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    PROLOGUE FROM ROUGH DIAMONDS




    5 SEPTEMBER 2553




    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 for a few weeks, 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.


  




  

    DIAMONDS IN THE ROUGH




    Farewell To The Good Life




    A last look at the Farang. If only! Still two nights at the Hilton. Rit let himself out of the room, took the elevator down, found a motorbike taxi and went home. It was only then that he realised he’d left the clothes the Farang had bought him in the hotel room. Oh well!




    When he got home, Rot was cooking.




    “Any better luck last night? Want some Khao Pad?”




    “No and Yes!”




    “Mike called, he’s driving down, doesn’t know if he’ll make it to the bar. He wants some help with something, so we go eat with him tomorrow at five if we not see him tonight.”




    “He said he wouldn’t be down this month.”




    “Something changed. He’ll tell us when we see him.”




    Rit nodded, but felt a pang of jealousy. Mike always used to call him, but since Rot had returned from the army, Mike had called Rot every week to check they were both ok.




    Rit’s phone rang. It was the Farang from the Hilton.




    “Hi.”




    “Hey you left without your clothes.”




    “Sorry I got a call from Rot, he had problem. I needed to go.”




    “If you want, I’ll bring them to the bar tonight and have one last bottle of whisky. I’ll get my taxi to pick me up there at one to go to the airport.”




    Rit felt guilty for walking out, walking away. “Ok, I’ll see you about ten.” At least he would not be expected to perform in bed again.




    He turned to Rot and explained.




    “So he wants buy us whisky, what’s the problem?”




    “I guess.”




    “Hey what’s to lose? We’ll get a motorbike taxi. If he is paying, we may as well not worry about having to drive. If Mike makes it, he might want to go drinking after the bar.”




    Rit accepted decision made, and Rot was right, what was the problem. A couple of hours drinking and he would hopefully never see the Farang again.




    They spent the afternoon chatting about the old days. The days when they all got together at Diamond.




    Rot hadn’t started getting ready at nine, so it was about ten before they got to Diamond. The Farang had obviously just turned up, with his suitcase. Rit led the Farang to a seat whilst Rot arranged for the doorman to take the bag upstairs.




    A bottle of whisky arrived, they took a glass and then apologised that they had to go and prepare for the first show.




    They had just started the second bottle when the doorman announced the arrival of an airport taxi. Rit collected the Farang’s bag and got him into the taxi.




    “Here are the clothes I bought you.” Then he saw the waiter come running out of the bar. “Oh and I haven’t paid the bar bill, here’s some cash, take care of it.” He handed Rit 10,000 Baht.




    Rit took the bill from the waiter. “It’s only 3,000.”




    “I never tipped you. Bye and have fun. Find yourself a ladyboy.”




    He closed the door and the taxi left.




    “Wow, 7,000 Baht tip, you must be good, I’ve never used to get that much,” laughed Rot.




    “Take it, I don’t want it.”




    “If you feel like that I have an idea. Mike called me five minutes ago. He just arrived and needs a drink. He’ll be here in 10 minutes. We’ll finish the Farang’s whisky with Mike and if he wants to go on somewhere, you can pay.”




    “Ok.” Another decision made by Rot. However, it made sense. Rit decided the 7,000 would be used for entertainment with Mike over the next 4 or 5 days. That was how long he usually stayed, and they owed Mike. After all, it hadn’t been about the money.




    They returned to the whisky.




    “I need a fuck!” Rit suddenly shouted.




    “Sorry bro, I only fuck ladies unless you are paying me, which you can just afford now if I give you a discount. But you always say I’m too small.”




    “Well you are!”




    At that point, Mike walked in. They offered him a whisky, which he accepted. He was wired after the 10-hour drive. “I should have left earlier.” He needed something to help him relax.




    Rit went to pee and Rot took great delight in telling Mike what he knew of Rit’s nights of disappointment.




    Rit returned.




    “Sounds like you need a fuck. Rot and I will help you out if you want.”




    “What Rot say?”




    “He told me about your hot, young Farang who turned out to be a complete bottom!”




    “Ok, but I’m not paying you guys, one is too small and the other is too old, neither of you have breasts!”




    Mike grabbed Rit and Rot gave him a few friendly punches. “Sorry I like Hoi, not Hum.”




    “Ok Hum Noi!”




    This earned Rit another punch as Rot said something in Thai.




    “You lost me there, I know Hoi and Hum.”




    Rot laughed, “I told him he was a cock sucker.”




    “Whilst I’ve got you, and it’s quiet, I am staying down here for at least 3 months, one week a month in Ubon. I need you to help me find a cheap room. I am in a hotel for a week. I’m happy to go and eat with you, and an occasional whisky here, but it won’t be every night.”




    “How cheap?”




    “Say under 10,000.”




    “Where?”




    “I don’t mind, I drove down in the NV, so it doesn’t matter too much, but it has to have parking.”




    Rot thought for a moment. “Give us some time to check around and then we’ll go looking with you. Nirun has rooms from about four thousand. You’ll get a small house near us for about ten.”




    “So you still in touch with any of the old guys, Farangs or Thai?” Rit asked, changing the subject.




    “I have a few numbers and emails but I haven’t tried them in months, or longer. Why?”




    “Rot and I were talking earlier, remembering what it was like when we all started at Diamond. How many friends have come and gone.”




    “I do that sometimes, I think it would make a good book. I got to know the likes of Geoff and Rob. I knew Cap, Run and Keng quite well. I only really got to know you two just before Rot went into the army. I was only here about once a month. You know you are the only guys I can talk with without their being a bill at the end to pay for mama, a motorbike or something. At least so far! But I guess you knew the Thai guys better. You have any numbers?”




    “Some, Rot have more. So who you know?”




    “Well the first Farang I remember meeting was Rob. I knew him when I drank at Dragon. I get updates from Geoff on Cap and Run if we happen to be in town at the same time. As far as I know, Song and Rob are together but I haven’t heard from them in over a year. Yes, there were good times and sad times that the Diamond crew shared. I haven’t heard from Harry since he split with Neung.”




    They sat, drank, and compared stories, piecing together their version of the diamond years.




    “Ok, so let’s see, the end of 2006, sorry 2549. I used to have a drink sometimes with Rob at Dragon Boys. You were the last of the old timers there, Rit. Of course, you probably know the story as you caused Rob to flee to Cambodia. Then he got together with Keng. I never let on to Rob, but Keng was the one Diamond that I knew from before.”




    “You knew me from Dragon Boys!”




    “I recognised you, but we’d never spoken. Rot, I guess you were still entertaining Thai ladies with your singing. Having seen you naked, it can’t have been with anything else.” Rot gave him a friendly punch. “So Rit, who were the first guys you remember at Diamond?”




