had all sat drinking. It was late by the time Pet called to pick his girlfriend up. She smelt the alcohol on his breath.




    In the morning, she woke Pet just before noon with a slap and told him that they were finished, to collect his clothes and go. He tried to talk to her, but she told him she had had enough; he was no good and didn’t do enough to support their daughter. She was better off without him.




    She went to the clothes rail and started throwing his clothes at him. He found a bag and quickly pushed them inside, knowing it was time to get out. Once she was sure that he had all his clothes and no reason to return, she told him to leave.




    He reached for his mobile phone.




    “No, I bought that, it stays. You can have the SIM card.” She grabbed it from him and removed the SIM. “And before you even think of it, the motorbike is mine as well!”




    He left with his bag of belongings, got a motorbike taxi to Art’s room, and asked if he could stay a few days.




    Pet was upset, he loved her and they had a daughter. Later Pet called his mother and told her. Her response was simple. “Ok, now she not take your money, you can send me more to help look after your young sister.”




    As usual, about a week later he got a call, and moved back in with his girlfriend.




    Run to Pattaya




    Run had lived at home all his life. He needed to get away. He had always known he was gay, but would never openly admit it. Isaan Society would not accept it. His mother had talked about a guy in the next village who had told his parents he was gay and they had disowned him.




    One of the girls from the village had come back from working as a ‘waitress’ in Pattaya for New Year. She told him about the ‘boy bars’ and how much money he could make. In addition, most of the boys have girlfriends anyway, she had added, as if covering the fact that she knew Run was gay. She knew he had the looks, and regretted the fact that he had ignored her advances.




    The thought of the money, and being able to have sex with another guy, excited Run. In addition, it would get him away from the village and mama.




    He had been able to stay at school longer than most of his mates. He knew a reasonable amount of English. The girl loaned him her copy of ‘English for Bar Girls’ and he started practicing.




    He told mama he was going to work as a waiter and he went to Pattaya with the girl when she returned at the end of January. He looked at a couple of bars and ended up at Diamond Boys.




    The guys were more to his taste, although he dared not make a move. He felt shy about it, and anyway decided to keep work and pleasure separate. They were all experienced and he worried what they would say if he had sex with any of them and they found out that he was a virgin. The last thing he needed was the other dancers laughing at him. It was hard enough to get used to dancing in just some very small briefs.




    Cap took an immediate liking to Run and offered to help him learn the ropes. Run sort of hoped that included sex. Cap was careful, after all Nut worked there as well. They both played the field, although they were still together, but their rule was no one from Diamond. Run moved in with Keng, Song and Neung who had been looking for a fourth person. He had started by staying with the girl and her friends.




    They started the next evening. The bar was quiet so Cap had a chance to sit and educate Run on finding the best Farang. ‘Best’, of course, being the most generous and least demanding. He started with how to identify your target. Take time to watch him he advised Run, “Don’t rush in because you are attracted to him! Look at his clothes.”




    “If he is wearing clothes which may work if he was thirty years younger and forty kilos lighter; tight sleeveless shirt showing his fat belly to full advantage, like that guy who’s just come in, then he thinks boys are attracted to him and really do want to have sex with him. This makes him an easy target, and will probably earn you a good tip. If you do succeed in getting this type of Farang as repeat business he’s a good bet to buy you new, fashionable clothes as he will want you to look the part.”




    “If he is wearing old clothes or appears drunk, he is likely to be a poor tipper. Make sure you find out how much he is going to tip before you leave the bar. If he dresses neat and clean, is ‘jaidee’, acts politely, then he is probably going to treat you a bit better, will probably be less demanding in bed and will tip more than average.”




    “Ok, so what next?”




    “Once you’ve identified your target, you need to attract his attention. This means dancing and smiling. Use all your acting skills to get him interested. Try to make eye contact with him as much as you can. I know you are shy and don’t like dancing in your underwear, but remember it could be worse; the Farangs could be sitting there in their underwear. You have to make him want you. Signal that you would like to go over and sit with him, like Nut is doing now with that big elephant on the front row. If you succeed in getting an invite, then quickly go over and introduce yourself. Don’t give him a chance to change his mind. A waiter will come over and ask the Farang to buy you a drink. If he refuses, be wary. If you order a coke, you get commission.”




    “But I’m shy, what do I say to him.”




    “Don’t worry as he’s not interested in conversation, only sex. Just remember you need to extract information, and that he, in his mind, has undressed you and got you into bed already. Keep it simple; name and where he comes from. How long is he staying in Pattaya? Don’t ask how long he will be in Thailand, he may be in Thailand a month, but be leaving Pattaya tomorrow. Ask him how many times he has been to Thailand. The best is the first timer who does not know our tricks.”




