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1 - Singapore




    Just arrived Singapore,




    San Sebastian, Spain




    26 hour trip, Salt Lake City,




    Come in Spring over the salt flats




    And hailstones brought you




    Back to me.




    Here it comes




    Bad.




    - Rem, Departure




    I step off the plane at Changi airport in Singapore. It’s desert hot. I can almost imagine what it was like in the Japanese prisoner of war camp on this exact location. I step inside the modern terminal and thank Jesus for air conditioning. Man, when global warming takes hold, and we’ve run out of dinosaur juice for running the air con, you’re going to see people start hiking north of the tropics with a vengeance to match the white flight from the cities to the suburbs following WWII. All the retirees in Florida and Thailand are going to be making a mad dash for the snowline and higher ground. You won’t be able to give away land in Florida or Southern Cal.




    I’ve got about three hundred dollars US in my pocket – to my name, actually. I have a new contract to lead an IT project, which starts tomorrow morning. I’ve never been to Singapore before in my life, and I have to somehow survive here – in one of the most expensive cities in Asia or the world – for a month – until my first paycheck will arrive. I’m not looking forward to it. I’ve reserved the absolute cheapest flop-house room I could find on the Internet, so I get my one suitcase and look for the taxi queue.




    I wait on queue for a taxi for only a few minutes. Most Americans – unless they live in New York City, have no idea about the efficiency and tidiness of a taxi queue. People just line up naturally in Asia – for everything from taking a shit to buying groceries (both ends of the food chain, I guess), and they’re neat and respectful and quiet about it – another thing Americans have no idea about – being quiet in a crowd.




    The taxi takes me to a little shithole hotel in Little India, just outside of the Central Business District (CDB). My previous year in Bangkok – the ‘Kok – is just a distant memory now, as I have been marooned back on Planet America for the past year. I was kicked out of the Garden, and now I’m desperate to get back. Thailand is paradise if you’re a Westerner, err, a Western man, I should say; although Western dykes do pretty well there also.




    I want to move back to Thailand permanently. I want to live out my life in Bangkok and be carted out in a pine (or cardboard) box when it’s all over. At least this job in Singapore gets me close – only 2 hours away by plane. At least I’m back in Asia and out of Planet America, or Jesus-land, as some people call it. I’m hoping Singapore will have some things in common with the ‘Kok. Surely, the mixed Chinese – Malay girls will be gorgeous. Surely, there will be great, cheap food available. Surely, there will be go-go bars with scantily clad lithesome Asian girls dancing their asses off in G-strings and high-heeled go-go boots just for the right to accompany to a seedy hotel room for the night. Surely, hopefully. But I had no idea. I didn’t know where to go to find any of that. I had the address of this dive hotel in Little India and the address of my new office in Newton Circle. I would find out the rest.




    After a couple of days of work, I walk about a kilometer down Scott’s Road to Orchard Road, where I encounter Orchard Towers, known locally as ‘Four floors of whores.’ An apt description. I don’t have any money for girls or beer, which is a serious problem. I’m still hurting, I have to admit, from having to get away from the doe-eyed girl I’d found in Bangkok and brought back to the US with me. Big fucking mistake. What I realized in my first year in Bangkok – that you can’t change people, that if you delude yourself and thereby beg people to lie to you, they will. I knew she wasn’t as sweet and innocent as her act, but I wanted to believe it. I needed to believe it. It was fun to believe it. Unfortunately, once I got her to America, the act dropped off of her like a bad hairdo. She was suddenly this scheming bitch on a mission to find a richer American than me to marry, so she could live the good life, and the hell with anybody else. But I already knew that. There were enough signs. There were enough horrible arguments with her over stupid shit that anybody would know that she was going to turn out be a self-serving bitch. It was obvious - in hindsight. At the time, I wanted to buy into the fantasy that she was a gorgeous twenty-two year old with a body and face to kill for and yet perfectly innocent. Yea, tell me another one. I was such a dumbass, but I couldn’t let her go. The sex was off the chart. You know that feeling when you should put something down, but it just feels so good, tastes so fine – I’m not saying it feels right, you know it ain’t right, but it feels so good.




    Being with her had turned into a year of hell and fighting. I got out. But I still missed her tight, round ass, and the memory of it was killing me. All the rules I had lived by (and written about) in my ‘Year in the ‘Kok,’ had all been ignored and forgotten. I was guilty of breaking my own code. And I was sadder for it.




    I ride the escalator up to the third floor of Orchard Towers and find a cheap-looking Thai restaurant. I only have enough money for one dish, so I order my favorite Thai food, Tom Kha Gai. I tell them – in Thai – not spicy (mai pet). The waiter nods, khap, khap, khap, but he’s not listening. I tell him again, “Mai pet, mai sai prick,” which means without chilies. Naturally, the coconut soup comes out more red than white and too spicy for me to eat. There goes the money for my one meal of the day.




    I sit there, hungry, drinking my one Singha Thai beer. I have fallen far from my great, fat-wallet days of living it up in the ‘Kok. Those days will return soon, but I have to get through this next month of fucking torture – with no pussy, no cigars and no Scotch or beer. What’s the point of living? I think, ‘Great, I’m going to sit right here at this fucking restaurant every night and wait for my first check, and I’m going to make them get my food order right, and then when I get paid, I’m going to fuck every girl in Orchard Towers twice.




    I can’t actually afford to eat in this shitty little restaurant every night, but I’ll make do.




    A couple of six-foot tall Thai ladyboys walk into the restaurant and sit at another table. They both give me long, exaggerated looks, the way ladyboys do. They over-flirt with you to see if you realize their not real girls, and to see if you get intimidated (or interested). I just smile back. They are in their street clothes – jeans, T-shirt, low-heels – probably on their way to work in one of the bars here. Another ladyboy joins them – she is stunning – at least six feet tall and gorgeous, feminine curves in all the right places. I’d lived in Bangkok long enough to know she was a ladyboy, but she could walk through any mall in America and pass for a leggy female model.