    “Cap and Run of course. Keng and Neung. Wit.” suggested Rit




    “I knew you’d remember Wit, you wanted him even though he wasn’t a lady boy.” laughed Rot. “Remember that waiter, Jaew, Jay, Jid, I can’t remember his name. He came from Bangkok with his boyfriend. Then there was Pet who was always had problems with his ladies.”




    “And the police,” added Mike.




    The waiter refilled their glasses and indicated the whisky was finished.




    “You still need a fuck?”




    “No, time to go home. See you tomorrow.”




    “Ok call me about four. We’ll go eat and make a plan for finding me a room.”




    Interventions




    When they got back to the house, Rot said he wanted to meditate for 30 minutes. Rit said he’d get some whisky and after that, he wanted to talk to Rot about something.




    Rot went to his room and sat cross-legged on the floor.




    ‘Keng, I don’t know what to do.’




    ‘About what?’




    ‘My life. I think I want to be with Mike. But Mike won’t let me. I tell him maybe he not move to Pattaya.’




    ‘Sometimes you have to take a risk. But are you sure about Mike’




    ‘Yes. I wish I had said something before. Now he here for three months, maybe we can give it a try. If it hadn’t been for Mike, I’d have found it difficult in the Army. His friendship was something to hold on to.’




    ‘Well your opportunity may arise sooner than you expect. And your brotherhood will be tested.’




    ‘Why can’t you give me an answer?’




    “I can only be here to give you someone to talk with. I cannot tell you what to do; only you can decide that. I cannot tell you what is right or wrong. Soon I will be able to move on. I just need to be sure that you and Rit are ok. The others are sorted and don’t need me anymore.’




    Rot returned to sit with Rit.




    “So what about a room for Mike?”




    “There’s a house on the soi. It’s ten. We can show him two small rooms as well. If he is near, we can help him with everything. If you want, I know you like him. We can clean and do his laundry.”




    “You know he is sticking to the no sex rule?”




    Rit laughed. “He’s said that before. Anyway, he’s not my type. But I need to talk to you about the show. I need you to do Barbie Girl.”




    “No! That was not our deal. I told you I am not getting strong, on stage.”




    “Everyone else does, you have to!”




    “Why? They big, I small. You agreed when I started I did not have to.”




    “I’m boss, I change my mind. Get naked and strong or leave show. I’ll ask Nahm come back, so no problem for me.”




    Rot stood up and went over to Rit.




    “Why you decide this? Why now?”




    “I Boss. You get same money everyone else; you have to do same everyone else. You no like, you leave. Customer just want cock, not worry how small.”




    Rot grabbed Rit’s shoulders and pulled him up. “No!”




    With that Rit grabbed Rot’s wrists, kneed him in the groin and pushed him to the floor. “Don’t you ever grab me like that again.”




    Rot lay there stunned and caught his breath.




    Slowly he stood up. “Ok if that is how you feel then I guess I don’t have a choice.” He walked slowly over to Rit and held his hand out. Rit took his hand and realised it was a mistake as Rot’s foot connected with his balls. The anger took Rit over and he started kicking and punching Rot.




    Rot made a dash and got to the safety of his room, and bolted the door. It was a long time since they had fought like that. He lay on the bed sobbing.




    ‘You are fighting the wrong enemy.’




    ‘Keng? What you mean?’




    ‘Your brother is not your enemy. Things are not always what they seem. He picked the only number where you are naked the whole time. Maybe it was a challenge and you could have compromised.’




    ‘But he is my brother, he knows me. He knows I am shy about my body, particularly when I’ve seen everyone else.’




    ‘Yes he knows you, and you know him. Think and you’ll know why. As he will think and know why. It is not what it seems at first. My task is nearly completed. Sleep and think. Tomorrow hold out an olive branch.’




    Meanwhile Rit went to his room with the rest of the whisky. He stripped and checked his balls. Rot had really lashed out. But why had he not suggested the compromise. That had been his plan; all he wanted was for Rot to do the shower show sometimes.




    ‘Why you fight your brother? Why you ask him do what you know he will not?’




    ‘Keng?’




    ‘Yes. I knew you would need me. That’s why I wanted you at the fire so we had a close bond. Why you fight him hard?’




    ‘I don’t know. I not want him do Barbie, he too small and shy. I was going to suggest something else but he really kicked me hard. But I want him do some show, maybe shower. Everyone else does and the others all complain that I don’t make Rot. I worry he leave and then maybe Mike won’t stay.’




    ‘So why didn’t you tell him that? You could have talked it through. And why won’t Mike stay?’




    ‘Because. Because I don’t know why. I want everything like it was before. I not know my brother now. I want things like they were. I miss Mike as good friend.’




    ‘But Mike still your friend.’




    ‘But not same before. Now Rot back I only second friend.’




    ‘Sleep and think. Blood is thicker than water. Tell Rot what you really want tomorrow, and apologise to him. He is scared; you have fought before, but never like that. Even if you do become second friend with Mike, is it worth losing your brother over, or having no friend? Rot does not know what to do. You both need some space. You only second friend if you think you are and you act like it. And if you do, maybe you end up with no friend and no brother. Now sleep and think. Wait for Rot to come to you. He will when he knows he needs you. Remember the cobra.’




    Rit downed the whisky and poured another glass. Up to Rot, he decided, he started the fight.




    Morning Call




    Mike’s phone announced that Rot was calling at ten the following morning. He wasn’t used to boys calling him in the morning. Funny he always called Rot these days, but when they wanted to speak it was always Rit who called. Knowing Thai’s, they had probably already found him a room.




    “Can I come see you, where you stay?”




    Mike told Rot he was at the Q hotel on Sai Song. Rot said he’d be there in 30 minutes. Mike resumed writing his to do list.




    About an hour later, reception called to say that he had a visitor. He confirmed it was Rot and told them that he would be down in a few minutes. They could sit by the pool.




    When Mike got to reception, he was surprised. Rot was standing there with a bruise below his left eye and a bag next to him. Mike walked over.




    “Let’s go sit near the pool and you can tell me why you are here.”




    “We go room you, it better.”




    Mike looked at Rot’s face, always sad looking. He decided to let Rot have his way and led him to the lift, swiped his card to open the doors and pressed four. The fact that Rot had a bag worried him.




    Once in the room, Rot put his bag down and looked around.




    “Ok, it’s a bit strange. So there is only a glass wall to the bathroom, and the bed is in the middle of the room. Make yourself at home. So why you need to see me?”




    “I need pee-pee, and then I tell you. And you have some beer?”