    Keng, who had been listening, butted in. “If he says he lives here, be wary. He may speak Thai and understand what we say behind his back. He may be a professional butterfly or looking for a boyfriend. And they can be a pain to get rid of when you’ve had enough, if they live here.”




    “What about you and Rob?” Neung asked.




    Keng said that was different, and that Run was just starting. “Don’t forget to ask what hotel he is staying in. If it’s a local Thai place you are probably wasting your time. And whatever he looks like, remember to tell him that he’s a sexy man!”




    “Hey, I’m the teacher! Shouldn’t some of you guys be dancing? You can talk to him in your room, but I’m the teacher.” Cap wanted to spend the time with Run and get to know him.




    “Ok Run, now assuming you don’t want to run away from him, you now have to get the Farang to off you from the bar. You need to make him think you are attracted to him. Make sure that you sit with your leg touching his. Put a hand on his thigh. Stroke his arm. If he is hairy, tell him you like hairy men. If he wants to stroke your leg, let him, and smile. Make him think you really like it. But remember he can’t access the crown jewels until you are in his room, some Farang think it’s ok to take your cock out in the bar.”




    Nut came over and sat down beside Run. “I don’t know where Cap has got to, but the most important thing to remember is the phrase ‘Up To You’. The important thing at this stage is that he thinks that you are happy to do whatever he wants to do. Never say ‘no’ and only say ‘yes’ if you fully understand what he is asking, and you really mean ‘yes’. Sometimes a Farang will ask if he can fuck you. Whether you like or not, at this point say ‘Up To You’. Your goal is to get him to off you. I am sure Cap will tell you all the ways he uses to avoid being fucked, even though he likes it.”




    Run realised he hadn’t thought about the fucking part. He wanted to ask them something, but was still too shy.




    Cap leant across, gave Nut a friendly slap and told him to butt out, then turned to Run. “Ignore Nut; he couldn’t hook that old Elephant.”




    This earned Cap a less friendly slap, before Nut continued. “You are not looking for a boyfriend, so don’t worry about how old he is or what he looks like. In fact, sometimes an old Farang is better because he is less demanding. You are looking for cash. And don’t forget we are all friends here and will share information. Tell him that you need to go to the toilet if you are uncertain about anything. Only you don’t go toilet, you go check with the rest of us to see if we know him and if we do, any information. We’ll all freely tell you if we know him and all about him. In fact, you will have great fun chatting to the other boys about what your latest Farang could or could not do. If he appears reluctant to take you to his hotel, then let him know there are rooms upstairs you can use, but try and avoid him taking you to a short time room outside.”




    “Hey Nut, I’m the teacher and it’s your turn to dance again!” Cap was getting frustrated. To Cap, Run was almost perfect. Short and slim, dark skinned with long hair, not too long, but covering the nape of his neck. He wished he knew what was in his briefs, but Run had been shy changing in front of the guys. He had also chosen a pair of full briefs rather than a thong. Cap hoped they were hiding a cute butt.




    Nut ignored him and continued, “If you succeed and he agrees to off you, go and get changed quickly and go back to sit with him. He might ask you what you want to do. Again, ‘Up To You’ is the best answer. What you probably want is to go straight to his room, get it over with and take us out to a karaoke after work on what you’ve made from him. But remember your goal is to hook him long term. Successful boys can have 7 or 8 Farangs supporting them.” Cap’s growing frustration was saved by a shout from Tong for Nut to get his butt onto the stage.




    “So why is ‘Up To You’ so important,” Run asked.




    “Because it confuses Farangs. You can use it when what you really want to say any of the following: You’re paying so you decide; You’ll decide anyway, so why ask me; Let’s go to your room and get it over with so I can go for a drink with my friends; I don’t mind; I want to go shopping; I don’t care as long as there is a tip at the end of it; you are stupid; you are ignorant.”




    Run burst out laughing. “You mean they think I am being polite, but it’s just I don’t want to tell them what I really think?”




    “Yes. Now lesson over for tonight, it’s your turn to dance.”




    Back at the room he sat with Keng, the others had been offed. Run asked Keng if he told him something, would he keep it a secret.




    When Keng nodded, he said he was worried about the sex bit. He said he had never been fucked.