    One of the first two ladyboys comes over and sits down at my table. She speaks broken English to me, and when I answer her in Thai, she is overjoyed. The other ladyboys hear me and excitedly speak to me in Thai. They instantly get up and come over to my table and sit down. They’re all amazed that I can speak any passable Thai. One of them asks me how I know Thai. I give them the very quick and abridged version of my sob story. They’re all horrified that a Thai girl did that to me, so they’re all sympathy and hugs. Even though they’re ladyboys, the all look like girls and they all look good, so the attention feels great. The tallest one asks me why I’m not eating my soup. I explain that I had told the asshole waiter, “mai sai prick,” but that the asshole hadn’t listened and brought it too spicy. The tallest girl, err, ladyboy, gets up and walks directly into the kitchen of the restaurant and starts berating the waiter and the chef. The other ladyboys start laughing out loud. Apparently they’ve seen this kickass attitude from the tall girl before. The other customers are shocked. Our girl comes back beaming and asks if I want anything else – it’s on the house. I tell her anything is fine – larb gai, grapow, whatever. She yells at the waiter in Thai that he should hurry up and bring me another beer and more beers for the rest of the girls. Then she sits down again, satisfied. She’s flirting with me – trying to impress me. I am amused. She has a full head of bleached blonde hair and is nearly as tall as I am. And she’s very pretty. I’m not into ladyboys, but I enjoy watching her trying to impress me. It feels good to be catered to, to be treated like a man. She obviously knows how to be a woman and make a man feel good. Obviously. Too bad the real girls in America no longer have that skill. The waiter brings our beers and my larb gai. He’s jumping around like he’s got ants in his pants. He definitely doesn’t want to piss off this six-foot ladyboy again. It’s hilarious. Thai guys are such pussies, and I don’t mean the ladyboys. I can tell she’s getting into her glamorous, cocky – supermodel persona in order to go to work in whatever ladyboy bar they all work in. She is switched on.




    The chef, a big fat Thai man, comes out carrying many beautiful dishes of Thai food and places them on our table. They’re all made without chilies or green peppers. This food is either free or the ‘girls’ are paying for it, so I dig in.




    After we eat, the tall girl explains that they all have to go to work upstairs at a bar, and they all invite me to join them. I tell them thanks, but I’m broke until I get paid in a month. Tall girl takes me by the arm and tells me not to worry – all my drinks are on her for the night. I let them walk me to the up escalator and we go up to their bar, which is called Crazy Horse – my namesake. I’m impressed. The place is full of hot looking Thai Kathoey – ladyboys – what the Thais call “the third sex,” and you can see why. There are also a group of Filipina and Malay girls working in the bar, but they don’t hold a candle to any of the tall, curvy Thai ladyboys.




    We go into the Crazy Horse saloon. The tall ‘girl’ tells me her name is Tik. She orders me another Singha from the bar and gives me the rest of her Marlboro Lights. She asks me to wait a few minutes for her in the smoking booth next to the dance floor. She’s going to change into her work clothes, and then she’ll come join me.




    I take the smokes and the beer and go into the glass walled smoking booth. I light up and drink my beer and watch the girls coming in for work. A few more tall, beautiful ladyboys walk into the bar like they own the place. The shorter, not as curvy Filipinas and Malay girls come in also. They’re more plain looking, not the prettiest girls from their countries – sort of , run of the mill – straight off the conveyor belt. They don’t hold a candle to the statuesque ladyboys.




    Tik and her girlfriends – all pretty Thai ladyboys – join me in the smoking booth. They’re all dressed up in tight knee-length cocktail dresses and high heels – hair and makeup perfect. If you were a rube just off the plane from Kansas, you would think you’d stumbled into a Victoria’s Secret fashion show. You’d have no idea these girls were born boys. I could tell from their attitudes, perfect smooth skin and confidence that most of them were on female hormones. They all had big fake tits and I’m guessing most of them had already been cut, i.e., no longer carried any male equipment. But I figured there were still one or two swinging johnsons in the room other than mine.




    I ask Tik and her friends, “How come you all looks so glamorous and those Malay girls look kind of plain?”




    “We’re better,” Tik answers quickly.




    “We have everything a girl has and more,” another one says, so I’m guessing she has a dick.




    “We are like girls, but better,” another one says. “Taller, more curves, more elegant.”




    It’s hard to argue with them. It’s still early, so the bar has only a few after-work customers – mostly Japanese or Chinese salarymen in their matching business suits with their briefcases tucked under their barstools. If their wives back in Japan knew they were in a ladyboy bar instead of working late in the office…




    Tik hands me a Singy hundred dollar bill and asks if I would please go to the bar and buy us each another drink – Chivas and coke for her – and whatever I want. I go to the bar wondering how I’ve gotten into this situation – what am I doing hanging out with a bunch of Kathoey – Thai ladyboys. But I’m not leaving either. I’ve got nowhere else to go except back to my hotel room, which is the size of a prison cell. If I lie on the bed in my room, I can literally touch all four walls.




    I buy us both a drink, and I go back to the smoking room. I try to give Tik back her change, but she tells me to keep it and pay her back when I get paid. I look at her. She means it. I can feel the steel jaws of the trap closing around my ankle, but I don’t run. I thank her and put the change in my pocket. That’s fifty bucks I didn’t have this morning. Another one of the girls lights a cigarette for me and hands it to me. I tell her thanks, and she kisses me – a little peck on the lips. I smile. Tik smiles. Everyone smiles. I know they’re slowly sucking me into their trap. They know I know. I’ve spent my one year living in Bangkok. I know the game backwards and forwards. So we all play along.




    More customers come in and the ‘girls’ go out into the main part of the bar to work the customers for drinks and possibly a trip to their hotel room. I’m happy to stay in the smoking booth and watch through the big glass window where the overpowering noise from the sound system is a bit muffled and bearable. The girls take turns rotating in and out of the smoking booth – always one or two of them here to keep me company and buy me drinks while the others are out on the floor working the Johns. This was like a behind the scenes visit to Disney World – since I’d lived in the ‘Kok and I knew what was what, they let me into their secret world, shared the tricks of the trade with me. Each time they come back into the smoking booth, they give me the lowdown on what is happening with their latest targets – the marks they’re working out on the main shop floor – who has money, who is staying in a nice hotel nearby, what they’re asking for, if they know the girls are Kathoey or not. I’m amazed listening to it. I use to hang out with bargirls in Nana and Soi Cowboy, so I’d heard most of it, but these aggressive pseudo-girls take it to another level. They were just like any other working girls in any bar in Asia, but like they had said, ‘they were more so.’




    Tik comes back into the smoking booth and tells us all about this big Aussie guy she’s been working on. She points him out to us through the looking glass. He’s already offered her $300 Sing to go back to his room with him at the Sheraton. Tik’s not happy about it.