    “Yes, get some from the fridge after you go toilet.”




    Rot took his jeans off, went to the toilet, then returned with two beers and sat on the bed in his boxer shorts. Silence ensued.




    After a few minutes, Mike told Rot to tell him, or leave.




    “I boxing Rit, he do bad.”




    That explained the bruise. “What he do?”




    “Last night we go home and drink more whisky. He tell me he want me do Barbie Girl show. I tell him no. He tell me that he boss, I do. I tell him I not naked, strong, on stage, and I too small, he need big cock for do. He tell me not do, no work. I fight him, I kick him in the balls. He hit me here.” Rot pointed to his bruise. “So I go room me. This morning I wake up, I pack, I stay here two or three day.”




    “Why here, why not stay with Thai friend?”




    “No want, I want stay with you, help you find house. No want tell my friends. I stay you, I tell them you off me to help you find house. You can pay off for me? Tonight I talk Rit at bar. If he agrees, we do Muay Bplam after tomorrow. Whoever wins, correct. I win, I go home. I not win, I see.”




    “Muay Bplam?”




    “We fight three rounds. The loser each round has to do what winner say. Who win most rounds is correct. We know answer right because Buddha make the person who not do wrong, strong.”




    It took a few moments for Mike to work out Rot’s statement. “Yes but what you do for Muay Bplam. Same Muay Thai?”




    “Little bit, like I see on television.” Rot tried to think of the Farang word. “Wrestling! But our version.”




    “Ah ok. And after you do, you and Rit ok?”




    “Yes we do ever since we children. We accept Buddha help the correct person. Once we do, we same before. But Rit win, I not sure I stay work bar. You watch and make sure Rit no cheat.”




    Mike sat thinking. Did he trust himself to sleep with Rot? After the week when Rot came out the army, he had decided no more sex with the Rot to keep both their friendships. Rot’s soulful face won the day and Mike agreed to two nights, house rules if Rot wanted, but no sex unless he’d told Rit already.




    They got to the bar about 9.30. Rit was sat outside. Mike went in and paid the off fee. Rot went over to Rit. About 20 minutes later they came inside and sat next to Mike, one each side.




    “Tell him!” Rot directed at Rit.




    “Ok! I not know what problem Rot. I naked on stage nearly every night. But he brother so I agree Muay Bplam. We do after tomorrow. We make list penalty and we give you before. He challenged me, so I choose rounds. I tell him already, you go shop tomorrow.” Rot went outside for a smoke.




    Mike turned to Rit. “Why you ask him do Barbie Girl, you know he shy.”




    “Everyone else gets naked on stage, only Rot not. He gets the same money. Other boy yak-yak me. I finish Nahm so Rot can have job. Nahm get naked. I think if I say Barbie Girl, he say no, but he agree to do another number. But he start fight. He kick my balls, hard. So now Muay Bplam! I win, I ask him do shower show, not Barbie Girl, he too small. Don’t worry we brother, after we ok again. He not kick me we would have been ok last night. Maybe too much whisky.”




    What Rit didn’t say was when he woke up he realised that he’d only challenged Rot because he was jealous of Mike always calling Rot, and now he’d made it worse as Rot was staying with him. Keng had been right about the cobra. He knew he had to make things right. Maybe he should let Rot win. Still it couldn’t be that bad as Rot was bringing Mike to look at the house.




    He wondered if Rot was turning to his gay side, and was sure, despite what they both said, they had had sex when Rot was in the army. Rot had a bad string of experiences with girls, and sometimes when he started at Diamond, he had said that he enjoyed himself when a Farang had offed him. He knew Mike’s rules, or at least what he said they were, but he wondered if he’d forced them together.




    He also wondered if it was time for him to move on from lady boys and find a good man. He fancied one at the bar. Was that what the Farang at the Hilton had been all about? He sat thinking, hoping Keng would be there.




    ‘Worry about yourself, not your brother. If you are happy, he will be happy. And I think he’d understand if you found a boyfriend.’




    ‘But what about Rot, is he fifty-fifty?’




    ‘Only Rot can decide that. Act true to yourself, and let Rot determine the road he wants to take. He who sees problems everywhere, creates problems everywhere. What Rot wants is only a problem if you make it one.’




    ‘Who will win Muay Bplam?’




    ‘It is not about who wins, but about who wants to be brothers.’




    ‘Keng, I think I understand the cobra. The cobra is making me jealous of Rot.’




    ‘Nearly. You are jealous of Rot and allowing the cobra to use that. Jealousy is natural, but don’t let the cobra consume you. But why be jealous, why not be happy.’




    Rot came back and asked Mike if they could go back to the room to sleep. Mike decided there would be no fun if they stayed at the bar, so they left.




    Once back in the room, Rot opened the bottle of whisky they had bought and handed Mike a glass, turned the TV on and sat opposite Mike. He flicked through the remote, but found nothing to interest him.




    Rot broke the silence. “You still like me?”




    “Yes, or I wouldn’t let you stay here!”




    “I worry you no like me after you tell me no more sex. You want off me sometimes?”




    “I tell you many times, no! You and Rit are my friends, Rit likes ladyboys and you keep saying you like ladies. I only like boys who want to be with me. I don’t want another boyfriend. When you not work bar and were in the army, it was different. If I off you, it feels like I am paying for sex with you, even if I don’t tip you. And I don’t want to cause problems with Rit.”




    “I want to be with you. You know I like, you not enjoy?”




    “Yes I enjoy. Let’s relax and get you sorted with Rit.”




    “Ok, you sure? Maybe I decide I want boyfriend, I just not know how I tell Rit. Can we talk again tomorrow?” Rot leant over and gave Mike a sniff kiss. “There football on television in 30 minute. We shower, and then we watch in bed. Me first.” Topic obviously closed.




    “There’s a curtain to pull across the window of the shower.”




    “No you can watch. My present for you for let me stay. Then I watch you,” Rot responded as he removed his underwear, walked to the shower and turned the rain shower on. Once happy with the temperature he spent 10 minutes showering, mimicking the shower show that Rit sometimes did at the bar, although Rit did it in a tight fitting bikini. By the end Rot, had an erection.




    “Here’s a towel. You do show for me, why not do on stage.”




    “I want try for you. If I win, I tell Rit I can do shower show. Your turn.”




    Rot went over and took Mike’s chair as Mike stripped and went to the shower. Rot sat watching. As much as Mike kept willing his cock to remain asleep, he had an erection by the time he’d showered.




    Mike towelled dry, wrapped the towel round his waist and suggested Rot did the same. They sat drinking whisky on the bed as they watched the match. Mike went to the toilet.




