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Asiatic Moments
by
Al Culler

nightlife tales from Bangkok, Phnom Penh, Pattaya and
more





Khmer Extreme

Sharky’s, Phnom Penh, as civilized as the bar scene gets in
Cambodia. Found a bit of the central bar to lean against, fend off
a few of the more unsavoury women, one so far gone she took no
notice of my polite refusal to exist on the same planet. She
eventually moves away a few yards, settles down to staring daggers
for the rest of my time in the bar. Water off a duck’s
back.

Women, mostly in groups, swirl through the bar, eyeing me up
but getting nowhere fast. Easy if all you want is a quick three
hole routine from one of the Vietnamese girls but if you want to
plunge right on into the core of the country via one of the hotter
than hell Khmer bints, well, you just have to hold tight awhile and
wait for the dream zone. Must ruin the minds of the culture buffs
that the fastest way into the heart of the land is through some
teenage babe running on an excess of desperation and
sexuality.

I was down to drinking Beer Lao out of the can, bottles
scarce for some reason, the rest of the beer on offer only fit for
life in a sewerage treatment plant. Had to gulp it down pretty
fast, the ambient temperature in the large saloon not far off sauna
levels, something repeated in most Phnom Penh dives. I am maybe the
oldest guy there (at fifty), the airplane loads of fat, bald aged
sex tourists largely absent compared to Bangkok. Whatever, loads,
loads, more femmes than guys and that’s all that really counts,
right?

Click, click, click, not exactly bored as there is always an
edge to Cambodia even if it’s as likely to be in the madness of
the farang attracted to the place as the deep insanity of the ex-brothel
gals; one Arabic lout kept throwing pure pulses of evil my way, for
some obscure reason. Click, click, click… my brain suddenly tries
to leap right out of my head when I clock a ridiculously sublime
young lady.

In another - saner and shyer - life I might’ve let her walk
right on past but not now. Not with someone who made most movie
stars look downright drab and not when I’ve taken the ultimate risk
by entering the Heart of Darkness (there is a Phnom Penh bar called
just that, but it’s kind of mild and boring before midnight). I tap
her arm as she passes, enough effort for her to turn and almost
blind me with THE SMILE. Dream land entered,

In Thailand I have enough language to get by, in Cambodia I
haven’t a clue – total culture shock. And the most education a lot
of the girls get is a clout around the head when they are tardy
doing the daily domestic chores. The only language she has that I
understand, the heat out of her body, eyes brimming over with
beauty and that smile.

A bit of sign language, writing in the grime on the bar top,
turns out she is twenty (going on sixteen in my estimation) and has
been in the bar scene for a whole week (probably as meaningful as
saying this is my first time in a Phnom Penh bar). Needing to keep
a grasp on reality I glance around the bar, find the Arab guy about
to burst out of his clothes in total rage; synching up with the
hooker I’d already rejected. Some people.

I buy the babe (call her K) a drink and some food. The
reaction I receive, like it’s the first bit of kindness she’s ever
enjoyed. The food looks nowhere near up to Thai standards but it’s
cheap enough. She eats like she’s afraid someone’s going to snatch
the food away from her but any illusions I hold about her frailty
immediately dissipate when some Vietnamese hooker tries to grab
part of the action. The look she gives her would-be rival convinces
me this is one tough lady (it convinces the Vietnamese, too, who
does a rapid disappearing act); just how I like my women. No
bar-fines, twenty dollars long time the going rate, we waltz on out
of there, a minor delay while she picks up her ID card from
security downstairs.

After a bit of an argument, my motorcycle taxi-driver agrees
to take the extra passenger – I really don’t want anything to do
with the fifty or so male moto-taxi drivers loitering outside
Sharky’s – god knows how many of them are pimps. I check backwards
that none of them are following us. The bike’s some crap Chinese
copy of a Honda step-thru, held together by duct-tape and prayers,
but the traffic density scarce in the night and our progress
miserly. But ten minutes is enough…

The Khmer style disco’s packed with locals, K drags me over
to a table overflowing with young gals. Not a pimp in sight. A holy
sight, Beer Lao in a Bottle! K sits just close enough to be Khmer
dignified whilst charging my body with a thoroughly sacred heat
from her 40kg’s of rolled steel. The music not that dissimilar to
Laotian, which does it for me. The gals chatter despite the waves
of bass coming from the speakers, suggesting the Khmer men are even
more poorly endowed than the Thai’s.

Probably shouldn’t think such thoughts, the next thing I know
I’m in the middle of a war-zone. Some wizened Khmer man grabbing
one of the girls and trying to punch her face off which brings all
her friends out in a frenzy of kicks. A bit more local colour than
I really wanted, I try to grab K and get the hell out of there but
she wants part of the action.

Click, click, click… total loss situation, if I pile in every
Khmer man in the place will want a bit of the Culler carcase. My
taxi-driver pops up out of nowhere – the last I’d seen of him he
was laid out asleep atop the motorcycle – genuine concern
apparently writ deep in his face (and I was only paying him a
couple of dollars for a night’s work…). He points fervently at the
exit whilst I point equally righteously at K who seems totally
transformed into some kind of warrior… and, god help me, all the
more alluring for it!

These Khmer guys tougher than they look as I find myself
being force-marched towards the exit despite not having paid for my
three bottles of beer. The Cambodians seem to have a thing about
killing or beating the shit out of each other out of sight of
foreigners… Glance back as I reach the exit, catch K’s eye and jerk
my finger at the exit whilst the local bouncers wade in with what
look like bloody big steel bars, pure inbred insanity distorting
their faces. K ducks and dives through the melee with a big grin
all over her face as she finally throws herself into my arms.
Meanwhile, the moto-driver’s doing a little of jig of impatience,
shitting himself that I am getting a view of the real, albeit
mostly well hidden, Khmer nature.

It’s one o’clock in the morning, finally a breath of cool air
wafting through the mostly darkened city, amplified by the driver’s
attempts to break through the 40mph barrier. For some reason K and
I suddenly dissolve into hysterical laughter, not the wisest move
on a motorcycle that gives every impression of falling apart under
us. Back at the hotel, the driver waves off my money, gets the hell
out of there and is never seen again. Weird chap!

Hard steel and velvet, wild moist heat and a kind of almost
out of body experience ensues as K and I hit the bed. The gal seems
to want to rip my soul out of my body, reconstitute it and make me
her love slave for as long as my heart lasts. Far from satisfied
with the usual hour of sex, she demands two repeat sessions using
every morsel of her body to keep me running. God knows where she
spent her youth – a lot of the girls in the farang orientated bars did their
training in the K11 brothels, another piece of hell on earth – but
I ain’t complaining, all records have been cancelled,
shattered.

She’s still there in the morning, clamped around my body as
if her life depended on it. I have another day in Phnom Penh – a
rather dismal city once away from the riverside where the prices
have been racked up accordingly – and no way is she going to leave
my side. No passport, of course, so I can’t even entertain the
fantasy of getting her on the plane to Bangkok the next day and I
don’t have the dosh to survive in the wilderness of the Khmer
capital. Bastard world!

Makati Mainline

In Manila Zen is very, very important – about the only way to
survive the car exhaust smog to breathe very, very shallowly.
Awareness of the unusual also paramount, as even in upmarket
Makati, the down and out populace have a penchant for planting
small bombs in unpredictable locations. Not your mad terrorist
wallahs, just completely out of it animals who together with most
Asian DJ’s and wailing motorcyclists can only define their
existence by making the maximum amount of noise. Several times,
apparently benign Makati streets I’d walked with a feeling of
relative security had later been reported as having bombs explode
in their midst. Bloody frightening, that.

Throw in the odd, seemingly pointless, military rebellion,
not that surprising that most refugees from the Thai experience
want to catch the first plane back to Bangkok. But I am made of
sterner stuff than that, British stiff upper lip and all that shit…
I dress right down, making like an ageing hippy who no-one would
bother to rob, maim or mug – just not worth the effort. Hopefully;
but you never know in Manila. Get into the wrong taxi at the wrong
time – some macho wimp, with a silly moustache and huge beer belly,
who’s been given a going over about the lack of money from his wife
or mistress - well, any kind of shit can go down. And the same goes
for the cops and the louts hanging around on street corners, they
all look like they would cut your throat or blow your brains away
on the mildest of whims.

Okay, it’s nine o’clock of a Manila evening and I step out of
the hotel on to Burgos Street, the wrong end of Makati, a narrow
streak of neon amid the chaos of auto’s and strange motorcycle
taxis with an extra wheel and ugly carcase added on any which way -
there is absolutely no way I would even try to contort my body into
one of the awful abortions; their mechanical ugliness matched only
by the attitude and appearance of most of the men in the
area.

Left, right or straight across the road it doesn’t really
matter, the area dotted with almost interchangeable go-go bars,
mostly all owned by the same goons. The good thing about the PI, the
poverty’s so deep that it’s easy to spot the katoeys, they are so incredibly ugly
they will never, ever raise the dosh for a Thai style gender-bender
transformation… I duck and dive past a couple of the vile creatures
and finally earn street cred by doing a little Ninja move with my
hands to fend off one of the faster moving beasts of the
night.

Zen, it’s over even before I’ve even figured out what I’ve
done. Don’t ask, I don’t know where this shit is coming from,
either. I’m feeling high, I’m feeling lucky and I’m running in the
Zone where anything can and most probably will happen – always
dangerous, because when you’re a fifty year-old single male who
actually looks like he’s running loose on the back of a feeling of
immediate happiness there always going to be a lot more than one
old biddy who’s going to try to ground ya out back down to some
kind of dismal reality.

Figure this into your liturgy – who’s going to give you the
most hassle, some eighteen year old country gal who’s just arrived
in town or some old dear whose sole education was in the defunct
American bases twenty years ago and has held a constant, huge
grudge against the male population because she never got enough
luck to pull her out of the scene? And if you need me to answer
that, kindly stick to bible reading, bubba.

No surprise, then, the first bar I step into, half a dozen
aged bitches are on me like piranha fish on a displaced penguin. I
haven’t been in town for a long time and look odd enough to have
the patina of innocence engraved on my soul – important that in a
madcap Catholic country. These women insistent and desperate that
they have something that could interest me and don’t want to take
no for an answer. They contort their faces into surreal sucking
motions and feel around in my groin for some kind of reaction but
my cock and brain are in total synchrony; they are firmly left
flaying against the gods at ground zero.