    “That’s good money,” I say. “What is that, about $240 US?”




    She looks at me like I’m crazy and says, “I don’t leave this bar for under a thousand.”




    I look at her like ‘are you shitting me?’




    “A thousand,” she says again. The other girls nod. She’s not bullshitting. Tik touches her hips to show off her statuesque hourglass figure. “And I get it every night.”




    “Jesus Christ,” I say out loud, thinking, the bar girls in Thailand – real girls – beautiful ones – are giving it up every night for $50 USD every time.




    She reads my mind and says, “I’m not a Nana whore.”




    I laugh out loud and nod. “Okay.”




    She’s definitely not that. I had to work my way up the chain of command in IT Consulting for twenty years to get to Tik’s level of pay, and she’s making it in her early twenties for selling her ass, and she’s not even a real girl. Not that it would last long after her early twenties, but I could see Tik was smart enough to be working on a plan for the rest of her life, too.




    She downs her drink and goes back out to the big Aussie wearing a look of determination. A couple of minutes later, she comes back in to get her purse.




    “He agreed to eight hundred dollar US,” she says, smiling. She kisses me on the cheek. “Have you got money enough to get home?” She asks.




    “Yea, I’m fine,” I say. “Thanks for the drinks.”




    She opens up her purse and takes out a fifty dollar bill and hands it to me. “Take this,” she says. “I’m worried about you.”




    I shake my head, no, so she puts the money in my pocket and says, “Come back tomorrow and keep me company, okay? I like talking to you.”




    “Okay,” I say, “I’ll see.”




    “No. Come,” she says. She kisses me again and leaves. I watch her walk out of the bar with the big Aussie, who’s got his arm around her waist and is probably thinking he’s just scored the deal of the century - $800 US for one night with a smoking hot Asian model, who’s down on her luck. He has no idea.




    I finish my drink and laugh, as a couple of Tik’s ‘girl’-friends come into the smoking booth. I’m laughing because I can tell Tik was giving me money to try and get me to leave. She doesn’t trust me hanging out in the hen house with all these other bitches, who are clearly on the make and would love to steal me away from Tik. I’m some sort of prize. I have no idea why, but it feels good.




    I tell the girls I’m going back to my hotel. They rub on my arms and hug me and try to get me to stay. The one who lit a cigarette for me earlier, Rony, runs her hand down the front of my pants and starts rubbing my cock.




    She leans in and says in my ear, “I give you free blowjob.” She smiles. I smile and decline, wondering if she means right here in the smoking booth.




    I get out of there as quickly as I can. Back at street level, I walk out onto Orchard Road, and the night is clear and much cooler than the day. There are still loads of punters and bar-girls around, but I just walk along Orchard Road and enjoy the last of Tik’s Marlboro Lights, and I think about what has just been one of the weirdest nights of my life hanging out with a bunch of Kathoey.




    I love Asia. Always something fun happening here – especially at night, and once you get sucked into the night life, you can’t get out. You won’t want to get out. Not really.




    They don’t tell you that when you’re young. When you’re young, you just want to get in. You just want the pretty girls to notice you’re alive. You’d do anything to get in. You ache for it, and once you’re in, you can’t give it up. That’s why so many rock stars and rich movie actors never make it out of their twenties. If you had unlimited access to the best pussy and drugs on the planet and someone handed you ten million dollars, you wouldn’t survive it either. I’m no rock star, unfortunately, but it’s nice to get a small taste of the good life. Being surrounded by beautiful women in Asia is as close as I’m ever going to get. And that’s close enough. I can’t wait to get paid and see what the other countries in Asia have to offer.


  




  

    
2 - Orchard Towers




    There will be no regrets




    When the worms come




    And they shall surely come.




    - Third Eye Blind, I Want You




    I’ve surived Singapore with no money for nearly a month now. I’m eating one meal a day of Singapore chicken and rice from a little food stall near my shit hotel. I’m supplementing that meager diet with free cookies and the endless cup of free coffee provided for me at the office. Of course, I’m flat fucking broke. I ran out of money about two days ago. I no longer even have the two fucking dollars I need for my nightly and only meal of chicken and rice. Fuck. Only one thing to do.




    After work, I walk back down to Orchard Towers. I’ve seen Tik and her friends a couple of times since the first night I met them, but I’ve been avoiding her, and them, like the plague. It’s a slippery slope I don’t want to slide down.




    Like a moth returning to the deadly flame, though, I find my way back up to the fourth floor and the Crazy Horse Saloon. The bar is packed - full of big, fat American guys – most of them in their early twenties and black. They’re on the dance floor with their shirts off – covered in sweat and grabbing/dancing with Filipina and Malay girls. I can see most of the Thai ladyboys are hiding in the smoking room, so I make my way through the crowd towards it.




    A really big, fat, American black guy, about 24 years old, is doing spins and grabbing girls all over the place. He’s out of control and sweating like a stuck pig and shouting out at the top of his lungs to the rap music on the sound system. I can’t figure out where all these guys came from, and I can’t imagine a place I’d rather be less. The usual clientele of after-work salarymen from Europe, China, Japan, are nowhere to be seen. Another oversized black kid has taken over the DJ booth and is playing Gangsta Rap – my favorite. Not. Somehow I‘ve stepped through a worm-hole into a bar on the southeast side of L.A. (or Hell-A, as I refer to it).




    I find Tik and the other hot-looking Kathoeys in the smoking booth. I walk in, and she hands me a Marlboro Light and lights it for me.




    “What the hell is all this?” I ask her, having to shout over the rap music even in the well-insulated smoking booth.




    “US Navy,” she shouts back. “A US Navy aircraft carrier is docked in Singapore for the night.”




    I nod. Yea, that explains it.




    She hands me a Sing hundred dollar bill. “Would you mind?” she asks.




    I go to the bar and get us both a Chivas double.




    I go back to the smoking room and say, “Let’s get out of here. I can’t stand the music.”




    “Let’s go,” she answers.