    Rot followed him. “We shower then sleep, I want try shower show.” Mike wanted to say no, but allowed Rot to drop the towels on the floor and then responded as Rot held him close and ran his hands over Mike’s body. “I feel cock you, you still want me.”




    Mike stepped back, looked down and responded, “And you seem very happy for someone who says he prefers ladies. Time to get dried and sleep, unless you want sex.”




    “Cannot dry,” responded Rot pointing at the wet towels. “We just fuck, dry soon.” Mike followed him to the bed and switched off the lights.




    House Hunting




    Mike woke to the sight of a naked Rot, standing at the bottom of the bed, dripping wet. “We left the towels on the floor last night, not dry.”




    “Call housekeeping, they’ll bring fresh ones. What time is it?”




    “About 11, why?”




    “Just wondered.”




    “Shower, then we look room you. After we go market to buy for tomorrow.”




    “Ok, order some towels. You no want eat first?”




    “We eat when we see Rit.”




    “I thought you and Rit were fighting?”




    “Yes, but we take care you. And after tomorrow, we ok. Last night I agree we meet Rit at one. That why we not do Muay Bplam until tomorrow. But don’t tell him about last night, or what I tell you. And I worry he ugly me again because I stay here and we get close, so we need to do together. I see you have camera, you have video and can play music CD?”




    Mike confirmed both.




    “Ok when we come back from the market, I practice shower show, you video. After I look video to see good or not.”




    Rot called housekeeping and fresh towels arrived a few minutes later. Mike went to shower.




    “How long you stay hotel?”




    “5 more nights, why?”




    “Ok, I stay 5 more nights, find you room.”




    “Why 5 nights, why you not go back before. I thought you and Rit were ok after tomorrow. Won’t Rit be angry?”




    “After fight, we ok. I like it here. I never go with Farang, so I never get to stay nice hotel. Rit can maybe stay one night.” Mike decided it was a discussion for another time.




    “Ok, but remember no more sex.”




    Rot smiled, unconvinced. “You told me that already. I understand.”




    Rot directed Mike to the ‘dark side’, the eastern side of the Sukhumvit. Mike couldn’t remember the way. They stopped outside the house.




    Rit was cleaning his bike. “Hi, don’t worry we nearly ok, now we want take care you.”




    Rit and Rot had a conversation, and Rit handed Rot a key.




    “Ok we go look house, we come back, and I cook.” Rot indicated Mike should get in the NV, he’d drive. They went all of 200 metres and Rot stopped. “Ok here.”




    He took Mike in. There was a living area with a small kitchen, two bedrooms, each with a shower and toilet. No furniture. “If sign 12 month, one month 10,000, nearly same we, but this better. I help you get furniture, bed, cupboard, TV. Have cable already. Rit can clean and make ready.”




    Mike made some quick calculations. Every time he came to Pattaya, he spent at least 10,000 a week on a hotel. This was a three-month breather, after which his plan was back to three weeks Ubon, one Pattaya. “I’ll think, and tell you tomorrow. Anywhere else?”




    “Yes, Rit take us after we eat.”




    They went back to see Rit, who was still busy. Rot disappeared inside.




    Rit swore Mike to secrecy. “One thing he have to do when he lose is something for you. You let him stay, he owe you.”




    Mike nodded, having decided to go with the flow and he assumed it would be clean or do his laundry or something. The sooner this was sorted, the sooner Rot would move back home. It wasn’t that he didn’t fancy Rot, or Rit for that matter, but he wanted to remain friends with both. He’d thought about suggesting more to Rot, but it wouldn’t work. He wondered if the move to Pattaya was a mistake.




    When they finished eating, Rit announced, “We go look two more places.”




    They arrived at a small condominium block about 5 minutes away. Rit went to the office and got a key. He showed Mike to a second floor room. “Only 4,000 include furniture.” Furniture was a bed, wardrobe, old TV, and older fridge.




    “It’s a bit small,” Mike said diplomatically.




    “Ok, one more!”




    Mike did not like it either. He hadn’t planned to be on the dark side, but it would give him the quiet he wanted to write. He had decided he was going to try to write the book based on the life of the guys at Diamond. He hoped Rit and Rot would help him research it. He did wonder if the second two places had been selected to ensure that the first was his preference.




    When they got back to the guy’s house, Mike asked if he could look at the first one again. He would be able to park the NV inside and close the gate. He preferred a separate bedroom to a studio, and the second could be his office.




    “So 10,000 a month rent. What else?”




    “Deposit 9,000. Need pay electric and water. We pay 800 one month, but no have air conditioning. You have air condition in one room. Cable 300. We pay 350 one month for security, clean street, take rubbish. When you want and I tell boss. He get paper ready.”




    “I decide tomorrow, after I know you ok.” Mike didn’t want to commit to anywhere until he’d slept on it, or be close to Rit or Rot unless they were ok, if at all.




    Another Thai conversation. “We do Muay Bplam tonight, and then can sign tomorrow. I clean for you while Rot takes you shopping. Have many shop for cheap furniture.”




    “Ok. But I want shop Index. Even if it takes a week to deliver. I can stay at the hotel a few days longer.”




    “Good, then I can stay with you longer.” He saw the look on Rit’s face. “I agree with Mike. I never get to stay hotel. You can stay one or two nights as well. We can sit and chat.”




    Rit smiled. The cobra wasn’t getting him that easily. “Ok, but if Mike wants sex it’s both of us or neither of us.” Rot laughed.




    They left and went to the market where Rot asked for 500 Baht. Mike handed it over and Rot told him to get a beer, he’d not be long and wanted it to be a surprise. Rot headed to the second hand section and bought some underwear, vests and boxer shorts, two of each, then, hoping he won, some items for one of the penalties.




    Slips




    Once in the room, Rot announced that they had two hours before Rit arrived. It was time to practice. He stripped to his underwear and told Mike to set up the music, and the video, while he chokwah to get strong.




    Mike queried the need to chokwah. “I’ll be strong on stage, so need to be strong to practice.” When he was ready, he went to shower and signalled Mike to start the music. After trying to two different songs, he dried off, wrapped a towel round his waist and asked to see the video. Mike connected the camera to the TV and pressed play.




    “It no good, every time I take off the underwear, I slip.” Mike could see what he meant.




    “The others don’t worry if they slip.”




    “I know, but if I do, I want perfect.”




    Mike went to the wardrobe and rummaged though some bags, found what he wanted and threw a bag at Rot. “Try these.”




    Rot opened the bag and pulled out a shirt, some PVC shorts and a set of small underwear. “How these help, I can’t take one pair off.”