My incantation for the night, dream on, dream on, and after a
while, after a fashion, it works like, well, a dream. Makati
go-go’s are a lot more Soi 33 than top floor Nana Plaza, unlikely
that you will find some desirable
wench demonstrating how far she can thrust a
plastic penis up her backside (and thank god for that, right,
chaps?). Nakedness – well maybe up close in a darkened corner but
on stage not a chance, even g-strings considered risqué though
conversely much more a normal piece of underwear in the PI than in
Thailand. And I can say this with some authority.

San Miguel beer I can happily take, prices cheaper than in
Thai go-gos – but the lady’s drinks are two to three times what
you’d pay in Bangkok. And bar-fines – if you need to ask, don’t
bother applying. I’m still feeling lucky, but the kick is to be
totally indifferent to the outcome; women thrive on a challenge.
The key, of course, is to grab a babe before taking too much beer
on-board, some guys so far gone on the alcohol their only sane
moment of sobriety after months in-country when they wake up in the
church wondering what the hell is going down and hoping that the
bint next to them is the bride’s mother and not the actual future
wife…

Swirling flesh half hidden by nightwear on the stage at the
end of the long, narrow bar – par for the course in Makati – and
scowling waitresses; a couple could be real knock-outs if they
readjusted their attitude and got with the game – most likely
already supported by rich farangs
and only doing the bar gig to keep the boredom at
bay. Strangely, given the absolutely crap food in the PI, a lot of
the girls sport longer, thicker, shinier hair than their Thai
sisters. Wild manes that can envelop ya in a secret little world of
lust and desire back in the hotel room – and, again, I can say this
with some authority.

Click, click, click; here we go again. Some absolutely divine
teenager makes the connection: I’ve fended off the already damned
and ain’t going anywhere other than deep into the Zone. Play the
game – what does an eighteen year-old Oriental version of Kate Moss
see in a fifty year old player who believes his best moment is yet
to come? Well, if she actually turned out to be an honest babe (an
oxymoron if ever there was one) a possible fast exit from the bar
scene.

Not only beautiful but heated by her own personal nuclear
reactor. If this was really my first time in the Orient then I
would’ve been down on my knees in lustful supplication – merely
after a f..king handshake. Girls with that kind of heat running
through their body, a straight vibe from the depths of their pussy
hardcore into your cock, they run at about one in five hundred of
the bargirl population. The kind of heat that would revive you
after twenty beers and send you all the way to heaven or hell. And,
she’s so young she probably doesn’t quite understand her
uniqueness; not just yet, anyway.

I give in, buy her an exorbitantly priced cola on the
understanding that she will sip it like expensive wine. If she
downs it in a second then she can f..k off, unique or not. But she
passes the test despite the predatory waitresses and rather
demented looking mamasan who’s trying to angle on in for some kind
of commission. The babe’s with the game, our concentration on each
other eventually dissipates the greedy, lazy, out-of-it bitches – I
really can’t stand these people, if they can’t do the go-go gig
they are dead in the Zone and all their hollering won’t change a
thing.

It happens like this, some nights it take twenty bars to find
a decent women, other times it goes down fast, the first bar you
walk on into, when it feels too easy to be true and you figure you
have to work a lot harder than that; but you don’t, because however
long you’ve been in the scene sometimes the luck runs your way…
sometimes.

And then the little bitch threw back her head in laughter at
something I said, that swirling mane of hair soaring in the neon
and revealing on the left-hand forehead a very, very nasty clump of
purple lesions that defines skin cancer that mostly affects
ancients and only appears in very young girls if they have HIV on
the cusp of turning into AIDS. Fast exit? I all but levitated outta
there!

Elephant Man

Minding my own business, the receptionist at the low end
Chiang Mai hotel demands that I accompany her on an outing on her
day off. She’s a long way from the Zone, probably just about
acceptable on a wet Wednesday night in Watford. Tell her some lies
about business to attend to that day. Despite going out of my way
to save her face I only receive a nasty scowl of disbelief for my effort. Time
to change hotels?

I tried once before and sheepishly had to book back in an
hour later. The plan was to move into a nearby apartment, I’d even
given the manageress a 5000 baht deposit after a run-around about
only wanting to stay in a top floor room to avoid the predatory
mosquitoes – and they can be huge in Thailand’s northern capital.
Despite repeatedly telling her that I would not countenance a lower
floor when I turned up with my luggage she had decided that was
where I was going to stay. Half an hour later I had my deposit back
and a wonderful parting grimace. Welcome to Thai logic, an art
particularly well formed by CM locals.

I battle my way through the farang hordes who seem to be
overwhelming the central tourist area, tempting to let loose with
my stun-gun on the larger, slower moving sightseers. Crossing the
main drag by the Night Market, I make a couple of locals’ day as
they vie with each other to run me down in their absurd auto’s. I
keep looking for the famed beautiful Northern lasses but they have
all fast-exited to Sin-Central, leaving a motley
collection of jailbait hill-tribe gals and out-to-lunch katoeys.
Dodging both these potential embarrassments, head down towards the
Ping River.

Half a dozen beer bars, cruise on by until I find an
interesting lady. A rarity, actually from Chiang Mai, claims to
have lost her office job. A whole clans of Buri-ram girls, who
couldn’t pass even the cursory medical down south and whose sisters
had cannibalized one infamous beer bar area so ruthlessly than the
locals nicknamed it AIDS
Alley, give me delightful scowls as I get
into the conversation with the CM gal. I leave, though, after I
find out all she is interested in is dragging me into the upstairs
short-time room for a ruinous 1500 baht. Obviously spoilt by being
a star in one of the local dens of vice.

The touts in the night market and tuk-tuk drivers compete to
see who can be the rudest as I cut back to beer bars at the back of
the bazaar. The tuk-tuk drivers notorious for taking single white
males on a tour of the brothels and massage parlours but dipping
the pristine Culler member in sea of spent Thai semen has never
appealed. Spying a new bar set-up I wander on in only to find it’s
populated by gays and katoeys, one of the latter follows my rapid
exit, trying to jab his/her finger up the crack in my ass as I hop,
skip and jump out of there. Looked so vile that application of the
24000V stun-gun would’ve come as a welcome relief to the creature,
might even have reconnected some blown brain circuits!

Across the way, I settle down to what appears to be a beer
bar populated by real, live gals, though these days of cosmetic
excellence you can never be entirely sure; all the old rules and
recognition patterns cancelled. Maybe a dozen bars, square that to
end up with over a hundred gals; and being an old hand I end up
buying a Cola for the only attractive (Surin) babe there,
definitely cruising the Zone. Mostly beat her at
Connect Four whilst
becoming more and more disturbed at the probable youth of my
companion. She speaks zero English and has no ID card, which makes
me downgrade her to about fourteen, the equivalent of a very long
prison sentence and extreme poverty if you even think about
indulging. She claims to be eighteen but reduces that to sixteen
when I ask her directly. Whatever you think about Thai girls and
lying, they are reluctant to do so if you frame the question in a
way that allows no vagueness in the reply.

She’s keen for me to a pay her bar-fine and willing to let me
do anything I like to her body, down either to total naivety or a
youth way misspent. She goes off to the toilet and the mamasan
leans over to tell me she is too young to off, something to which I
concur wholeheartedly. If she had been legal (over fifteen for
non-commercial sex but the locals like to keep that information to
themselves), I ponder for a moment the greater immorality - leaving
her to a desperate and dangerous life in the bar zone or taking her
on out of there and looking after her despite the wild age
different. For the record, twenty years old does me very well,
thank you very much – a mere thirty years age
difference!

She’s well disappointed when I leave without her. I cruise on
up AIDS Alley in Zen mode, inured to the desperate calls of the
Buri-Ram damsels in distress, heading for Spotlight – a go-go that
would barely past muster in Soi Cowboy, these days. There are maybe
two attractive gals in CM’s three go-go’s, their attitude problems
easily pacified by a 1000 baht note for long-time. Before I hit the
Spot, I am stupefied to find my third beautiful lady of the night,
another local, lounging in a beer bar…

She lets me buy her a Cola but it quickly become plain she
has no interest in my existence. Nineteen says she, confirmed by
her ID card. Absolutely bloody perfect, too, even down to some
semblance of life in her eyes when she smiles… the ultimate insult,
she tells me to come back tomorrow when her elder sister will take
care of me.

Spotlight, refuse to buy the only attractive gal in there a
Cola just to keep her off-balance, end up completely ignored by all
the old Burilam bints who don’t give a shit that the neon radiance
gives their dead skin a rather macabre lustre. Ponder hitting on a
Chiang Mai disco but they seem to have more men than women or be
heavily orientated towards the gay populace (thirty, forty percent
of the local males!) – something for which I can summon up no
enthusiasm.

Head back to the hotel, accosted by some tubby little Angel
who declares that she will do short-time for 200 baht. Her mind
spins like an out-of-control fruit machine when I tell her that she
will need to find a hell of a lot more money than that if she wants
the use of my body; I am a good thirty yards away by the time she
susses the insult, starts screaming and running after me. No sense
of humour, some people, and I almost bust a gut doing a four minute
mile escape routine.

More by luck than judgement, I make it safely back to the
hotel. The lift rattles and rolls up six storeys, even this great
height not enough to escape the man-eating mosquitoes. The room
defines a fire-trap with the tiny balcony protected from Ninja-like
thieves by a grid of steel latticework but the ancient
air-conditioner drowns out the street noises and deep-freezes the
insect life.

The huge bed takes up most of the room, no sooner does my
head hit the pillow than someone starts hammering on the door. It’s
near the end of the month, the cops have bills to pay, and I
immediately assume it’s a police shakedown but open the door
anyway, stun-gun primed, ready to fight my way out of
there.