    We slam our drinks and go down a floor to the relative calm and quiet of the Thai restaurant. Two of her ladyboy friends tag along, including Rony, who still eye-fucks the shit out of me every time I see her. She’s starting to wear down my resolve not to fuck her or any other ladyboy – at least not on purpose. The ‘girls’ are all dressed for work now – perfect hair and makeup, super short skirts, long legs and very high heels. It’s hard not to notice their every curve. My DNA has been programmed by five million years of evolution to respond to all of their feminine signals - their gestures; their female-looking curves; their plump, fake-tit revealing clothes with their push-up bras; their long, feminine legs; hair, nails, makeup.




    The higher functioning, i.e., more evolved, parts of my brain scream, ‘these are dudes, stay away,’ but the reptilian, lower brain stem processes all their feminine cues and smells and movements at some primordial level beneath the reach of logic and yells, ‘fuck them, these are curvy, sexy cunts.’ My brain lapses into a sort of cognitive dissonance – a confused state that sort of feels the same as being drunk or high. It’s a weird state to be in, but it’s different – disorienting and scary, which attracts me to it. I always run towards the fear, not away from it, so I’m hanging in there waiting to see what happens.




    We sit at one of the tables. “Have you eaten?” Tik asks me.




    I give a quick shake of my head, no. She calls the waiter over and orders in Thai. She speaks fiercely, warning him for the hundredth time that no chilies are to be used in my food. The waiter nods and bows profusely, clearly afraid of her. She towers over him with her six-foot frame in her tight leopard-skin cocktail dress and four inch heels. She’s actually slightly taller than me in that get up. She has big hair, too – blown out with the hair dryer and hair sprayed to perfection, so that makes her another couple or three inches taller. She’s like a giant Amazon woman with bleached light brown hair, high and hard big fake tits with machine gun barrel nipples that no bra can smother, and a curvy ass and hips that would put most supermodels to shame. In her leopard-skin dress she resembles a tall, angry cheetah or lioness demanding good food for her cubs. The waiter scurries back to the kitchen like a whipped soi dog and comes trotting back with a round of cold Singha beers for the table. He turns and immediately runs back to the kitchen to elude the grasp of the lioness.




    We’re all laughing. The other girls expect no less from Tik. She’s like a chick with balls – only she had her balls (and dick) cut off a couple years earlier. She’s already revealed that to me.




    The bad thing about Tik is I can see she’s developing some sort of weird crush on me. Guys are lined up every night of the week to pay her $1000 for a fuck, but she’s not actually interested in any of them. I can tell she wants me, and I can tell it’s going to become a problem soon. She’s also told me about this Dutch KLM pilot, who flies the Amsterdam-Singapore route every week, and who absolutely has to see her whenever he’s in town. He pays Tik’s rent and has her on a nice stipend. Tik tries to make me jealous by hinting that she thinks she might be in love with this pilot guy, who has a wife and three kids back in the Low Country. The pilot, apparently, has told Tik he wants to leave his family and marry her. I don’t give a rat’s ass. I’m hoping he’ll marry Tik and they go can go retire on a tulip farm or something. I just need to survive long enough to get paid, then I’m planning on putting some distance between Tik and me.




    After having handled the waiter, Tik sits down at the table and lights another Marlboro Light. There’s no smoking in Orchard Towers, but she doesn’t give a shit. She hands me one and lights it for me. I usually hate smoking cigarettes, but I have no money for Cuban cigars, so I take it. I also don’t give a shit. Never have. Never will.




    While we wait for our food, I ask her, “So, does your Dutch Pilot know?“




    She looks at me and knows from my grin exactly what I mean – has she told him she was born with two balls and a cock, which have recently been dispatched to the waist bin. Actually they don’t bin them, they cut out the balls, I guess, but they cut open the cock and invert it inside of them, so that it becomes the lining of their new fake pussy. TMI, I know, but, hey now you know, too.




    “No,” she says, she hasn’t told him, and he has no idea – even after fucking her for a year straight.




    “Are you going to tell him?” I ask her.




    “I don’t know,” she replies.




    Fuck. Poor bastard has no clue. They don’t breed girls in Holland the way they make ‘em in Thailand, I guess. He thinks he’s landed the Thai version of Alessandra Ambrosia.




    “I can’t stand those Navy boys,” Tik says. “No class.”




    All the other ladyboys agree.




    “Yea,” I say. “All of America’s like that now. The middle class is gone. It’s all rich dudes and poor low-class dudes. It’s sad actually.”




    “Where are you staying now?” Tik asks me, again reading my mind.




    I shake my head. “I’ve got to find a cheaper hotel. Maybe move back out to Geylang.”




    “Oh god,” she says. “That’s the worst shit-hole in Singapore, and you have to ride the train to work everyday.”


    “Yea, I know, but it’s cheaper,” I say.




    “Why don’t you just come and stay with me?” She asks.




    I just look at her. Huh?




    “No, nothing like that,” she says. “I have a room in Balestier road, five minutes from here. It has two small beds. You can have the other one.”




    I don’t say anything. I try to picture how that’s going to work out, and it’s not a good picture.




    “If you don’t want to...,” she says, getting angry. “It’s free, and I go to work here every night, so you’ll have the place to yourself anyway most of the time.”




    I drink my beer. “Okay,” I say. “I’ll think about it.”




    The food comes. We eat. She doesn’t mention me staying with her again. The girls buy more beer. They’re pissed off that the Navy guys, who are notoriously cheap, won’t buy them drinks or pay to take a girl out, and now they’ve taken over their bar and turned it into a Gangsta rap club.




    When the bill comes, she girls pay for everything. The other girls drift away from the table. Tik opens her purse and takes out her room key. “Here,” she says, putting the key on the table in front of me. “You can move your stuff in tonight. I have to go back to work.”




    I look at the key. Look at her, not wanting to commit.




    She takes out an envelope from her purse and counts out ten hundred dollar bills. “Here’s a loan,” she says. “One thousand Sing dollars.”




    I just look at her.




    “It’s just a loan,” she says. “You have to pay me back when you get paid. When will you get paid?”




    “Next week,” I say. “I hope.”




    She hands me the money. I take it. Then she hands me her room key. “The address of the hotel is on the key,” she says. “No point in you paying rent in some shithole in Geylang when you can stay with me for free.”




    I look at it.




    “I’ll be home after two or three a.m.,” she says. “Don’t wait up.” She smiles and kisses me on the cheek.




    I stand up. “Tik, I can’t…”




    She doesn’t let me finish. “Bye,” she says. “See you later.” She gives me another kiss and a wink, twirls, and walks away in her leopard skin dress and tall heels.