    Mike came over and showed him. The shirt had Velcro seams across the shoulders and down the sides. The shorts had press-studs down the sides and the underwear had quick release catches at each side.




    “Where you get, why you have?”




    “I get a shop in Bangkok to make. I brought pictures from Europe. I was going to give them to Rit for the show, but you can have them instead.”




    “You have more?”




    “Yes, different, but wait until I move into the house. And don’t tell Rit. Now practice here, not in the shower.”




    After twenty minutes, he had the art of getting each item off down to a fine art. Mike did not tell him the underwear would become almost transparent when wet. It took another 30 minutes to get the act down how Rot wanted it. Mike gave a nod at the point he thought Rot should remove each item.




    Mike asked if Rot wanted to try in the shower, but he said he wanted to do the show that night and didn’t want to get the clothes wet. He’d show Rit something better that Barbie Girl. Mike hoped he would be as uninhibited in the bar as he was in the room. Then he had an idea.




    He talked to Rot, explaining that Rit might be a better dancer, but Rot was the better actor and he had a plan. Rot agreed to try. He called the manager and after a five-minute conversation, turned to Mike. “I can do after tomorrow. We can use bar afternoon for practice. Manager watch, if good, can do end first show.”




    He called Rit and told him he would do a special show but it would be a surprise, Rit and the other guys could not see him get ready and had to watch from the bar area. He then turned to Mike and told him everything was agreed. Rit wouldn’t make him do Barbie Girl if the show was good, and would be there in 30 minutes for Muay Bplam.




    Mike knew better than to ask why they still needed to fight. Rot borrowed a pair of scissors, started making cuts to the clothes. He asked Mike to video, and photograph the fight. He handed Mike a piece of paper with three things written on it and asked if it was ok.




    Mike looked down the list and asked if Rot was sure. He nodded. Mike thought it best not to interfere. Mike clarified the rules. “If Rit lose two rounds, which he does.”




    “Depend, he loses round 1, he do first, lose round 2 he do second.”




    Mike looked at the list again. He hoped Rot lost round two. However, of course he did not know what Rit would have written. “What if Rit give you same penalty and you lose the round, you want to?”




    “Is ok, I do before.”




    Muay Bplam




    Rit arrived, had a discussion with Rot, and then passed Mike his piece of paper. Mike looked at the list and decided they were as bad as each other. He was unsure who he wanted to win the second round.




    Rit asked if it was ok if they used the bed and then said they’d get ready. They both stripped and put on a pair of the underwear, boxers and vest that Rot had bought. “And time it. If no one win after 5 minute, it a draw.”




    The guys stood on the bed and when they were ready, Mike started the video and said go.




    The vests proved stubborn. They were in tatters after a couple of minutes, but they stayed resolutely round their necks. Rit made a grab for Rot, who fell to one side managing to get a grasp of Rit’s vest and it remained in his hand, as Rit fell face down on the bed.




    “Ok first round to me,” Rot announced as he took his vest, or what was left of it, off. “Five minutes rest then round two, boxers”




    The round was over much quicker. It took over a minute before Nit got a hold on Rot’s waistband and just fell backwards; Rot’s boxers went with him. “Ok one all, decider in 5 minutes.”




    The guys took up position and their briefs proved much more stubborn. Rot obviously hadn’t cut the waistbands. After a few minutes the rest of the briefs were in tatters and their cocks were freely bouncing around. Mike kept one eye on his watch. At five minutes he called time.




    “So it’s one each what happens now?”




    “We each choose one more round. We write down. You choose which one we do. If it another draw we do the other.”




    They each handed Mike a folded piece of paper. He put them in a cup, shook them and then selected one. “Pubes.”




    Rit smiled. “First to get one of the others hairs.”




    They took position and started wrestling. Twice Rit got some in his hand, but he couldn’t get a grip. It was nearly the five minutes as Rit slipped and Rot was left standing with a hair in his hand.




    “Ok I win, unless Rit want a chance to get even, then we call it a draw.”




    Rit knew what was on the other piece of paper. “Ok if you agree that we each take a penalty for the drawn round if I win.”




    Rot nodded and asked Mike what was on the piece of paper.




    “It says cock fight.”




    Rot laughed. “That means we each can only use our left hand. We start with each other’s cock and balls in our hand. The first to submit, or lose grip on their opponent loses.”




    To start with it didn’t seem as if either were trying that hard. There was some pulling and twisting, but not a sign of pain on either face. Rit asked how long it had been.




    “A minute, why?”




    “Time for some pressure then.”




    From the look on Rot’s face it seemed the game was on. After another minute Rot pulled at twisted Rit’s balls hard, and then appeared to slip as he fell backwards letting go of Rit. Rit immediately followed suit.”




    “So that makes it a draw and three penalties each?”




    Rit nodded. “I do first and third on Rots list, he does second and third on mine. Then we each choose one more for the last two rounds. Rot you want to go first or second?”




    “First.”




    Mike retrieved the pieces of paper. “Rot you have to smoke cock for three minutes and then let Rit spank your naked ass 20 times. You missed out on spending the whole evening upstairs in the bar, naked tied to a pillar.” Not too bad Rot thought and then he smiled because he knew what was coming Rit’s way.




    “Rit you missed out on smoking two boys chosen by Rot in the bar tonight. Your first penalty is to be videoed whilst you chokwah, wearing woman’s underwear chosen by Rot, until you cum.”




    Rot walked over and threw a bag at Rit. “I bought you these; I hoped you’d lose this one.”




    “Rit your second one is to let Rot spank you anywhere 15 times.”




    “Okay, Mike undress, I choose smoke you!”




    Mike decided not to argue, and wondered if all was planned, except that the bruising on Rot, and as he had now seen, Rit was real enough. But of course how far would they go to get what they wanted. And apart from the last round, the fights looked real. Rit positioned the video so it would capture Rot’s head and shouted go.




    When Mike called time up, Rot got off his knees and smiled. “Ok Rit, do your worst.”




    When Mike shouted 20, Rot stood up and smiled. “Is that the best you can do, get dressed Rit, your turn. I’ll spank you after you have completed the first task. You sit on the edge of the bed, Mike and I will get chairs and watch the show.”




    Rit opened the bag and cringed. Reluctantly he put on the bra, suspenders, fishnet stockings and crotch less panties. He sat on the edge of the bed and when Rot said go, started in his attempt to cum.




    Whether it was the way that Rot stared at his cock, the video camera or the remarks Rot kept making, he couldn’t cum. The erection was no problem. After about ten minutes trying everything he knew, he whispered, “I can’t.”




    Rot turned to Mike. “Rit say something?”




    Mike played along and said that he didn’t hear anything.




    “I can’t cum!” Rit shouted this time.