But, no, it’s the receptionist, done out in too much make-up
and a too short skirt. A single white farang too much for the city to
take, a vacuum that sucks up the disturbed and dislocated on the
back of the always present possibility of their getting way ahead
of the game. Though well educated, she has a solid country body
that knocks me aside and leaps on to the bed, moving too fast for
me to slow her down with the stun-gun! I am tempted to leave her
there, explore the hotel but as I haven’t got any clothes on and
it’s that time of the month when police tolerance for naked
farang is likely to be
zero, I give in, bolt down the door.

She’s a long way from the zone but my cock takes over, no
problem as long as she keeps her clothes mostly on – I have zero
tolerance for wayward flesh and fat. I’m in that place where my
brain and cock have a direct connection and I can come in a minute
or an hour or whenever I want, so I give her a good going over,
noting along the way the whisky breath and contradictory tightness
of her more intimate areas; even going as far to ponder that I
might be her first farang!

We both pass out simultaneously, well spent, but in the
morning she’s gone. My money’s still intact and not wanting the
hassle of some unsuitable lady pursuing me decide to fast exit the
hotel. Indeed, fast exit the whole dire (with regard to available
beautiful women) city!

Never Say Nana

Staggering up a flight of stairs between the second and third
floors of Nana Entertainment Plaza, I looked up to see a hulking
monster in high heels, fishnet stocking and clothes only minimal
enough to obscure its gender. I flashed back to a mad night in
Pattaya when I’d sidestepped, with Ninja-like speed, a
similar katoey who was intent on either robbery or mugging or rape; or maybe
all three. The creature tottered downwards as my own momentum
thrust me upwards.

We met halfway, endearments thrown my way as the creature’s
fingers piano-played my body in search of loot - only I’d taken the
precaution of stuffing it down the front of my underpants; a
position even the most nimble fingered trannie couldn’t penetrate
in our ever so brief encounter. The breath of the dead lingered on
my body long after we’d gone our separate ways.

Several bars on the third floor of Nana. Too difficult for
the crippled and seriously old to make the ascent unless they were
willing to chance the lift; most weren’t. Paradise was what? A bar
crowded out by about two hundred gals wearing very little indeed.
Maybe, but not when a couple of them had placed blow-pipes in a
rather unorthodox position and were pumping out darts. Supposed to
take out the balloons, more often than not going wildly wide into
the punters! God knows what diseases were thus borne through the
air.

I ducked and dived into a relatively safe corner seat. Fended
off a couple of the elderly women who thought it amusing to pat the
Culler stomach, make like I was nine months pregnant. A gross
exaggeration if ever there was one. Spied a real babe just
ascending the stage as the blow-pipe artisans exited to rapturous
applause. One of the more futile exercises in supposed erotica in
Bangkok.

This babe was maybe 20, with a figure to yearn for and a face
that would make millions as a model in the West. Her lips bruised
with lust and her hair shone with the kind of vigour that would
make the day of a shampoo manufacturer. She gyrated to the music
like it was hitting her soul and I couldn’t take my eyes off her.
We made some eye contact and I made with the wide smile but she
looked away.

Some damsel in obvious distress chose that moment to leap on
to my lap, taking the lust shimmering off my body personally. It
took a lot of muscle to stop her opening my fly, only relenting
when I insisted she run off for a Coke. The erstwhile love of my
life on the stage gave me a withering glance and turned her
beautiful face into a visage of disgust as if someone had thrown a
switch. Another illusion shattered.

A superficial glance would’ve revealed a passing resemblance
to paradise but look a little deeper and a much more depressing
picture emerged. Don’t know where the girls came from, half of them
didn’t even look Thai, and most appeared to have lost any innocence
a decade or so ago despite their youth. Ruined skin and hard eyes
predominant.

The babe I bought a Cola for returned, light of limb and all
feline grace but her smile would’ve cracked paint and her lack of
demureness send even a German
sex tourist running for cover. She kept screaming
into my earlobe that she wanted to make love, any or every which
way...only 1000 baht! That was a Thai form of flattery, as the
going rate was two to three times that!

She scowled at my obvious disinterest and thrust an empty
glass under my nose. When I ignored her entreaty, she thrust a knee
into my groin as if trying to move a reluctant buffalo. I howled
with the pain, cracking through even the deep, discordant bass
rumble of the music (a sure sign that the DJ was endowed like a
hamster) and didn’t even have the breath left to shake a fist at
her.

Through clearing tears I saw the girl of my dreams leap off
the stage into the arms of a waiting ancient, give me the finger
behind his back whilst downing her Cola in one. One of the mamasans
kept supplying a new drink and chit whilst the ancient sat with a
beatific smile on what was left of his face; each figuring this was
their lucky day!

Depressed beyond my years, I caught the Culler scowl
reflected in a hundred mirrors and shook my jowls like a mad
bulldog; an act that always made young babies (as opposed to young
babes) burst into hysterical giggles! Even Thai bar girls aged me
by ten years after deducting a decade, or even two, from the age
they really figured.

A coven of katoeys
- looked like they should be in a rugby team,
those shoulders! - stopped in front of me, fluttered their false
eyelashes and threatened to join me until I told them no money, no
money (farang jonn). A confession that soon got around the room, judging by the
way I was totally ignored!

Moving out of the bar, so heavily (if not heavenly)
airconditioned it threatened to turn water to ice, the heat was
like someone had knee-capped me. I felt dizzy and remote from my
body, not helped any when some oversized lout knocked me out of his
path. He snarled, gave me a death stare and raised his fist. I
didn’t know if I should burst into tears or laughter but managed to
scurry away as he rushed into a bar with frightening looking babes
out front. The mess his skull was in indicated he didn’t have any
worries about AIDS... the newly dead somehow still managed to run
about Bangkok with a modicum of energy.

I almost fell down the stairs but convinced myself that I
flew along with a passing resemblance to Superman. I’d long lost
count of how many beers I’d consumed but knew from habit that any
excess would be dealt with merely by throwing up rather than any
permanent damage to my liver. As a theory it had the same kind of
grounding in reality as the suggestion that Bangkok was AIDS
free.

Contrast time but not sublimely so. Entered a small bar, just
a couple of babes on the stage and a mass of ancients leering over
their drinks. Made me feel like I’d just plopped out of the womb.
One of the owners shook my hand in a thoroughly violent manner but
made up for it by thrusting a free beer at me. The bottle was deep
frozen and my hand had most of the life crushed out of it - don’t
know who was more surprised when I caught the bottle with the other
hand - yours truly or the owner.

This was where old Thai girls went to die, or get lucky with
some ancient who had more money than sense. They occasionally
brought their younger sisters, cousins or any other up-country babe
who wanted to chance her body, soul and mind to the strange ways
of farangs. The
one question the Thais had never quite managed to grasp was how
come a breed they thought inherently stupid could be so flush with
dosh. It just didn’t add up but it didn’t stop them
trying.

I downed my beer in one with the intention of exiting fast
when someone thrust another bottle into my hand, telling me I
looked like I needed it. Some people should look in a mirror some
time. This character was from Oz and went on at length about how we
should feel guilty at exploiting poor, young, defenceless Thai
girls. Laugh? I almost threw up!

He found extreme difficulty in stopping himself from buying
drinks for everyone and wasn’t too amused when I pointed out a few
women who’d had a decade long apprenticeship in Thai brothels. At a
conservative estimate that added up to 20,000 men! I might’ve well
have been speaking to a brick wall for all the good it did. He was
most aggrieved when I tried to exit without paying for a round for
the whole bar. He was only distracted when he found someone had
nicked his wallet! The innocent soon find out the meaning of Thai
ways when in Bangkok.

The next hour was a blur but one favourable aspect of the
city should be noted - you can bumble around drunk out of your head
without too much fear of being mugged or beaten to death. Just try
that in New York. And there’s always the chance that you will get
lucky with some relative innocent from up-county!

Dreams and Nightmares

Imagine a babe with the grace and violence of a cornered
panther. The same kind of madness hit me in one of the infamous
large Soi Cowboy bars. I entered just as they’d finished their
round of shows, which to my sated mind was good timing. Just give
me a stage packed full of naked, or near naked, frails any day of
the week. Who wants darts coming out of oddly mounted blow-pipes at
sixty miles per hour, or to be soaked by soda water when the gals
pop the caps off the bottles (using you know what!)? Not this kid,
for one, anyway...

About forty naked babes crushed on to a central stage, their
heat added to that of the day; the management so sure of themselves
that they didn’t even bother turning on a sufficient number of
air-conditioners. At least the beer was so cold there were
particles of ice in it. My own fault for screaming
yen macma at the
waitress.

Gulp some beer, look the girls over... click, click, click...
one babe out of the mass instantly breaks my heart into a trillion
pieces whilst water cascades off my body; turn the bloody
air-conditioners on, please. No chance, not when the beer’s going
down at a rate that makes the Munich beer festival look tame. Half
the customers big enough to be German sex tourists on the loose. Or
maybe they’d just emerged from the Oz outback. Old, fat and almost
dead tourists coming in by the plane-load.

She’s flashing smiles every which way, overwhelmed by choice
as every pair of eyes that can see more than a few feet beam down
upon her (and there are a lot of ancients who can’t even make that
play!). Perfect teeth picked off by the flashing neon and rotating
strobes, though most of the farang
were grinding their molars against the depth of
the bass, the usual jerk of a DJ out for revenge.

What can you tell from a body? No babies dropped, not even
the tell-tale striations on the upper thighs (exercise can get rid
of the stomach when a kid’s dropped by a young girl). Small
breasts, huge nipples, all thrusting out and upwards; if they are
real no more than eighteen. Same for the concave stomach that some
American bitch would pay a fortune in gym fees and not even get
close.

Strong shoulders, sleek muscle tone; dead ringer for someone
who’s spent her youth in the rice fields. The kind of body you only
get after whole generations of ancestors have done the same thing.
Same for the black as black skin which would shame an Ethiopian.
Green eyes, weirdly translucent in the neon; other worldly - gotta
be contact lenses. Or not?

Bitch! She’s looking the other way whilst some grotesque old
girl - gotta be fifty if she’s a day, with eyes that suggest she’s
still waiting for the GI of her dreams, circa Saigon 1972 - is
giving me The Look! I almost fell off the bar-stool, overwhelmed by
the contrast. Exit fast or live in hope? No contest.