    I sit back down. In spite of my trepidation, I suddenly feel like I’ve been paroled from prison. I haven’t had this kind of money in my pocket in months. I keep my hand on it to make sure it’s still there.




    I go downstairs and wait in line for a taxi. Knowing I had to find an even cheaper shit place to live, I’ve already checked out of my room, and my bags are waiting for me at the front desk of the hotel. Instead of getting into a taxi, I walk down to Orchard Road and walk towards the city center. It’s a nice night out – almost cool. The air smells clean and tropical. I fill my lungs. I keep my hand in my pocket, fingering the cash from Tik. I have to feel it to believe it’s really there. I walk to the hotel bar on the next corner and buy a glass of Glenlivet on the rocks and a big fat, Cuban Cohiba. I sip the Glenlivet and bite of the end of my cigar. I light it up in the open-air bar and suck the rich smoke deep into my lungs. I blow it all out and do it again – deliberately, slowly, sucking every morsel of flavor out of it. I’m practically in heaven. Thanks to Tik. I finish my drink and order another one. I smoke the Cohiba, and I make a decision.




    This idea has been floating around in my head ever since I left Planet America, and the idea is this – it’s time to go motherfucking bat-shit crazy.




    I sit there thinking about it, sucking on the Cohiba. There’s no other way to put it. I make the cool, calm, deliberate decision to go absolutely fucking ape-shit crazy. Here’s what I mean. So, in my first year in Bangkok, recounted in my previous book, I had made the decision to stop rescuing girls and to live my life my way and fuck everybody else. Anyone who didn’t like my choices could fuck off. My way or the highway. I did what I wanted to do when I wanted to do it.




    But I hadn’t gone far enough – apparently. I still ended up back in Hell-A taking shit from a girl, albeit a beautiful Thai girl this time, but still a girl, who tried to tell me how to live, where to live, where to work, and looked down her nose at every fucking decision I made. In short, I had accomplished nothing. Sure I’d fucked about 200 different girls in a year, and I had a blast while doing it, but I still ended up right back where I had started – unhappy.




    This time, I’m going further. I’m going all the fucking way – full tilt balls to the wall, shithouse crazy. I’m holding nothing back. If any outrageous, crazy experience comes my way, I’m going to take it. I’m going to do exactly what I feel without any regard whatsoever to what anyone else thinks about it. If Tik or Rony or any of their kathoey friends give me an opportunity to fuck them for free, I’m going to take it. And enjoy it. Why the fuck not? Sounds like fun. Like a gambler who’s been blown out in Vegas, I’m going to double-down. I’m doubling my bets – doubling my ‘I don’t give a fuck’ attitude. Doubling my quest for adventure – the more terrifying, the better.




    I order another drink – a double Glenlivet on the rocks. There goes another $40 of Tik’s loaned money. Hey, this is Orchard Road – that’s what the drinks fucking cost. I smoke the fuck out of the Cohiba. It’s time to go crazy and get what I want, what I’ve always wanted – freedom. That’s been the goal since I was five years old. To get free, to stay free and clear – of my family, of religion, of government, of public opinion and consensus thinking, politically correct bullshit. I’m going to stay a high-priced consultant and stay free of permanent employee-hood as a spineless, golden paycheck retriever salaryman. I’m going to avoid marriage and mortgages and any other instruments of servitude. I’m not answering to anyone. I’m a free agent and still capable of making a great living. And fuck everything and every one else.




    I decide in an instant to change my name to Crazy Horse – the only Chief of the Lakota Sioux, and of all the American Indian tribes, to never surrender, to never make a peace treaty with the Americans. He died on his horse fighting the US Army while the other chiefs were getting fat, dumb and happy on the whiskey, sugar and bread provided by the US Army. He chose to die fighting rather than give up his way of life. I will do the same.




    I sit here smoking the Cohiba and drinking and looking at the street lamps that illuminate Orchard Road and the people walking along the sidewalk in that hazy, blueish glow that seems to take over Singapore at night. And I’m happy. I’m not drunk, and I’m not just happy because Tik loaned me some money. I’m actually happy in a way I haven’t been happy since I’d first arrived in Bangkok a few years ago. I’m happy to be with myself, to be myself. To accept everything I am and want and to make no apologies for it.




    I hope you get to feel this happy in your lifetime. I sit here literally wanting nothing. I’m happy to just sit here and smoke. I just want to be who I am at this very moment. I wish I could hold the moment forever, but that’s the fucking point, isn’t it? You cannot. You are going to die as sure as shit. You and I and everyone else around us, we’re all worm food. Period. You can’t keep anything. You will lose every single person you love, including yourself. You will lose everything you ever earned or learned or bought or stole. Everything. Gone.




    And I feel okay about it. I’m going to live the shit out of my life, so when the worms come, as the Third Eye Blind song says, there will be no regrets. And they shall surely come. Who gives a shit how you decide to live your life? Nobody, that’s who. Nobody but you. If you have a wife and kids, yea, they care about what you decide to do, though they might be loathe to admit it. You’ve got to take them into consideration, but I don’t have a wife or kids. I’m free as a bird, so why not live that way.




    I told He-Man’s son, who’s in his mid-twenties and fucking his way across Bangkok, you better live your life now because some day you’ll get tired of being lonely no matter how much pussy you’re getting, and you’re going to settle down. So make sure you have some serious fucking fun now. While you can. Don’t get married in your twenties. You’re going to go insane if you do that. Like most Americans, you’ll get bored fucking your wife, you’ll want to stay faithful to her, so you’ll end up replacing all those sex-induced endorphins with food-induced ones, and you’ll blow up to the size of a blimp. And why workout if you’re not getting any pussy. Who cares if you look like a fat, bloated piece of shit? Nobody. I tell guys – don’t even think about getting married until you’re at least 40 – and possibly 45. Wait until you can’t get it up anymore – or almost. Then you might be safe for a girl to rely on you.




    And I told the girls in Bangkok the same thing. Don’t come crying to me when your pimple-faced boyfriend of 25 decides he can’t stand being monogamous anymore (regardless of whatever excuse he gives you) and fucks off. Of course he did. That’s what young guys do. He’s so full of testosterone and jizz that his mind is one big fog bank. Don’t even think about having a serious relationship with a guy under 40. In 99.999% of cases, you’re wasting your time. Especially in a place like Bangkok. Jesus.