    “So you can’t complete the task and will do all the other penalties, that’s the rule?”




    “Yes.” Rit whimpered.




    Rot sat and smiled. Mike whispered to Rot “no fucking” and made a suggestion. Rot grinned and nodded.




    “About the spanking. I think I’ll try your balls first, then your ass. Five and ten. But later.”




    “Don’t you have another one for each other?”




    They nodded.




    “Well I don’t want things getting out of hand. How about you each tell me one, in secret. I decide which one you both do.”




    They had a discussion then Rit took Mike to the balcony.




    “I had one for Rot, but I am not sure now I have to do it as well. I tell you and another and you can pick from three, or four if Rot has two.”




    Mike nodded.




    “First I was going to say Rot had to be fucked whilst I watched, by whoever I chose. Now I’m not sure. So the second one is that he has to be naked between the shows tonight. I’ll send Rot out.”




    When Rot arrived Mike told him that Rit had named two, and why.




    “I do same. As I already had the extra one to give Rit I was going to say he had to let me shave his cock tonight in the bar. But now I think, if I have to do as well, then it should be something between us. So I choose that he has to strip naked whenever you tell him over the next three days.”




    “I’ll let you know. Now let’s go and give him his task for failure.”




    “Ok, I’ll be kind to you brother, I’ll give you three choices. First choice is that tonight you spend the time between the shows tied naked between two pillars in the bar, like this and blindfolded.” Rot stood legs apart and arms stretched out. “Oh and I’ll tell all the staff what they can do to you. And I am sure any customers who go to the toilet will get the idea.” Rit was tempted, but said no, even though he expected the others to be worse.




    Mike said he would tell him the titles and he had to choose based on the titles, it was ‘Barbie Girl’ or ‘Fucking Show’. Rit didn’t like the sound of the second, and he had done Barbie many times. There had to be a catch.




    He chose Barbie. Mike looked disappointed. “I thought you might have gone for fucking show. We were going to take you to the short time room at Diamond and tell all the guys at Diamond that you would do anything they wanted whilst they took photos. Instead you get to play Barbie, and Rot plays Ken.”




    Now Rit was confused. All this had started because Rot would not do Barbie Girl. The boy who played Ken did it completely naked with an erection. There had to be a catch.




    Rot let him think about it. “But with a small change, you play Barbie, dressed as you are now, and strong, I play Ken wearing shorts and t-shirt. Unfortunately, as it’s in the bar, no video or photos.”




    Rit asked about the video of him chokwah. Mike whispered to Rot, who nodded.




    “Before showtime tomorrow, show Rot and me that you can cum, and Rot won’t show the video to anyone. Fail and he’ll show it to the guys between the shows tomorrow.”




    Rit accepted his fate and suggested a rehearsal, if Mike had the music.




    Mike nodded and asked for a few minutes. Rit talked Rot through the routine. Rot nodded and smiled, and suggested to make things a bit easier, Mike recorded the rehearsal then they could review the video and Rit could correct him.




    They rehearsed, reviewed the video and then tried a couple of times until they were both happy. Mike couldn’t help thinking that Rot had managed to turn the tables on Rit in an appealing manner. “Get dressed; it’s nearly time to go to the bar. I’ve thought about the four penalties you suggested. All are appealing, but I’ll settle for Rot’s final one. Either of you have to strip naked at anytime I tell you over the next week, wherever we are, for as long as I say.”




    The guys did Barbie Girl at the end of the second show, and Rit collected a few hundred in tips. They came and sat next to Mike. They agreed to sign the contract for the house in two days as Mike said he needed time to get the money from England. In fact, he needed the whole day with Rot to work on the show before the 6pm dress rehearsal. At least he had the songs in his mind.




    He reminded Rit of his other tasks, who asked to try again then, and could he smoke Mike to help him cum.




    “No, but if Rot can find a guy in the bar for you, I’ll give him 500 baht. Who knows you might even get fucked.” Rot jumped up and went straight to Oot.




    He came back. “Sorry, but there is only one who will do it for 500, and allow us to video it. And you have to let him watch the other video.” Rit nodded and Rot called Oot over and suggested they went to the hotel.




    Rit knelt in front of Oot, removed his shorts and underwear and started. After a few minutes, Oot asked Rit if a fuck would help. He said yes, and got onto the bed. Oot put a condom on.




    It only took a few minutes for Rit to explode. He lay back with relief and let Oot continue until he came.




    Mike asked Rit and Rot if all was ok now.




    “Yes after Oot helps me spank Rit. Bend over like a bad boy.”




    Once they were finished Mike told them to shake hands and suggested Rit and Oot showered. They did and left.




    Mike set the alarm for nine. Rot went to shower.




    When he came out, thankfully wrapped in a towel, he turned to Mike, “You want I finish smoke you?”




    “No, put some boxers on, I’ll shower, one drink, we talk about story for show, then sleep.”




    “Ok, but while you shower, I want to meditate for a few minutes. And will you give me copies of the videos.”




    Rot went and sat on the balcony, holding his amulet.




    ‘Keng, I remember what you told me, but how can I convince Mike it is what I really want.’




    ‘What is it you really want?’




    ‘I want Mike as a boyfriend. I mean a proper boyfriend, not a Farang boyfriend to provide money. I am more like you than I realised. I might even be ready to try more. I’ve known Mike over two years and he always had time for me in the army. Now I’ve hinted and he keeps saying he wants to be friends with both of us. Why can’t he be my boyfriend and still be friends with Rit.’




    ‘Things will be resolved soon for both you and Rit. Rit will unwittingly create a situation out of which friendship and love will be resolved.’




    ‘How soon, and resolved how I want?’




    ‘You are the last of the Diamonds I need to be there for. I will move on in weeks, not months. How things are resolved will require four people to be totally honest with each other and the world. Be patient and be honest. You will know when the time is right. Until then, you can still talk to me, but it is your life. Sometimes you see problems where there are none. I know you want everything and that you let Rit win the last round. That was the act of a true brother.’




    Rot returned to the room and took a beer from the minibar. Once they were both in bed, in boxer shorts, they ran through and agreed the story line. Rot said he thought they needed help, and told Mike his idea. Mike told him to call them in the morning, and swear them to secrecy. It was going to be a busy day.




    Rit got home. Next time he thought, and there would be a next time, there always was, Rot would suffer, but at least they were back as they were before, except Rot was with Mike.




    Still that would not last, because Rot liked ladies, or did he.




    He thought back over the past two and a half years. Had Rot and Mike never had sex? Why had Rot stayed so close to Mike? Had he been stupid? Was he about to lose a friend, and a brother? Maybe it was time for him to get a boyfriend; he could never live with a ladyboy. And he was now certain who he wanted. But how did he approach someone from the bar. He talked to Keng.