The old biddy decided to whip her cylindrical breasts up into
a frenzy, probably hoping I was going to relive a middle-age back
in England spent with some decaying old dear. I waved her aside as
the whole flow of women gyrated around in a modern spasm of
democracy - it was important that punters all around the bar got a
fair view of the better babes.

The bitch gave me a scowl, pumped her hand in front of her
groin, accusing me of getting my kicks from masturbation! I cooled
her ardour by spraying half my beer over her; bit of a waste, I
know, but there you go! Two of her friends had to stop her leaping
off the stage on to the innocent Culler frame.

A minor riot would’ve broken out had not one of the mamasans
started yammering out the abuse in what sounded like Lao. The
ancient dancer was pointed towards the other side of the room after
giving me the finger; the wrecked backside reinforcing my views on
the avoidance of marriage. Did I look that drunk, or
something?

The frails moved, leaving me looking up into a deep black
forest of pubic hair, belonging to the girl of my dreams. She
seemed precarious on her high-heels, needing the support of one of
the poles on the edge of the stage to stop her falling
over.

Either newish or drugged out of her mind. She didn’t have the
glassy-eyed stare that foreigners who were new in town often
confused with a look of innocence but was usually produced from
quaffing an excessive amount of speed tab’s.

From the way she twitched her body I soon decided that
innocence was something that had long passed her by, maybe by way
of half a decade or more in the brothels in China town. Sensing my
spent interest, in a typical female reaction, she made some heavy
eye contact and gave me a smile that would cure impotence and
almost caused me to leap off the stool... the smile seemed to even
reach her eyes. Maybe the twitching was just an act?

The predominant feeling of never quite knowing where you are,
or what’s actually going down, is one most farang major in - whether in Bangkok
bars or trying to survive up-country. It has nothing to do with the
language, although that obviously doesn’t help, more it’s a case of
the babes’, not to mention half the general populace’s, ability to
pitch a line of lies at you that just happens to be exactly what
you want to hear. Keep repeating, too good to be true, over and
over again - and you might not get caught and dragged into god
knows what mess of psychosis and general delinquency.

Of course, none of that stopped me buying Tan a Cola when she
descended from the stage on to my lap. I managed to keep a tight
grip on the bar, stopped us going end over end. Everywhere she
touched me fierce heat, directly out of a nuclear reactor
melt-down, sprang out of her body, left me totally overwhelmed by
lust! Heaven in one easy move. I didn’t know whether I should
scream with the pain of excessive lust or just howl with
pleasure.

Twenty minutes is the time it takes a girl to drink her Cola
if she actually likes you. Ignore this minor fact at your peril!
Tan’s went west in less than twenty seconds. When I ignored her
request for another she went into a bit of furious lap dancing. She
hadn’t bothered to put any clothes on, wasn’t any insulation from
the snake-like undulations of her body.

If I’d been a newcomer to the scene, I would’ve been in deep
shit (dead easy to fall in love at first sight with someone totally
unsuitable) but it was pretty obvious she was too far gone to be of
much use, despite her youth and looks.

Another case of the girl being through so much that however
much love and affection, not to mention millions of baht, that you
threw at her it wouldn’t make the slightest bit of difference. As
soon as your back was turned the same old shit would go
down.

She almost burst out her skin when I suggested 500 baht was
all I’d pay for short time after she tried to get me to come up
with the bar fine, reckoned five thousand was more like it. Which I
figured meant I was somewhere between being a rat and a dog in her
scheme of things! Again, like anywhere else in the world, a girl
really likes a man, she’ll go for free and don’t let any amount of
posturing and stories of families to support persuade you
otherwise.

We parted on the worst of terms, which meant I’d found
another bar where I’d be ignored totally - how to piss off the most
beautiful girl in Soi Cowboy. All in a days work, natch!

Pleasures and Perils

It was one of those nights. I’d staggered into a Patpong bar,
all but collapsed on to a stool - suffering the deprivations of too
much heat, an heady dose of pollutants and the usual mix of local
beer with whisky chasers. My eyesight wasn’t so far gone that I
didn’t physically react when some elderly bar-babe put her grinning
face in my field of vision.

Nearly fell off the stool in shock, the smile seemed painted
on her face which was ugly enough to pass for a katoey, though she had none of the
other tell-tale signs. She grabbed my groin, pretended to swoon
with passion. This was supposed to be attractive? I had to grab
hold of my right hand with my other one to stop myself slapping
some sense into her.

The bartender was one of those oversized Thai men with an
excess of self-regard that was at odds with the bloated, ugly face
he sported. He was half my age yet thrust out a bigger beer belly;
though he grinned widely it did nothing to hide the evil lurking
behind his eyes.

‘Good girl! She do anything for
you!

‘Good, tell her to get lost,
then. Bpat Narook!’

The guy twitched with repressed violence, slammed down a
bottle of warmish Chang, whilst spitting out some Thai at the
girl. Jai Dam was
mentioned several times (black heart!). The slight breeze from the
airconditioner suddenly did a runner, sweat pouring off me by the
bucketful. The warm beer was about as helpful as a Russian condom
in a Chinese bordello.

The stage packed with girls, women, babes,
katoeys, wearing minimal
clothing, perched on high-heels, half-heartedly moving to the
music. Lust fluttered when I saw one of them with a slender yet
muscular body straight out of the rice fields; unfortunately she
turned around, revealing an heroin worn face - like nineteen going
on forty: a smile that could crack ice. She caught my glance before
the naked lust went out of it...

Meanwhile, a real monster had crept up on me, one of those
incredible katoeys - six feet six inches tall, shoulders right out of a Welsh
rugby front-line and about as much sexuality as a concrete post.
The lout tried to grab me in an embrace, but I whirled my hands
around and attempted to knee it between the legs.

‘Why you like that? New pussy, only
one year old!’

‘No money, farang jonn!’

‘Dog man!’

The creature stamped its foot with the petulance of a two
year old, stomped off with all the elegance of a three-legged
elephant. I felt grievously insulted that such a monster would
think I’d be desperate enough to be interested in
her/he/it.

The girls on the stage replaced by another set; the same mix
of young and old, fat and thin, sexy and brain dead. The one who’d
caught my glance earlier sauntered up, announced her name was
Dieppe and thrust her bum into my groin. A move that nearly made me
totter off the stool. Velvet skin, steel muscles, an heady
combination that had the pecker at full alert.

Problem was her face was so wasted - she reckoned she was
twenty but could’ve passed for twice that - that I wasn’t going to
take the chance. An unfortunate excess of babes in Patpong had
found their way there via Chinese brothels and the usual ten, or
more, men a day.

Didn’t stop me buying her a drink or running my hands
tenderly over her body. The barman scowled as he loitered nearby,
hoping for a reason to beat the shit out of me. A lot of the Thai
men working the neon strip had spent their youth in the gay bars,
moving on by finding a girl to live off; an unlikely mix that just
emphasized the range of diseases and viruses that could easily be
caught.

The babe growing bored with mere foreplay, suggesting a
barfine and a short-time hotel. The girls changed again, saved from
making up some excuses. One of the hostesses, dressed in a Thai
student outfit, gasped at my appearance, giggled and fluttered
away... she looked about sixteen, seventeen, (illegal...) and
luscious; probably one of the Thai boss’s mistresses. Most of the
girls in Patpong too old and dirty to interest the
locals.

I could see the monster katoey eyeing me up again, time to
exit fast; not that I fancied another warm beer or any more of the
sauna-like temperatures. I threw the correct change on to the bar,
causing massive scowls all round. Some of the bars had cashiers who
would go home brokenhearted if they let one farang out of the joint without
short-changing him, though if you made enough fuss you got the
money back.

It was actually cooler outside. An unlikely collection of
touts screamed entreaties at me whilst I tried to find a path
through the vendor’s stalls - selling everything from hardcore
DVD's to fake Rolex watches. The cigarette vendors usually refused
to sell to natives they didn’t know, as they were off-loading black
market goods and didn’t want any trouble from undercover cops. It
was that kind of scene.

The next bar down the line was 99 percent katoey, although the management had
a rare sense of humour - putting in one or two knockout babes. I
peered in but decided it wasn’t worth the hassle. The last time I
was there I’d had to slap one of the gay-boy waiters who’d gone all
enthusiastic over the Culler body; can’t think why! Thais had long
memories and majored in retribution.

I was too drunk to risk climbing the near vertical stairs to
the hardcore bars where anything and everything went. High velocity
darts popping balloons, exploding soda bottles, weird sex shows on
motorcycles and slings, lesbians cavorting and even the odd
farang couple getting in
on the act (usually desperate Russians!). No, I couldn’t cope with
that.

Sullen Thai men waited for their women to finish work,
sitting on flash motorcycles and yacking away about the ugliness of
the farang customers, though there were as many young kids as there were
ancients on the scene.

The Thais were never too sure about their women - maybe the
money or even the sex would prove too big a lure! Even some babe
who’d left school at twelve could eventually work out that some
local lout burning through her money whilst she risked all kinds of
madness wasn’t going to get her ahead of the game.

A couple of big Belgian women were growling at one watch
vendor, refusing to pay ten times the going rate. The Thai’s
outrage at the price offered was almost authentic - god knows what
he thought of the women, 200lbs of meat going towards elephant
status - serious hormonal chaos - he’d probably be swallowed whole
and never be seen again.

It was all getting pretty desperate, ugliness and craziness
everywhere I looked. I staggered into another dive, carved in half
just before the recession got serious, loads of Americans in
residence, making like they were CIA goons or something. Some of
the girls looked like they had done the Saigon gig -
frightening!

‘ Beer Chang, yen macma, meeow
gow,’ I screamed over the music - Chang
beer, ice cold, no glass. Sometimes it got through to them! At 90
baht a throw it was still bargain time. The waiter came back with
the bottle, flipped the cap off, the difference in temperature
causing the iced beer to foam out of the bottle, about a third lost
until I could get it to my mouth. Sarcastic bastard! I downed it in
one, and waved for another. The ice hitting my veins harder than
heroin ever would!