    Keng laughed and said he hadn’t been 5 years ago, but that it wasn’t compulsory. “Some guys only agreed to be a top, some just chokwah.” Keng thought from the look on Run’s face maybe he hadn’t fucked either. “Have you ever smoked cock?”




    Run shook his head. “Maybe this is a bad idea. I’m gay, but I am not sure I can do it with a Farang. I don’t want it to be my first time.”




    Keng asked him if he wanted to play around a bit. The others wouldn’t be back for a couple of hours, if at all. Keng was happy to try anything; he hadn’t had sex in days. “Our secret!”




    Run said he wasn’t ready to be fucked, and if a customer wanted to off him, he’d tell him he couldn’t fuck him, but he would like to try before he had a customer.




    “Ok, let’s shower then smoke each other. If you want, you can fuck me. After we cum, we’ll shower, dress and get some sleep.”




    Run nodded and started to strip. After all one of the reasons for coming to Pattaya was to have sex, and there wasn’t a boy in the bar he would say no to.




    In the shower, Run said it had been fun. Keng said that if he wanted to try being fucked Song or Neung probably would, they were much smaller than Keng. “Even smaller than you, and don’t worry, when Song started he fucked me, then Neung fucked him. How are lessons with Cap going?”




    “Fine, but can I ask you some things?”




    Keng nodded and suggested they sat on the bed.




    Vacation Time




    Jaew had been wondering what to do during his vacation. He fancied a relaxing time, but could do with some cash. And he wanted a break from Bangkok.




    Dao wanted a break and suggested that they go to Pattaya. “I think I know how we can make some cash to pay for our beach time. But just let’s make sure the family doesn’t know that we are in town.”




    Jaew knew exactly what Dao had in mind. Still in three months, he started work. As long as at least one of them got a job, they could survive. In addition, who knows there may be some customers Jaew was attracted to. He reasoned if there was an attraction, then why not have some fun, especially if Dao was. Moreover, if he got some cash that was good.




    Dao said some of the guys in his bar in Bangkok had mentioned a new place in Pattaya. They should try it out. There were cheap rooms nearby and it wasn’t too far to the beach.




    “I’m not standing on stage in my underwear for old Farangs to look at me!” Jaew objected.




    “No that’s my job, but if the bar is new they may need waiters or doormen, especially as you can speak good English.”




    They were in luck, Rit had just got rid of the ‘on stage shufflers’, so Dao got a job straight away. Tong had just sacked a waiter for upsetting customers by repeatedly getting the order wrong. He was willing to give Jaew a one-week trial, especially as he spoke English.




    It worked well for them, they had the days to relax and the evenings were not exactly hard work. Dao insisted he would only do short time. Jaew spent a lot of the time chatting with Tong, Rit and Rot. In fact, sometimes he thought that it was a pity he was with Dao, and that Rot was a ladies’ man. A short time might have been fun, or a threesome.




    Teaching Excuses




    Cap was ready to give Run lesson two. Actually he was more than ready to give Run a practical lesson, but Nut wouldn’t give them any time alone, except in the bar, not that he’d even suggested to Run that he wanted to have sex.




    “A word of warning, Run. Some Farang will refuse to take ‘Up To You’ as an answer. Spend your time learning what the Farang likes so that if he does force you to make a decision, you can suggest something he wants to do. However always respond with questions, not answers. For example if he says ‘where you want to go’ and won’t take ‘Up To You’ as the answer, make a face like you are thinking hard. Then say ‘I not know, you hungry?’ If he says yes, ‘You can eat Thai food?’ If he says no then try something else. Sometimes what works best once you’ve got the Farang is to answer ‘go room, sex’ This not only indicates to the Farang that you like sex with him, but also means that you’re evenings work will be over sooner.”




    Run looked thoughtful. “So what I need to do is get him to do what I want without him knowing it?”




    “More or less. Remember your goal is cash and therefore you are going to his room. Whether you go straight to his room or not, that is where you will end up. What happens next is all-important. You have him alone; his mind is focussed on one thing. Your mind should also be focussed on one thing, making sure that by the time you leave the room he is committed to seeing you again.”




    “Even if I can’t stand him?”




    “Depends on how much he tips! First, spend a long time in the shower. This will please the Farang because he wants a clean boy, but also means that he is less likely to want to sit and talk. The longer you take, the more he wants to get you quickly into bed. After all, that’s why he took you off. You probably want to suggest he showers with you, that way you can make sure he is clean before he touches you. This serves two purposes. Firstly, most Farang do not know how to clean properly, especially after going to the toilet. They think the hose next to the toilet is for cleaning the floor and they simply wipe with paper.”
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