  




  

    
3 - Living With Kathoeys




    When the going gets weird, the weird turn pro.




    - Hunter S. Thompson




    I pick up my bags at the shit-hotel and taxi it over to Balestier Road and Tik’s hotel room.




    The floor of the hotel on which Tik lives is like a Thai Kathoey dorm. It’s all Thai ladyboys living up and down the hall in both directions. The good news is that on most evenings, they all get together and cook Thai food for dinner on hot plates in their rooms, and they always have lots of cold Thai beer and whiskey. And they always invite me for dinner. So I’m eating well - finally. They even cook without chilies just for me and then add them to their plates later. I’m in hog heaven, as it were.




    At night, Tik goes off to work at the bar, and I stay at home like the dutiful house husband. I usually just chill in our room and read or whatever. Some nights I go up and have a drink with her at Orchard Towers.




    So, I’m watching the crappy TV in our room, bored out of my skull because Tik and most of the other kathoeys are up at Orchard Tower earning their keep. I still haven’t been paid, as the consulting company in the US is dragging their feet, so I don’t want to go out and spend any money. There’s a knock on the door, which is half-open since the hotel is like a dorm. I look up and see Tik‘s pretty ladyboy friend, Rony, standing there in tiny denim shorts, cropped tank top and sexy little high heels. I can just make out the bottoms of her fake boobs peaking out of the bottom of her T-shirt.




    She looks a lot like, no, exactly like, a really hot Thai girl dressed up for a fuck. She comes in and starts talking about something. I’m not listening. I’m drinking my beer and taking in just how fucking good she looks. This visit is not an accident. She bends over to check the mini-fridge for a beer, and I’ve got a perfect view of the bottom of her perfect ass cheeks and her perfect, long legs. There’s nothing about her that would tell you she’s not a gorgeous girl. Usually ladyboys, to be honest, have an obvious flaw or two that gives them away – their shoulders are too broad, their chin too long, their feet the size of an NBA player. Not Rony. She looks all girl – like a 22-year-old UCLA co-ed. It’s disarming. She has a cute, pretty face without a blemish on it and bleached sandy-brown hair. She speaks like a girl and giggles a lot. After staring at her perfect ass and legs for a few minutes, I literally forget she’s not a real chick. I stop thinking of her as a kathoey and just feel like I’m talking to any other pretty girl. She talks like a chick and rambles on about whatever. She seems like a girl in every way. She looks, smells and walks like one. I’m staring at her tits and ass and full lips and pretty eyes, and I’m starting to get hard.




    I suddenly remember she‘s a kathoey. I feel my cock stirring in my own pants, and, strangely, I find myself wondering if Rony’s got a cock or not. When I first met her, I thought she did because she’s so, well, cocky; but now I’m not too sure. She’s too convincing as a chick. She sits down on the bed next to me and crosses her legs seductively – like a girl. She sips her beer like a cute girl.




    We drink a couple of beers together and kinda’ talk, kinda’ watch TV. She makes sure her long smooth legs are on display and that her smooth ass is hanging out of her shorts. I ask her why she’s not at work.




    “Sick,” she says and winks.




    I feel my face redden a little bit. I realize she’s trying to tell me she’s playing hooky from work to be with me while Tik’s not around.




    “You want to come down to my room?” She asks. “I can make us something to eat. My roommate will be back soon, she went to work early.”




    “Okay,” I say.




    We go down the hallway to her room, and she starts making something on the hot plate. She‘s bent over showing me that perfect, tight ass of hers again. I can‘t take my eyes off it and those legs. I tell myself, ‚She can‘t be a khatoey, maybe there’s some real Thai girls mixed in with the group here,’ but I know it‘s total bullshit; she’s a ladyboy. She turns around and looks at me. I have to will my eyes off her ass and crotch to make eye contact with her. She says, “These shorts are too tight, mind if I take them off?”




    I can‘t process the question. I’m kind of speechless.




    She doesn’t’ wait for an answer. She unsnaps and unzips her shorts right in front of me and wiggles out of them. They drop to her high-heeled, pink toe-nailed feet, and now she’s standing in front of me in a tiny tank top, high heels and nearly see though pink panties. I can see her trimmed bush through her panties, and there‘s no bulge or cock anywhere in sight. Hope springs eternal, I tell myself, ‚See, she‘s a girl.’ It‘s a fucking joke. I’m fucking bullshitting the shit out of myself ‘cause I want to fuck her so badly. I’m becoming delusional. She turns around and starts cooking again.




    I’m staring at her ass looking for a cock tucked back between her legs, and I‘m thinking, ‘Goddamnit, she’s got a perfect ass,’ and I start thinking I have to fuck her whatever she is. I‘m getting hard watching her.




    Her roommate, Cherry, comes in, and I blush red like I‘ve been caught jacking off by my mom or something. Cherry is bigger and slightly more muscular than Rony, and with her wider shoulders, more obviously a khatoey. She‘s wearing a tight, short denim skirt, T-shirt and heels. She kisses Rony on the cheek and then leans down to do the same to me. “Where‘s your pants?“ She asks Rony.




    Rony giggles and nods at the bed where her tiny shorts are lying. They both laugh. I‘m thinking Cherry‘s thinking we just fucked. I almost blush again. I haven’t blushed since I was like 15. What the fuck?




    “Good idea,” Cherry says, and then she drops her skirt to the floor and kicks it onto the bed. She‘s standing there in tiny red panties and heels, and no question about it, she‘s got a huge bulge in the front of her panties, which reveals, not only does she obviously have a cock, but she’s hung like fucking Secretariat. I look up at their faces and they‘re both laughing. They’re having fun making me uncomfortable as hell. My throat is dry. I drink my beer.




    They finish cooking and feed us. Rony hands me a Singha beer from the small refrigerator and sits down on the bed next to me. Cherry sits in the other side of me. Their naked thighs are pressed up against me on both sides.




    Rony hugs me and says, “It‘s so nice to have a real man around.”




    Cherry rubs her bulge through her panties and says, “What about me?“ They both bust out laughing. I’m growing more and more uncomfortable.




    We finish eating, and Rony pours me a plastic cup full of Chivas Scotch. She then pours one for herself and one for Cherry.