There were a couple of half decent girls on the stage who
were doing the a-go-go blues perched on indecently tall high-heels.
One of them was definitely a traffic stopper but she totally
ignored my stare. An all too common occurrence. I could find
neither sense of outrage nor surprise when she staggered off the
stage into the arms of some eighty year old who was trying to
relive his youth but had difficulty in keeping his false teeth from
popping out. He was probably still trying to figure out how to
reconnect to his long dead member!

‘Velvet trash,’ screamed someone.
Imagine my surprise when all heads turned in my direction. I tried
to look profoundly innocent, jerking my head to indicate that the
vocals were surely caused by the obese, bald headed patron sat
nearby - only to find I was looking into a mirror! They soon
settled down again - giving me the chance of an easy exit - soothed
by the teeth grinding bass and the easy sex on offer.

Rather too easy! Any clown can walk into Patpong straight off
the plane, find a babe of sorts and get right down to it. No
discernment, character, humour, hint of attractiveness...nothing,
just a couple of thousand baht or so! If you’re an ancient with
money and time to burn it’s all fantastical and you’ll probably
conk out before the diseases get you! If you want any kind of
relationship, remotely serious, look elsewhere - Patpong isn’t
hardcore by Thai standards, it’s mostly a cosmic joke on
farangs! Time to go
home!

Wrecked in Pattaya

I was slurping from a flask full of Lao whisky (paint
stripper!) between taking slugs of Chang beer... I needed the
inspiration to cope with Beach Road, a wrecked street almost in the
sea, full of bars and discos, once the territory of GI’s on R and R
from ‘Nam but now fair game for anyone who could come up with the
price of a beer.

I’d somehow gone on a three mile ramble around abandoned
roads, empty condo’s and derelict land before coming back where I
started and noticing that there was a bloody big sign pointing in
the direction I wanted to take. I added fast failing eyesight to
the long list of medical problems.

Heat and pollution exhaustion not putting me in the best of
moods, nor the rank smell coming off my sodden clothes doing
anything for my chances with the down-market babes loitering with
intent in the kind of minimal clothing that would put a Patpong
hooker to shame.

Who needs Viagra when Lao whisky, Thai beer and Oriental
babes leaves the poor old pecker twitching in lust? Not this kid,
for one. The fatality rates are about the same, too!

I was just beginning to get back into the swing of things
after chucking the empty beer bottle, when some lunatic thrust a
bloody big snake in my face. He was a scrawny little wimp so I had
no qualms about giving him a back-handed slap.

Didn’t even think about it, really, surprising myself with
the instantaneous reaction to imminent demise. The little runt
moved faster than a snake about to pounce, leaving the full force
of the Culler attack in empty air.

The next thing I knew, I was in a heap on the floor with a
couple of youths giving me a good kicking - just as well I had a
deep band of fat to protect me from the worst of it.

Screaming whistles, howling motorcycles, barking dogs and the
buzz of speed boats and jet-ski’s were my next conscious moments,
the Thai’s scarpering as the cops turned up.

The large group of native spectators went into vocal
gymnastics with the porkers, sounding like a million, or so,
monkeys about to meet their maker.

A couple of cops pulled me up, dusted me down and waved me on
my way as if being viciously assaulted was an everyday occurrence
and no real cause for concern. I could heard the echo of their
laughter as I waddled away.

Beach Road is a f..king long street - I know, because I’ve
walked its full length, mate - and not the kind of trip to do with
bruised ribs. A bit of reality here, I’m fat, bald and more likely
to cause hysterical laughter than unstoppable lust, but even in
rumpled clothes dirtied from the assault, walking past the open air
bars, the babes screamed out,

‘Handsome man, handsome man...Sit
here!’

Who was I to argue with that sentiment, even if the babe in
question had a face that looked like it had been around the block a
few times. I refrained from asking her what she did in the Vietnam
war, though; one fight a day more than enough.

An ice cold Chang was thrust into my shaking hands, downed it
in one. A general feeling of approval emanating from the gals. A
second was thrown my way and I managed to sip it slowly. It was
still afternoon, at least another twelve hours to blow.

The humidity drained every last drop of water out of me,
gravity tripled. I felt twice my real age, probably looked it too.
Didn’t stop the old gal from trying to sit on my lap, made the
stool wobble alarmingly.

Her breath smelt of excrement, the way she downed her shot of
Tequila in one go, god only knows the state of her liver. She poked
out an alarmingly long tongue that looked like it was infected with
several different fungal strains, upturned its end until the tip
was flowing right back down on to its surface. Despite the state
she was in, I felt alarming tremors in my groin!

It was one of those days. Our combined mass, and all her
snaking around, sent the stool flying backwards. The babe had the
good sense to land her 50 kilo’s, or so, atop the permeable Culler
frame which caused me to yodel in agony.

My spine felt shattered and I had triple vision - Thai girls
with three heads, all cackling insanely with the sheer outrageous
hilarity of it all!

Reseated, I had three old biddies giving my back a massage -
nuclear reactor heat coming out of their paws as they worked me
over like I was a recalcitrant buffalo. I tried to keep the tears
out of my eyes and screams out of my mouth.

Bought a bottle of local whisky, downed half of it in one
gulp whilst the women attacked their Cokes with unseemly
vigour.

By the time I was feeling whole again the gals were into all
sorts of theories about what kind of sex I liked, only to end up
complaining that I was obviously gay as I didn’t want to buy any of
them out. Cheeky bitches, especially after I blew almost a thousand
baht on the drinks.

There are two ways to do the bars on Beach Road. One is to
wander along slowly, looking into the bars in the hope that someone
interesting will catch your eye. The other is to amble from bar to
bar, downing a couple of beers at each, full of exactly the same
ambition but giving fate and luck a little time to work their
magic. It’s probably no surprise that I chose the
latter!

Three bars later, with just the old broads trying to make my
day, I wandered into one of the bigger plays in town and found
myself going all righteous at the sight of a couple of pensioners
feeling up some Thai kids who couldn’t have been more than
ten...

That was how I ended up in a shouting match with two eighty
year olds (I kid you not!). The kids joined in, shaking their fists
at me whilst most of bar staff gave me nasty scowls! Hero of the
moment, I wasn’t! I kept up the swearing fit for a good minute,
before finishing my beer and exiting fast.

The cops I collared a minute later refused to understand,
even when I screamed abuse at them. One of them was fingering his
gun in the hope that he could get some practice in. I practically
had to drag the other one into the bar and shove him into the
ancients’ faces.

Bedlam broke out, the staff screaming Thai at the cops and
shaking fists at me. A few moments later I was hauled out by the
cops and given a quick body search! It had to be quick as I was
only wearing shorts and a tee-shirt.

The wannabe gunslinger seemed to enjoy himself immensely by
feeling up my groin until he worked out how well armed I was - more
scowls! The other one counted my money, sniffed, and gave the roll
back to me less a purple note.

I knew enough about the heart of darkness to give up. By the
time night fell I was absolutely pissed out of my head and had to
be physically restrained by a couple of Aussies from throwing
myself into the sea! I threw up instead!

At least the Aussies knew how to drink and we swapped stories
about that most peculiar form of warfare, between the sexes, until
the early hours. I managed to stagger on to the bus back to Bangkok
and promptly passed out!

The Good, the Bad and the Very Ugly!

Some readers might, by now, be panicked out of their minds by
the thought of their first visit to Bangkok going very wrong, I
should explain that the likelihood of being set upon by a pack of
mad transvestites, electric-stun-gunned into oblivion, male-raped
and robbed is very low, only likely to happen if you totter out of
a bar at three o’clock in the morning, totally drunk out of your
head and decide to hike it home rather than risk a taxi. So don’t
panic - overall, Bangkok is one of the safest cities in the Orient,
which means in the world! Just keep your wits about you and don’t
flash large bankrolls or expensive jewellery!

It isn’t only safe, it’s absolutely packed out with beautiful
young women. One of my favourite pastimes is sitting downstairs in
Mabookong shopping centre, watching the babes parade past. We’re
not talking the odd good looker, but masses and masses of stunning
women - imagine Kate Moss in her prime at sixteen with dark skin
and Oriental features, and you get an idea of where we’re at. It’s
enough to drive a man right out of his head...

Especially as none of these wonderful babes will either have
anything to do with me, nor turn up in the bars, not that I’d want
to put them on that road to ruin. Used to be that loads of
up-country girls would come down to Bangkok, use the bar scene to
find the farang of their dreams (be it dreams of easy money, good heart or
handsome looks - even all three in some cases). That still happens
occasionally but it’s usually some old dear (as in over 25!) who’s
dropped a couple of kids and got shot of some idiot of a local
husband (if you’re lucky!).

By the time they’re eighteen, the girls who do turn up seem
too far gone to take at all seriously. Some of the Thai run bars
actually pay their parents, so they have to work off the loan (ever
increasing with the interest rates demanded) before they can escape
the scene (a ploy long used in the brothels) and by then they are
too into the easy money, dependent on drink or drugs, or have some
pimp to support.

Other young girls turn up free of such burdens but have huge
families and/or Thai boyfriends to support - believe me, it’s
depressing to hang around outside Nana Plaza at two-thirty in the
morning and clock all the more attractive young girls being picked
up by their pimps - ugly little runts for the most part - on
motorcycles two sizes too big for them.

Other girls, and Patpong bars are infamous for this, are
recruited from the Chinese brothels (more likely sold!) and
although they are young have had so many men that it takes a while
for them to bloom under the more benevolent air of Patpong; some of
the girls transformed in half a dozen months into real stunners.
These ladies are far beyond post traumatic stress, though, having
worked in dreadful places since thirteen, maybe had more than
10,000 men before they make it to Patpong.

The recession has seen a plague of older women come out of
retirement, huge extended families to support as well as some young
Thai man who has nothing better to do all day than perfect his
sexual techniques. Even girls who have gotten lucky and married
some rich farang often like to keep a Thai man on the side - the
farang for the money and
Thai for the sex! One vague acquaintance, who had married some Thai
girl, couldn’t understand why she wouldn’t have sex with him once
he blew all his money two million baht - on an upcountry house for
her parents (actually for the Thai guy!) and was complaining about
his food tasting odd!