    ‘I know I let the cobra win.’




    ‘Only the first round. You guys are keeping me busy. Now you know he is here, you can fight. It won’t be easy, the cobra has many tricks. But it is also time to think of yourself.’




    ‘What you mean?’




    ‘I told you that you have decisions to make. I’ve told you to follow your heart. An opportunity will arise because of a situation that you create thanks to the cobra. You will realise when it is time. Follow your brothers lead. Fear not, soon I will be able to leave, my tasks to take care of my closest friends complete.’




    Rehearsals




    Mike woke at eight and decided to make a start splicing the tracks together as Rot could not do much until the music was ready.




    Rot woke to the alarm and declared that he was hungry.




    Mike threw the room service menu at him. “Order an English breakfast for me and whatever you want.”




    After they’d eaten, Rot practiced the strip part of the routine a few more times until Mike declared the music ready. As he played the track through, Mike explained the stages of the routine and the storyline. They rehearsed it stage by stage and worked out where the other two dancers, assuming Rot got them to agree, would fit in.




    Rot made some calls and got two friends to help, providing Mike would pay their off for one night as they worked at another bar. Mem and Dam arrived at one.




    He also got the DJ to get there for the rehearsal to work the lights.




    Mike explained the story line. Rot and him were boyfriends, but had had a big fight. The first part was Rot alone with photos of Mike that he’d tear up. It would then switch to Mike who was sat on a bench looking at photos of Rot. Two guys would come and stand in front of him, gradually making a move on him. Mike would drop the photos and select one of them. The other would wander and stand against a pillar, as if looking for a customer.




    The light on Rot would come up again; he’d see Mike and the guy, go over and try to push the guy away. After a struggle, Mike would push Rot to the ground and kiss the guy.




    Rot would see the other guy and go over and start kissing and seducing him only to be rejected and pushed to the floor again. Mike would signal the other guy to come and join him. Rot would crawl over and plead with Mike to take him back. Mike would look at the three boys. Mike would tell Rot to stand up, say, “You lie,” and push him away, but gently.




    Rot would then walk to the shower area where he would turn and look at Mike and shout, “I sorry.” There would be a flash of lightening and the shower would be turned on. Rot would start dancing. Mike would kiss one of the guys and Rot would rip off the shirt and throw it at them. He would kiss the other and the shorts would follow. Mike would realise he didn’t want the new boys, give them 100 Baht tip and tell them to go, then sit watching Rot for a few moments. He’d stand up and Rot would hold his hands out expecting him to go over, he’d shrug his shoulders and walk in the other direction. Rot would rip his underwear off, throw it at Mike.




    Mike would watch Rot dancing for a few seconds and then shrug his shoulders, go and pick up the discarded clothes and take them to Rot, still under the shower. They would hug and kiss. Rot would dance round him as the lights went slowly down. They spent the afternoon rehearsing, it wasn’t there yet, but they had done about as much as they could until the dress rehearsal at six, when they had the actual stage.




    They modified it as they went. Mike grabbed a change of clothes; they would worry about the costumes, other than Rot’s, tomorrow. They did the run through three times before the manager arrived at seven, but without the water. Rot talked to the manager who nodded.




    They took their positions and the music started. Nine minutes later, after the lights faded.




    Proposal




    The manager went over to Rot, made some comments and then turned to Mike.




    “Can you do some more numbers for me? I’ll pay you in whisky, and if the boss likes your rehearsal tomorrow, you finish our first show after tomorrow. It’s our monthly party night and the boss has some special guests. We need some new ideas, not so much for Rit’s team but the others. Let’s have a drink and talk.” He signalled Rot to come over.




    The manager talked to Rot and when the smile broke out Mike knew the manager had just told him.




    After a further conversation, Rot turned to Mike. “If customer like, please make more show for me, then every month for party, one new. Then I get extra money each month. That mean I get same Rit.”




    Mike nodded his agreement. He had a few ideas. Mem and Dam agreed to meet at noon the next day and they went to eat.




    At the bar that night, Rit spent all evening trying to find out about the special show that Rot had planned.




    Rot and Mike spent the morning on costumes and learning the lip-syncing. Mike gave him free rein on the costumes he had, and they went to buy a few additional items. Rot’s friends arrived at three, as planned, and they did three or four rehearsals before Mike called a pause and ordered room service. They were about as ready as they could be. They went to the bar about seven for a final run through, which the boss came to watch with the manager.




    The boss came over. “Rot, you are the first half finale tomorrow. By next party night, I wanted more shows, provided the audience like it. Don’t forget the rule, only nudity on a Saturday or a party night.”




    The Boss then took Mike to one side. “I am looking to sell the bar. Are you interested?”




    “If the price is right I’ll consider it.”




    “I’ll talk with my partners and give you a price tomorrow. Then we’ll give you some time to think about it.”




    As soon as Rit arrived, he went over to see Rot and asked about the show, and when he wanted it on the programme.




    “I can’t do it.”




    “What, you chicken. All mouth and no balls.”




    “Let me finish! I can’t do it tonight; the boss wants it to finish the first show tomorrow. You have to cut a number, and so does Tam. By the look on his face, he’s just been told. And you might find I have bigger balls than you!”




    He decided now was not the time to tell Rit about his pay rise, or the other shows.




    One Night Only




    The next night Mike ordered a bottle of whisky. The guys were all trying to find out about Rot’s ‘special show’. Mike informed Rit that he couldn’t watch Rot, and said he’d leave before Rot’s big number. “You guys take my seat and help yourself to whisky. I’m worried I’ll distract Rot, or make him feel embarrassed. I’ll pop out after your final number.”




    As Rit and his crew finished their final number, Mike slipped back stage. After the lady boy number, the boss went on stage whilst the manager checked upstairs was clear then went and told Rot it was time.




    The boss started by telling everyone there was a special finale, which if successful would be the first of many new shows.




    Mike wondered if he would ever stop speaking.




    Rit wondered if his job was safe, and what Rot had planned. How special could a shower show be?




    Once the manager reappeared, the boss wound up with a suggestion to tip well if they enjoyed the show, and left the stage. Every light in the bar was switched off and the place was plunged into darkness. Mike and Rot took their positions.




    The DJ started playing ‘The Final Countdown.’




    As the music changed, a single spotlight lit Rot, sitting cross-legged, sullen faced and lip-syncing whilst he looked at A4 photographs.




    Rit was annoyed, Rot had said shower show, and naked. He was sat on the floor in shorts and shirt.