    “Chock dee,” Rony says – ‘cheers’ in Thai, and touches our cups together. We all drink. She pours us all another round. I’m feeling buzzed. Rony sits down next to me again, puts her hand on my thigh and leans across me to talk to Cherry. About what, I don’t know. I can’t hear, can’t get my mind to focus. It’s all a blur. Cherry leans across me and puts a hand on my other thigh, and I suddenly realize Rony is rubbing my cock through my jeans, and I‘m getting hard again. Then I realize she’s kissing me on the side of my neck. All of this while the three of us are just shooting the shit. Cherry is kissing the other side of my neck. Oh shit. They’re sneaking up on me.




    My cock’s rock hard, and Rony is slowly pulling down my zipper. I turn to look at her and then Cherry, gently touches my chin and turns my face towards her. She kisses me full on the mouth. I gently pull away from Cherry and see through my foggy vision that Rony is on her knees in front of me going down on my cock. I want to stop her. I gently put a hand on her shoulder and say, weakly, “Hey, no, come on.”




    I‘m acting all nonchalant like it‘s no big deal this dude turned girl is blowing me in front of another dude turned girl, who’s got a huge cock almost on display. Rony looks up at me and smiles with my cock lodged firmly between her pretty red lips. Cherry gently pulls my chin towards her again and kisses me. I can feel her big (man) tongue exploring my mouth, and I‘m kinda‘ freaking out. I try again to push Rony off my cock while I’m pushing Cherry away from my face. I push on Rony’s shoulders, admittedly not very hard, and she doesn‘t budge. My cock is fully hard, and Rony’s deep throating him. It dawns on me that Rony knows a thing or two about cock sucking. She‘s actually giving me the best blowjob of my entire life, my cock is hard enough to cut diamonds, so I guess it‘s true what they say about ladyboys giving the best head. Wow. Who knew?




    Rony lets go of my rock hard dick for a second and stands up. She wiggles out of her skimpy pink panties. They drop to her feet, and she steps out of them. Then she pulls of her little half T-shirt, and I’m looking at her cute little tits and a smooth, flat stomach, which goes right down to a smooth shaved snatch. I’m looking at it in broad daylight right in front of my face, and it looks like a perfect little girl cunt. No sign that there used to be a cock hanging there or that she’s had surgery. She leans down and pulls my jeans and underwear off, and I lift my ass up off the bed to let her. Then she lays back on the carpeted floor, legs spread and pulls me by the hand down to my knees between her legs. She’s rubbing her cunt, and it looks wet, and my dick is pointed right at it, sniffing it out like the wet nose of a bomb-sniffing beagle at the airport.




    I look up and see Cherry still sitting on the bed and rubbing her crotch. Her bulge is getting bigger. Ladyboy or not, her cock is getting huge. She’s rubbing her crotch and smiling. While I’m looking at Cherry, Rony’s rubbing my cockhead up and down her slit, which is plenty moist. Again, I tell myself she must be a woman, how can a khatoey‘s fake pussy get wet?’




    While I‘m pondering if Bangkok surgeons are able to plumb in some kind of waterworks to a fake pussy, Rony pulls me down by my shoulders, and I enter her. It feels wet and warm just like a real pussy. ‘She’s a real girl,’ I tell myself again, but she isn‘t. I don‘t know how you know, you just know. But I no longer care. Her pussy feels good. Could be a little tighter. Your cock senses that it’s not 100% natural feeling but it’s close enough to fuck.




    Instinctively, I start fucking her, thrusting slowly in and out. Rony is raising her ass up off the floor in time to my thrusts to grind her pussy against me. She’s panting and urging me on. I lean down, and Rony kisses me on the lips. She’s soft and lovely is all I can think, and her cunt grabs me and caresses my cock. Everything’s perfect. Fucking her feels just like fucking any other girl. I‘m relieved, and then I look up. Cherry has lost her panties and T-shirt and is sitting naked on the bed jacking her very large and thick hard cock. My eyes nearly pop out of my head. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a hard cock other than my own before - not in real life - outside of watching a porno. ‘This is weird as shit,’ I think, but not that weird given the circumstances.




    Rony turns over on the carpet while keeping me lodged in her snatch. She crawls up onto all fours and wiggles her perfect little ass at me. I’m fucking her doggy style now, and I’m looking at one of the most perfect little asses I‘ve ever seen. And perfect long, slender legs. I fuck her harder. I can‘t believe this ass belongs to anything but a beautiful 22-year-old girl.




    I keep one hairy eyeball trained on Cherry. She‘s still sitting on the edge of the bed pumping away on her huge hard on. It‘s dark purple and looking pretty angry right now. I don’t know what she’s planning to do with that big thing, but I don’t want it coming anywhere near me. I grab Rony by her slim hip bones and start pounding into her for all I’m worth. I haven’t had a good lay in a couple of months and her fake pussy feels as real as the air in my lungs. Out of the corner of my eye, I can see Cherry starting to stand up off the bed, still beating her meat to the disco beat. Her dick is absolutely huge, and I find myself staring at it.




    ‘What the fuck is going on here?’ I start to wonder. What exactly is the game? How did I get myself into this situation? I shake all negative thoughts from my head, literally shaking my head like an etch-a-sketch to try and clear it, and I focus on the job at hand. I’m mere moments from blowing my load in Rony’s fake snatch, and I’m not going to let Cherry or anything else distract me. Just as I‘m about to explode in Rony‘s surgical twat, I see Cherry moving towards us with that loaded weapon. I’m too close to the rapture now to focus on anything else, so I plow into Rony’s aftermarket pussy with double-speed and renewed vigor. I don’t know how any of this is going to end, but the end is coming.