The latest little bit of nightlife horror is the trickle of
girls turning up from Hat Yai. These babes are bad news as they
spent their youth servicing Malaysian men who crossed the border in
huge numbers in search of cheap sex. Figure ten guys, and more, a
day, for five years - you do the maths, it’s too depressing for me!
The Thais consider them ideal for foreigners who don’t know any
better and view the whole mess of Patpong, Cowboy and Nana bars as
a great joke. Only a trickle of girls at the moment, but if they
get ahead of the game then they will be coming in by the
bus-load!

There are two types of girls with Thai boyfriends working the
bars. One just does the dancing, drinks the Cokes and runs home to
sonnyboy a few hundred baht richer. The other’s gone completely
hardcore, will f..k anything on two legs with a wallet, tries to
make at least five thousand baht a night doing the short-time
blues. Both can be so beautiful and sexy they will make you weak at
the knees, but the latter is so hardcore inside there’s no hope for
her.

By the way, if you want to piss Thai girls off, ask,
Mangda Menai - where’s
your pimp? Actually, mangda
means cockroach and is also used to describe the
police! Just refuse all offers of short-time, making them stay all
night gets rid of a lot of the girls with mangda’s.

There’s one Patpong dive with half a dozen Thai men working
behind the bar who are all running girls working the other side. As
half the dancers were katoeys
that just about took care of all the potential in
the place. Oh, I lie, there was one babe who claimed to be eighteen
but was really 15/16 who was free(ish) but it only took about a
month for her to be ruined by a succession of elderly Jap’s. She
seemed quite keen on moi, for some reason, but I didn’t
fancy adding sex with underage girls to my long list of
misdemeanours.

The great pity is that there are plane-loads of
farang men - and not
just fat ancients, loads of young men as well - who would love to
have a serious relationship with a Thai girl but it’s almost
impossible to get past all the crap that the Thais like to offer in
the bars and the language and cultural barriers make it difficult
to wander off up-country - which as far as the heart of darkness
goes makes Bangkok look like Bognor!

In the past couple of months I’ve come across two - yes, two!
girls who managed to combine beauty with a degree of innocence,
working in the bars, both eighteen - but, alas, neither wanted much
to do with me. Having whined and complained, it still has to be
said that as entertainment, Bangkok bars take some beating and the
beer is still relatively cheap. Problem is, get drunk, your
judgment’s shot to hell and you end up doing shit you
shouldn’t...

Bargirl’s Life

When Tai was ten, eleven, she spent her time prospecting for
gems on the Thai and Cambodia border, the Khmer Rouge
trigger-happy, out of their heads on the back of their leader’s
complete and utter madness. The chances of getting lucky were equal
to the chances of being blown away.

Tai eventually got way ahead of the game, found a huge
sapphire, worth over 100,000 baht. The incredible heat, the swarms
of mosquitoes and plagues of snakes didn’t bother her; she merged
into the jungle, senses alive and in tune with the reptilian
masses.

Tai was the eldest of six sisters and two brothers, one of
the latter already dead. The money went to her parents who blew it
all on drink and partying, for a little while enjoying huge face on
the back of their sudden and unexpected wealth. Tai and her elder
sisters were sent to look for more gems, the remaining brother not
allowed to risk his precious neck.

The parents full of visions of further wealth were incensed
when no more was forthcoming. The communists closed the border
down, the family returning to Pichit with what they had left -
nothing! A stony welcome, the father’s elder brother allowing them
to build a hovel on his land but not really wanting to
know.

Harsh reality for the family was working the land for a 100
baht a day - if they were lucky, and then only when the crops were
in season. The old man became immersed in his love affair with Lao
whisky, treated like a child by his wife who wouldn’t let him near
what little money rolled in.

Tai was about as tough as a 45kg girl can be, could work the
land, could survive on the food found there, in the rivers and in
the jungle. The only thing she feared, that her future might be as
unrelenting as her past...

The odd thing was that, even in a country that revelled in
its dismissal of all things foreign, Tai was drawn towards
farang, not wanting to
know about the Thai men who were after her by the time she was
13/14.

When the chance of a job in a small Bangkok restaurant turned
up she grabbed it with both hands. Not just the thought of big city
life, but removal from the almost unbearable family pressure. The
eldest sister supposed to support the whole family.

At this point it could’ve all gone terribly wrong. Some
arsehole going upcountry to recruit girls for a brothel but telling
them that it was a nice, respectable job in a restaurant. But here,
at least, she was lucky, the job was genuine if hard work. A few
thousand baht a month but free food and accommodation.

Tai stuck the job out until she was 17, fending off the
boss’s son who was half in love with her. Most of her time she was
too tired to explore Bangkok, but the brightness and noise stirred
something in her soul.

On a visit back to Pichit, she was persuaded to return to
Bangkok to work in one of the bars in Washington Square. The old
girl who took her under her wing, reckoned she wouldn’t have any
problems with the farang, many of whom, being long
term residents, spoke some Thai.

45kgs of fearless Thai womanhood, who figured she had
absolutely nothing to lose, entered the bar scene a virgin at 18
and held out for over six months. The go-go dancing she could
handle, and there was enough fierceness in her expression to
persuade the foreigners to go no further than buy her
drinks.

Luckily, unlike many of the small bars, the boss was already
married and not inclined to ruin every girl who crossed his path
(believe me, a rarity in Bangkok bars). Tai, though beautiful in
the eyes of farang, found in her dark skin and concave, Laotian, nose nothing
in which to revel; the lack of arrogance only acting to increase
her attractiveness.

Tai reckoned she gave up her virginity out of boredom, tired
of being left behind in the bar every night as her friends went off
with the customers. There was the money, as well. The young guy who
took her virginity was never seen again... had she hoped he would
look after her? Who knows?

In the next six months Tai went on an odyssey of sex. At
least once a night she would be bought out. Hard to say how much
money she made, it all went on partying with her friends and
shopping sprees. Tai had her choice of men, only limited by
Washington Square being away from the easy tourist
hordes.

She built up a few regular customers, one an ex-Vietnam vet
far gone on her but she was warned off by her friends - not just
that he was old and fat, but that he couldn’t keep his pecker in
his pants and had a history of violence. Besides, he only had a
very small pension.

By the time she was 19, she began to tire of the scene - the
same old initial enthusiasm, the same indifference after the sex
and the way the money flowed through her fingers like water; the
need to be drunk all the time to deaden the reality of her life.
There were some young guys who she liked but didn’t trust, too long
in town...

Enter Tony. Fresh from the UK he’d somehow made his way up to
Washington Square. 30, but slim and younger looking, he wandered
into the bar expecting the usual round of elderly whores who
dominated the area. At that time the bar had half a dozen young
babes in their prime - hell suddenly blooming into paradise. (Note,
the bar went out of business many years ago, so don’t rush down to
Washington Square full of hope...)

Tony took one look at Tai, didn’t want to know about the
other girls. Offered to buy Tai a Cola, she by then able to
understand a little English; Tony knowing only hello and thank you
at that point. The Vietnam vet sat scowling in the corner, fearing
the worst; the attraction palpable. Not surprisingly, Tony bought
her out and fell madly in love with her.

Tai wasn’t exactly overjoyed; neither were the bar’s regulars
as Tony monopolised her time. She was losing money and regular
customers but on the other hand, here was that rarest of creatures
in Bangkok - a good man! Who wouldn’t pay her for sex after the
first night, telling her she was too good for the bars, buying her
what she wanted, but not willing to treat her as a whore. Her
choice!

By then Tai had realised there was little future blowing her
youth on the round of residents and no-hopers who liked her body
but didn’t want to know about the rest of her. Tony had no such
hesitation, demanding she give up the bar and move in with him. Her
friends were annoyed, the Vietnam vet going out of his mind and the
boss giving her hard looks. Her choice.

She decided to move in with Tony. She brought with her a
certain sullenness that was as intense as her sexual proficiency.
Rages and silences made up most of the relationship; a weird kind
of freedom to rant in Lao knowing that the farang would only understand the
expression and not the words.

A kind of madness ensued. Tony threatening to walk out when
things went too far. She not caring until she saw his bags packed
and she had a vision of her future back in the bar. Then the tears
came; reunited. And the cycle went on.

Partly out of stubbornness, partly for the money, she
continued servicing some of her regular customers, including the
Vietnam vet. Tony found out, somehow, walked out. Depression was an
understatement for what he felt - he seemed totally hollowed out
without Tai - we’re talking about losing a girl who would make most
models look mundane.

Tai tracked him down, promised him all kinds of things.
Reconciled again. The cycle was repeated - fantastic highs, harsh
reality, walk out, dreadful lows, reconcile, etc., etc. This went
on for two years until he finally caught her in the act with the
Vietnam vet! End game.

Tai ended up with the vet, eaten up by the fact that anyone
would actually walk away from her. Her anger was vented on the vet,
a tirade kept up for a year until he finally broke - coming back
late one night and beating the shit out of her. To cut a long story
short, she ended up in hospital for six months and he did four
years in a Thai jail!

Tai came out of hospital almost totally ruined, the beauty
gone, the body bloated from the hospital stay. Her mother went as
far as to suggest she became a Buddhist nun! Then Tony turned up
again, took her in hand! She bloomed again, though she would still
turn sullen on a whim.

The happiness lasted for four years and two kids. By the time
Tai got her beauty back, willed her body into sublimeness again and
extracted the security of a few rai of land and a house from Tony,
she was once again possessed of her fearless nature - what was the
worst that could happen to her; her ‘good’ man would walk out on
her. Compared to the rest of her life, what was that?

The same shit went down again, she doing farang on the side not just for the
money but because she needed the reaffirmation that she was still
an attractive babe. Tony found out, walked out. Didn’t speak to her
for two years; tried again, the same shit followed. Finally gave
up, broken-hearted again but hardly surprised.

Ten years after that first meeting Tai lives upcountry on a
few million baht’s worth of land, young Thai men in attendance and
the love and devotion of her kids. She makes sporadic trips to the
Bangkok bars, if anything, even more attractive than before, always
aware that she might strike it lucky, find a deep vein of richness
and lust-driven devotion, but she is mostly bored by
farang. She revels in
her freedom! Tough and fearless, she also still likes to cut the
rice on her land, the rhythm and rhyme of the countryside deep in
her blood.