    Mem came, sat down next to Rot, put his arm round his shoulder, and tried to comfort him. As the music faded Rot threw the photos in the air, revealing they were of Mike, as he shouted, “I want him back.” He pushed his friend away.




    In a flash, one spotlight went out and another came on revealing Mike and Dam. The music changed. Mike sat looking through photos of Rot, indicating that Rot was no good. Mem, who had done a quick change, came over to Mike and tried to seduce him by stripping to a tiny thong as he danced in front of him. Mike ignored his advances and as the music died, he shouted, “I miss him so much.” Mem and Dam wandered away.




    The light went back up over Rot, now standing, who turned and saw Mike. “Please! I want you back, I’m sorry.”




    “No you’re a lying bar boy. I can get your type anytime!” He clicked his fingers. Mem, now just wearing a jockstrap, came over, sat next to Mike and started kissing him. Rot appeared to start crying as he shouted that he loved Mike. As Mike looked, he thought he saw real tears.




    Mem removed Mike’s jeans, leaving him in Thai boxing shorts and a t-shirt, and then pretended to give him a blowjob.




    As the music changed again, Rot screamed. “I can’t live without you.” He went over and stood in front of Mike, Mem was now sitting next to him. Mike pushed Rot away. “You lie too much.”




    Dam had returned standing against a pillar wearing a pair of briefs, and hard. Rot wandered over and went to kiss him as he put 100 Baht down Dam’s briefs allowing his cock to spring free. He got no response and after a few seconds was pushed away.




    Rot went back to plead with Mike, was pushed gently away and he went to the shower and they followed the script as the other two guys made out next to the pillar. As Mike relented, and joined Rot in the shower the music changed to ‘Can You Feel the Love tonight?’




    As the lights went down, Rot said in a stage whisper, “I love you.” The applause was spontaneous.




    The lights went up, Mem and Dam, now in jeans passed them towels and the boss walked on stage, signalling they should stay where they were.




    Before he could say a word, Rit was kneeling in front of Rot offering a 500 Baht tip.




    The boss handed Rot a hat, and announced no touching, only money in the hat. Rot, now relaxed with being naked, dropped his towel and walked round the bar collecting tips and slaps on the back. The boss went and talked briefly to Mike, then announced that tonight was a one off. There were shouts for more. Mike called Rit over.




    “You have until next Saturday to learn my role, only you are stripped naked in the shower by Rot.” Rit nodded.




    The boss talked to Rit about a change to the second show who agreed on condition of a 250 Baht bonus each and a free bottle of whisky.




    Rot came back on stage with a full hat.




    “How much?” Mike asked. Rot shrugged his shoulders, then turned and stood naked next to the boss.




    It’s not that hard after all, Rot thought.




    The boss then worked the crowd explaining it was their monthly party, and a once only for Mike. However whilst they worked on other shows there would be a repeat of Rot’s number next Saturday with the Diamond guys, and Rot’s brother, Rit, taking Mike’s role. At that point, Rit walked out and hugged Rot. He whispered the plan for the second show.




    The boss continued that if Rot got another 3,000 in tips and he sold another 30 drinks the second show would contain some popular numbers, including a reprise of the previous nights Barbie Girl, with Rot slightly less dressed. The regulars noted at least three with nudity. Rit took the microphone and announced a special finale. Rot told Rit to remove his underwear and join him whilst they collected tips.




    Rot smiled when Rit said he wasn’t walking past customers with his cock out, on stage was one thing. “I’ll strip but then we wear towels whilst we walk round.”




    “What, you shy? If I can why can’t you?” This earned Rot a brotherly slap.




    Bonus Time




    The customers who would normally have left, decided to stay for the result and show, most ordered at least one second drink. Mike went to shower and change, and then sat upstairs with the boss. After 15 minutes, Rit and Rot came and sat with them.




    Rot handed Mike the hat, whilst the boss talked to Rit. The smile from Rit told him all was ok. He counted the money and whispered to Rot, “There are some dollars and Euros in there, but about twenty thousand. I think you are a star.”




    Rot took four thousand and gave it to Mem and Dam. “You take the rest,” he said to Mike, with a look Mike knew better than to argue with, at least for now.




    The manager brought the rest of the crew over and Rit explained the new plan for the second show. They didn’t look happy until they were told about the bonus of 250 each. It was going to cost the boss over 2,000, but Mike reckoned he’d more than make that in drink sales. The boss left to go and talk to his guests. Mike checked downstairs, there were still about 60 customers there.




    The guys went to reorder the program and get their costumes ready. Rit told Rot he’d sort his ones out, to stay and talk with Mike. He also talked with the leader of the other crew and agreed to do their big finale, but with a difference. Rit returned and told Rot the running order. They would be late starting whilst everyone got ready, and then told him they were doing the runway number to close. He could do what he wanted but the rest of the crew were going to model their trainers, nothing else.




    Rot asked about the other crew and Rit told him they were trying to convince them to do an underwear show, or join them in the shoe show. Rit went to find the boss and told him the show would start late, as they needed to get everything sorted. He also checked the new finale was ok. The boss told him yes, but only on party nights.




    Rot asked Mike to count the tips properly.




    When Rit returned, Mike announced, “18,450, and you’ve already given your friends 2,000 each.”




    Rot asked how many were in the other crew, excluding the ladyboys. He made some calculations.




    “Tell them that I give 250Baht to each one who does the show only in their underwear, or 500 if they do it only in shoes. I give our crew and the ladyboys 500, but no naked ladyboys! And give DJ a thousand. I agree with the boss already, everyone who is naked in the finale tonight, does not have to work at Taboo tomorrow and I am having a party at the Isaan Pub when we finish here tomorrow. Everyone who is naked can come, plus DJ of course.”




    The boss announced to give the dancers’ time to change the show around, it would be delayed until 12.30 but that everyone was being given one free drink, any drink they had bought that evening.




    As Rit and Rot went to sort things out, Rot whispered to Mike, “What I said at the end of the show, I meant.”




    Mike went downstairs wondering if he would find a seat. The Boss called him over and introduced him to his special guests, then took him to one side and said that he had talked to his partners, two million and then rent of thirty thousand a month. Mike said he would think about it and get back to him in a few days.




    Mike recognised Brian and Nick, the Farang owners of two other gay bars in the area, the others he did not know, but they looked important. The boss said they were his partners.




    12.29, the Boss got on stage, thanked them for being patient and promised the finale would be worth waiting for.




    The show went well, starting with Barbie Girl and soon it was finale time. It started with two ladyboys in bra, pants, stockings and suspenders lip-syncing to ‘I Am What I Am’ then Rit walked on stage, dressed formally, with a microphone.
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