    Cherry steps over to us with her throbbing manhood. She moves towards Rony’s face, and I wonder where she’s planning to insert that thing into the activities. Rony is moaning now. Her pussy is wetter. I’m amazed by this and nearly thrown off track. I find out later, the surgeons have it all plumbed up like the indoor plumbing in your house, so that her pussy can receive moisture of some kind at the right moments. I don’t ponder too long exactly what moisture or from what source it’s coming, but I digress. I’m mounting the parapet now, as it were, and all these thoughts are sent scurrying down some dark alleyway. Cherry is waving her purple wand around like some Merlin in a Medieval sideshow. I don’t know how much longer I can hold out. I blow my load into Rony and laugh that I don’t have to worry about getting her pregnant – since she hasn’t got a womb. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Cherry whipping her dagger like there’s no tomorrow. She starts cumming and blows a huge load all over Rony’s back at the same time that I’m dumping deeply into Rony’s fake cunt. My eyes go wide, my mind spins. Rony is one of the best lays of my life. Her cunt feels perfect. Rony is screaming and moaning while we come in her and on her. I’m wondering if she can still get off and have an orgasm in her modified condition. Apparently, yes, she can. Cherry puts a warm hand on my shoulder and smiles at me. I kinda’ feel violated but try not to show it. Rony collapses on the floor, and I fall back and out of her. I sit down on the carpet and catch my breath. What a fucking day. My eyes are still like saucers. It will be a while before I come to grips with the fact that Cherry just blew her load mere inches from my face onto Rony’s back, but I feel good. I feel empty. I’m sated. I feel happy, and that ‘I really don’t care about anything else’ feeling you get right after you blow. I look around for my half-finished beer and pick it up; finish it. I feel pretty goddamned good.




    Next day, Tik’s all sore with me and hurt because she’s heard all about how I fucked Rony and how Cherry nearly blew his/her load all over me. She’s beside herself, practically crying. She tells me, ‘I’m the one who loaned you money, bought you drinks, gave you a place to stay, and you fuck Rony - blah, blah, blah.’ I’m not even listening. I’m amazed at how much I really don’t give a shit. I really don’t care. I can’t even hear her. I don’t have enough interest to argue or placate her. I just sip my beer and wonder about the day as if she’s not even saying anything. If she throws me out, I’ll go to another hotel or just move to another room in this one. I’ve been paid now, so I don’t give a shit. I hardly look at her as she’s ranting. Whatever.




    She wears herself out. Now, naturally, she’s coming on to me. She wants a fuck. I’m just bored as hell with the idea. I don’t know why. Once you’ve fucked one fake cunt, you might as well fuck ‘em all, right? I had no philosophical reason against it – not anymore. I just didn’t care.




    Her pawing me and coming onto me out of envy isn’t turning me on at all. It’s not sexy, and I don’t owe her a fuck. And I don’t give a shit.




    I tell her I’m going out to get something to eat, and she begs to go with me. Okay. I let her come with me (and buy me dinner). We walk down to a cheap restaurant on Balestier Road and order soup.




    While we’re eating, I have to laugh. All Tik’s bravado has gone right out the window. She’s been playing big brother/big sister, caretaker of me, and now that’s totally not going to fly. I take a thousand US out of my pocket and hand it to her.




    “Thank you,” I say.




    “It’s okay,” she says. “You don’t have to pay me.”




    She’s sulking. I put the money in her purse and kiss her on the cheek. She tries to kiss me on the mouth.




    “Come on,” I say. “We’re friends.”




    “I don’t want to be friends,” she says. “More.”




    It dawns on me that even though Tik’s a ladyboy, at heart she’s just another girl, who wants my attention, affection and approval (the three A’s). I‘m finally learning the prime cosmic lesson of the Universe – a guy who doesn’t give a shit, rules. Period. The less of a shit you give, the more power you have. I truly don’t give a shit, so I suddenly have all the power in the relationship. When you can truly walk away, you win.




    “I can’t believe you fucked Rony,” she says again. “Rony is such a little whore.”




    Now, call me old fashioned, but I’m not about to get into an argument with a ladyboy hooker about who or what I fucked or who or who isn’t a little whore. I mean, come on. Let’s keep it a little bit real, dude. And I’m sure as hell not going to let her manipulate me or extract a fuck out of me due to guilt or shame. I have no guilt or shame. It’s like an epiphany. I discover this purely by accident, like Columbus stumbling onto American soil in search of India. If Rony hadn’t dragged me down to the carpet and inserted my cock into her man-made inverted-penis cunt, I may never have learned this. While I was sitting their sipping my soup with Tik in some Chinese restaurant on Balestier Road, I realize it all in a flash – in a lightning bolt epiphany – I have been giving way too much of a shit my whole life, and everything I’d ever been taught in America was to brainwash me into that. Every teacher, every priest, my parents everything they had ever fucking told me had one fucking design attached to it – to turn me into their fucking slave – a slave who lived or died by what they thought of me and desperately needed their approval. What a gigantic crock of shit. That way they could get me jumping backflips through whatever fucking hula hoop they ever came up with. This makes me angry as fuck. I feel my face going crimson as Tik continues blabbing about what a cunt Rony is. I’m not even hearing her, as I’m having the preceding inner dialogue with myself the whole time.




    Jesus Fucking Christ. Have I been living my whole entire life to please other people? Yes, I have – practically, and they’re all genuine 24 carat assholes like my father, my bosses, my teachers, my so-called friends, priests. And what did I ever get out of any of it? I just fucked a guy in his artificial cunt, and I feel great about it. Rony was sweet and had a sweet ass and nice legs and her fake cunt was as good as any of the real ones I‘ve ever fucked. I’d fuck her again anytime. Who cares what she once was, or what she’ll be tomorrow, or whatever. Fuck it. Rony was a sexy piece of ass. I didn’t suddenly feel myself turning gay. Nothing had changed except now I could go back to Bangkok and fuck all the girls and all the hot ladyboys if I felt like it. All that Judeo-Christian bullshit they’d been pouring in my ears all these years was totally fucked. I don’t know why there are all these guys in Asia that want to be girls, but some of them sure are sweet as hell and beautiful. What’s wrong with me throwing them a bone now and then? The thought made me laugh. What’s the big deal?




    And Tik is one to fucking judge me. She‘s had her own cock chopped off and turned inside out and stuffed back inside of her to become some sort of a woman. Now she‘s trying to give me a fucking guilt trip about my morals. What the fuck? She tells me I have to stop judging people by their outsides and look deeper. Come again? Sorry, but how many tens of thousands of dollars have you spent, how many endless hours have you spent, remanufacturing your outsides to look like something you’re not? Come off it.




    I stand up and tell her I’m going for a walk. I’m not mad. I just don’t give a shit about her drama.




    “What?” She asks. She’s mid-rant and has plenty more in the tank.




    “See you back at the room,” I say. I pay the bill and walk off into the night. I don’t have a care in the world. The traffic on Balestier Road is non-stop, as always, but the city lights are dazzling and the cool night air feels good against my face. I breathe deeply. I survived the month of hell with no pay and even learned a few things along the way. A pretty good start to this, my second Asian Odyssey. Fuck yes.
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