The Vietnam vet still does the rounds of the bars, now only
able to afford the more desperate katoey! Of Tony? He disappeared
for a while, drowned the angst in work, but has recently re-emerged
with a beatific smile, an extremely large bank account and reckons
he’s so far ahead of the game that he doesn’t have to worry about
anything any more.

Of Thai women he doesn’t want to know, locked in a battle of
wits with a 16 year old Cambodian babe of extreme beauty. A few
times he’s seen Tai in the bars but he turned his back and walked
out. Like a addict, he knows that if he gets too close again the
same old sorry cycle will repeat itself!

Who won? Who lost? Who cares?

Out to Lunch

It’s all gotten pretty boring. The endless nights of neon
dives, nearly naked ladies and line after line of bullshit. Have to
stand aside from it all, step back and take stock. The only safe
sex left, by the way, is with virgins, preferably under
20...

Frightening sights, wandering into bars where girls who have
being doing the dance for half a decade, a decade, or even more,
suddenly turn to skin and bones, shoulder blades standing out like
the victim of an African famine. Not HIV, but AIDS running
rampant.

Don’t see it so much in Manila bars - they largely still do
proper medical checks! - but in Bangkok and Pattaya the medicals
are cursory at best, the babes keep on dancing (and f..king) until
their frail legs can’t support them any more.

Go up country in Thailand, 20-30 year old girls going home to
their families to die but the death certificate claiming cancer or
pneumonia as the cause of death rather than as a mere byproduct of
the virus going dominant. A small town where I was staying, they
were averaging three deaths a week of people under 40.
Unprecedented. And just the tip of the iceberg.

Back in Bangkok, bright lights did in my mind, alcohol popped
what was left of my brain cells and I tried to avoid playing my own
dance of death; ending up on my knees muttering prayers whilst
clutching a Buddhist amulet, hoping against hope that paranoia was
just that and not harsh reality intruding.

The next thing I knew, I was absolutely convinced that
someone had planted heroin in the hotel room’s air conditioner and
had soon reduced it to its component parts. Finding nothing, I
collapsed in a nervous heap, drank a whole bottle of raw Laotian
whisky! Paint stripper has nothing on this.

The next morning, I bunged all the bits of air conditioner
inside the carcass, not having a clue how they went back together,
and did a rapid exit. God knows what they thought had gone down
when they found out.

Bangkok becoming too much, as it usually does, I hustled out
of town for the charms of Manila, courtesy of Thai airways. Sat
nearby, some OAP with a Cambodian youth in tow, the two guys spent
more time in the toilet than in their seats, confusing one of the
evidently innocent Thai hostesses!

Immigration was politeness personified (pick the Shelias
rather than the male officers), didn’t even bother to check my
return flight. Customs was a breeze but I then had a hell of a job
finding a taxi driver who didn’t want 500 peso. Walked out of the
airport in disgust, past a lot of dubious looking Filipinos who’d
seemed moments off slitting my throat and flagged down a metered
taxi.

He zigzagged through the back streets, soon convincing me
(not helped any by his convict stare and haggard appearance) that
he was going to take me to a back alley where his mates would give
me a good going over, if I was lucky leaving only my life intact,
but we popped out at the cheaper end of Makati and he even had
change for my 100 peso note.

The hippy disguise fools ‘em every time and also fends off
the more rapacious women. By the way, the Culler diet consists of a
combination of popping vitamins and only drinking alcohol, which
causes a permanent brain haze, lots of throwing up and the odd bout
of cleansing diarrhea.

Makati’s still packed with bars, but expensive to buy ladies
drinks, etc. It took me an incredibly long time to work it out, but
the more money you give to bar girls the greater the contempt they
hold you in. The line to take, especially with Filipinas who are
much more sensitive creatures than Thai girls, is that you’re happy
to look after them but have no interest in paying for
sex!

This tends to snare the very young and very old babes, those
in the middle usually desperate to make their mark in the world or
support their babies and extended families. The ploy also f..ks
over Thai girls who have pimps in tow, unless (which isn’t unknown)
he’s also into ladies clothes and can share in all the new
goodies.

One poor farang soul thought his girlfriend’s infatuation with a katoey was
okay because the transvestite wasn’t interested in sex (in his
narrow view of the world); just another piece of Thai
illusion.

A lot of the girls in Makati bars are into Asians rather than
Westerners as that’s perceived where the serious money can be made,
the guys dropping thousands of peso on drinks in a night... more
often than not mafia money but money is money is... bloody boring
after a while, absolute waste of time trying to buy love! The sex
is okay, though!

In one Patpong bar, a couple of Indonesian politicians on
holidays, 1000 baht notes falling out of their pockets. They kept
changing them into 100 baht notes, throwing them in air, had the
Thai girls smiling like crazy despite them being treated like
monkeys fed treats. Needless to say, I was totally
ignored.

Back in Makati I pulled this stunning eighteen year old with
silken black skin, sublime body without an ounce of fat on it and
cheekbones that could cut hearts in half. God knows what she saw in
me but at three o’clock she pounded on my hotel room door and spent
the next four hours screaming her head off in ecstasy! Heat, fluids
and lust gushed out of her as if she hadn’t had sex for months...
condoms were obviously out the question even when the sex went
highly dubious. More amulet clutching and prayers
followed...

Of Ogres and Angels

Pretty f..king frightening. A horny old Filipina dame, hair
glued up two feet in the air. Done out in the business - stockings,
suspender belt, G-string and cut-away bra that failed dismally to
counter sagging breasts; the outfit emphasizing a beer gut even I
hadn’t attained in my prime. Not some down on her luck bar girl but
a pissed off general’s wife who’d taken one look at the Culler
frame and pounced. She’d plied me with drinks and my next coherent
moment was wondering how the hell I’d got from the Makati disco to
the 112th floor of a luxury condominium.

Just my luck, to be the only foreigner to end up with some
hundred year-old old bint. As she’d double-locked the front door
and I didn’t fancy free-falling down a hundred-odd storeys, there
wasn’t much choice, though it took half an hour of deep-throating
to get me going and then I didn’t want to stop again.

I exited the condo at three in the morning. It was only then
that I realized I didn’t have a clue where I was, which in Manila
is akin to writing your own suicide note. Maximum ugliness abounds,
the only survival route, as weird as it sounds, is total politeness
even when some reprobate goes into throat slashing mode. Which was
exactly how the military attired ancient looked as I entered and he
exited the lift. Oops!

I was mildly revived by the sea breeze battering through the
still heated night. Great slabs of mostly dark condo’s gave way to
blacked out back alleys. Huge holes in the road could break an
ankle in an instant and rats scuttled every which way. I was
jumping out of my skin at every night note, figuring I wouldn’t
last long, save that I’m an expert at the desperate 400 metre
sprint. Another prerequisite in Manila.

A dilapidated taxi came out of the polluted ether.
Fifty-fifty chance that he was honest or into a complex rip-off
mantra. The usual dross huge moustache, massive beer belly and a
grin right out of a horror movie. He played a bit of rhythm and
blues on the meter, a mechanical contraption that would throw Heath
Robinson into ecstasy, and we were off.

The ancient Japanese heap was falling apart at the seams,
expected the seat to fall through the rusted floor at any moment.
Ruined road surfaces sent spasms up my back, which anyway was
halfway to agony from the contortions with the old
biddy.

The driver kept muttering about taking me to see his cousins,
good girls who were students in need of a little extra dosh, and I
kept muttering about having to make a meeting. The scowl deepened
and his whole body seemed strained, about to burst out of his
clothes in indignation, but my impoverished appearance probably
saved me from a beating; wasn’t worth the effort.

After a mere five minutes we rolled up at the Burgos hotel
and I bunged him a 100 peso because he’d been relatively honest. Of
course, I waited for him to drive off before crossing the road into
the hotel I was actually staying at. Desperate times in Asia, with
all kinds of mad scams running through the minds of the
populace.

Most of the hotel’s employees were males, not because they
were better at the job but because they had to save face by finding
some, any, work and they were a waste of time in the bar zone. The
ugliest of the likely lads at the desk accompanied me in the lift,
carrying a box full of cleaning tackle.

I commented that he was working late and he told me he was
going to clean my room, giving me a big grin. Mad bastard, didn’t
want to know when I told him it was already clean and only went
away when I finally screamed at him I was going to sleep and he
couldn’t come in the room. Big grin replaced by the natural
characteristic, a bigger scowl. I blame the schools, the natives
educated way beyond the ability of the economy to support their
ambition.

Of course, trying to figure out what was going down kept me
awake for the rest of the night and I checked out at seven in the
morning. Such an unlikely event that they had no time to pad the
bill.

Plenty of taxis loitering at that time. Found the oldest,
most emaciated driver, working on the basis that he wouldn’t have
the energy to do for me. I promptly passed out from exhaustion and
woke up a few hours later in Angeles - once a bar zone for the Yank
military, now a bar zone for anyone willing to make the trek from
Manila (there are buses but I never managed to work out where they
went from).

Its major plus points, hotels were half the price of those in
Manila and the girls were fresher, less greedy. Also seemed a hell
of a lot less oppressive than Manila, which seemed to harbour a
concentration, distillation, of pure evil. One wrong step, your
whole life totally ruined.

After sleeping through the heat of the day, cocooned by a
battleship of an air-conditioner and thick red curtains right out
of a bordello, I staggered out into the night and nearly caused an
international incident when some tourist lout went to push me out
of the way. Only I’d seen him coming, neatly
side-stepped.

His huge mass had too much momentum to alter its course, fell
into the road, nearly decapitated by a taxi! The bigger they are
the harder they fall, but I didn’t hang around to argue the toss.
Judging by the way he was swearing his head off he wasn’t seriously
injured despite dripping blood over the road.

Angeles is absolutely packed out with babes, most with an air
of desperation. Unfortunately, the punters were the lowest of the
low... ancient, deceased looking, carrying three times their
natural mass (and I know that feeling), hard of eye... the living
dead! The babes were all over them, somehow unaware that flirting
with the soulless was likely to suck the very life out of
them.

I could’ve fallen in love with at least a dozen of the girls
I bumped into that night. But I played it easy, the same old shit
going down... ten, fifteen, minutes of talk, glowing smiles, full
of promises, but continued refusal to buy a drink or pay the bar
fine meant that they soon wandered off with a weary scowl written
deep in their features. Boring!

It’s also not clever to buy one gal a drink then lust after
another, if it hadn’t been for the mammalian mamasan a minor war
would’ve broken out over the Culler body. Flattering but ultimately
frightening, once into a rage Oriental girls don’t give a shit
about anything.

My overloaded brain was fighting it out with my similarly
distressed groin! Join in, get out fast or just get drunk out of my
head, or some combination thereof? Toss a coin, right?

Sisters Six

Old Willie was in a bad way. Only sixty years old, but he
could pass for seventy, despite the barrel chest and aggressive
manner. Vietnam had done his head in long ago, a couple of years in
a Thai prison completed the damage. The particular focus of his
rage was a Thai babe who went by the name of Tan. He thought he was
on to a good thing, picked her up in a shopping centre, used his
knowledge of Thai to get off with her. She 26, but still full of
the belief that she was a beautiful eighteen year old who no-one
could resist - the kind of arrogance I’d cross the road to avoid.
One look at her dead eyes told me all I’d wanted to
know.

Not Willie, even though he’d been in-country since the
Vietnamese war and had been through thousands of Thai women. The
grass was always greener; the love of his life just around the
corner. The big problem was she knew just how to wind him up,
pussy-whip him into a blubbering mess whilst whispering sweet
nothings into his ear. Almost occult, wielding a massive spell over
the old fool that had him swaggering around like he owned the
world...

Lasted for all of ten days. Took her that long to figure out
he barely had enough dosh to survive, was unlikely to find any kind
of paid employment and hadn’t even got the hang of sex yet - girls
who’ve worked the bars for a few years need at least an hour before
they orgasm! Don’t mistake manic twitching for an orgasm, the only
way to really tell is when their fluids turn altogether more
liquid; hard to describe but you’ll know what I mean when you
experience it.

Tan started out in the Thai massage parlours, moved on to the
Japanese scene with a couple of working holidays in Europe and
Tokyo. Tan’s problem was that she thought she deserved the best and
her fast fading beauty wasn’t enough to offset her indifference.
She never really had the energy to do the go-go blues, preferring
to slouch around on the periphery and let the farangs do the chasing.

She was getting pretty intense about finding a meal-ticket
out of the scene, after her younger sister, Kai, dark of skin and
far from beautiful, caught a rich farang who blew the obligatory
millions of baht on house and land. The last Tan had heard she was
busily servicing expats in Saudi whilst her husband toiled away in
the day. Such luck had blown away her normal indifference, if her
little sister could get that ahead of the game just think where she
was going to end up...

Anyway, old Willie and I were in Rainbow 2 bar, he gnawing
away at his skin, snarling at the couple of old dears who tried it
on and getting pissed out of his head on Chang with whisky chasers.
Tan had cleared off as soon as one of her boyfriends turned up - a
long list of guys who’d spent a week or two in Bangkok, kept in
contact with her - basically a great little lay but no way were
they going to do anything silly like get wed or send money every
month. Her eyes, as I said, gave the game away. Unless, like
Willie, you were truly f..ked up.

This kind of bar was all the rage in Nana Plaza, huge old
place with a centre stage packed full of girls, another stage by
the door just to make sure people outside didn’t miss the action. A
hundred, or so, babes, a lot of them naked - one of the better
scenes, with some newish girls there for the taking - gyrating and
looking kinda hopeful.

At least ten, maybe more, were really knock-out - pull your
eye-balls right out of your head. Both Willie and I had been around
the bars too long to pull anyone other than the more desperate
oldster’s. The most beautiful babe in the place was all over some
newly arrived ancient who was actually dribbling with lust. That
kind of scene!

Tan turned up then, young farang hopeful in tow (no doubt
blowing a year’s savings!) and her elder sister supervising some
ancient, rather like you would an oversized child... couldn’t
remember her name but she looked pure Laotian - had bull-shitted
her way through four marriages to farangs, dropping a kid for each and
ending up with a net worth in excess of ten million baht - not bad
for someone who’d spent less than three years in school and would
be hard put to find a straight job that paid more than a 100 baht a
day. She still had wonderful cheekbones, shinning hair and the body
of a particularly attractive sixteen year old - who says crime
don’t pay?

Willie was somewhere between bursting into tears and going
into a psycho rage but didn’t object when I pulled him out of the
bar pronto. Up two flights of stairs went we, huffing and puffing,
but a dubious enough sight to keep the loitering
katoeys at bay. Rumour
was they’d attacked a drunken farang and then thrown him down two
storeys! Rumours meant shit, of course, believe nothing you don’t
see with your own eyes - even then doubt it; after all, this is the
heart of darkness!

The circular stage in the bar turned so slowly that seated on
a precariously tall stool I somehow gained the drunken impression
that I was aboard a ship floating serenely through the night.
Though a very strange ship, indeed, with about thirty naked babes
packed tightly on its deck. Even Willie almost managed a
smile.

It was one of those nights, the youngest sister of the six,
Deng, but barely eighteen, thrust out breasts so minor yet so
uplifted and perfectly engorged in nipple that I almost fell off
the stool. Skin as black as an Ethiopian, and body sublimely
slender, only generated by the blood of ten generations of
rice-cutters... all the sleekness of a Western model but also the
muscle tone of a Russian gymnast and the heat and smoothness of the
heart of darkness. Old Willie tried to grab her passing leg but
received a kick from the following frail who shimmered in obese
contrast.

I managed to drag my eyes away from her body the next time
she came around - about seven minutes! - saw that her face was
already far gone in bar girl angst. She’d lost her virginity to a
Thai guy who lost his job in the recession, although able to
support her mildly, the thought of waiting half a decade before the
easy flow of money resumed made her do a rapid disappearing act, to
emerge under her sister’s embrace in Soi Nana. She had the kind of
body farangs dream of and was soon breaking hearts left, right and centre
- not even bothering to hide her disdain for all things not
Thai!

Another sister had disappeared into the dark, deathly, depths
of the yakuza bars in Japan and hadn’t been heard of again;
presumed dead or crippled with AIDS. The least attractive of the
six had married an Isarn lad of passing handsomeness whose
expression went reptilian come the night hours when he’d set out on
a killing spree - not yet people, but anything that breathed and
could be leapt upon with a little silent skill.

Willie was by then fending off some battered thirty year old
who’d slid through his defences and clamped herself to his groin.
They seemed well matched to me but Willie spewed forth some Thai,
soon had her leaping off in a rage. Apparently she had a Thai
boyfriend who Willie had described as a pimp and a waster, whilst
she defended him by saying he couldn’t earn serious money by
working. This kind of shit all too common in Nana.

I tried to keep a benign smile in place whilst the stage
rotated slowly. Another frail took my fancy, large and strong of
breast, flat of stomach and wild of arse she had a face so
beautiful and pleasant that she seemed totally unmarked by the neon
nastiness - until she saw me staring intensely, her visage going as
distasteful as if I was a cockroach trying to invade her space. I
switched my attention to a taller babe, canopied not unsuccessfully
by a baseball cap, who grinned like a cat at the milk, bent down
promisingly and screamed in my ear that she wanted a hundred
baht.

Charmed I wasn’t. Neither by Willie’s disappearance, leaving
the bill for me! No doubt in one of the short-time hotels. In the
toilet, cleaning my hands, a girl grappled with my bulk from
behind, whispering that she knew me from before; then she should’ve
realised she had no chance as a pick-pocket. She laughed
delightedly when I slapped her hand away from my pocket, twirled
back into the neon.

The beer was warm and flat by the time I regained my stool;
the space fast closing in by some young Navy types with loud, ugly
accents. I glanced at my watch to find but bare skin! The bitch.
But I didn’t need the Seiko to tell me that time was running out,
wasting away...

All or Nothing

One of the greatest mistakes that foreigners make about
Oriental girls is to think, that in some essential way, they are
different to Western women.

This may come as a shock to anyone who walks into a Nana,
Cowboy or Patpong bar and sees young babes all over the ancients,
whispering the mantra, over and over: ‘I like man with good heart.’
Not exactly a lie, more a ripple on the surface of
superficiality.

Watch, listen, for instance, to those same babes on an
apartment balcony commenting on the Thai men passing below whilst
their ancients gorge themselves on cheap beer. Pretend you know no
Thai or they’ll switch to Lao. What they really want in a man just
the same as everywhere else - youth, handsomeness and strength;
with a good heart and loadsa money thrown in if they’re
lucky.

Of course, they are much more willing to temporarily settle
for a lot less - anyone with a large wallet and good heart (defined
as someone willing to blow all his money in short order) - than
many a Western broad, though the Russian hookers in Pattaya might
give the lie to even that!

Thai babes find it absolutely hilarious when the money
finally runs out, they move out and find they have a
farang on their hands,
crying his head off like a baby deprived of milk. The same reaction
from a Thai boyfriend would be maximum violence.

As long as the money rolls in, there’s no problem with
marriage and even babies, the latter can always be dumped on the
babe’s mother if the money finally runs out. The girls will go out
of their way to make their man feel good as long as the dosh rolls
in; the vast majority of foreigners not wanting to look beneath the
immediate surface of the relationship. Petrified they might find
all the myths are true and they are supporting some Thai pimp or
gangster. Much better to just enjoy the moment!

Sometimes the farang
is so overwhelmed by the apparent passion the
babe gives off that he actually gains massive belief in himself,
goes off to look for an even more attractive girl! That’s when he
gets a reality check, especially if he’s out of dosh. The girls
have built in radar, somehow know when a guy’s been through the
mill once; the vast majority of guys have one chance to get it
right, after that they are worse off than a first time
tourist!

There are a couple of ways to fight back. The obvious one is
to develop a good sexual technique, make love for an hour or two at
a time, twice a day; wear the girl out. This is easier than it
sounds insofar as the women are about ten times sexier than Western
gals, just their body heat doing wonders for the libido, not to
mention sublime bodies and faces that make other girls look pretty
mundane.

Combine that with keeping yourself in good shape, not being
too old and approaching the gals with total devotion, might just
get you ahead of the game. And if you do get an Oriental babe to
fall in love with you - not the pathetic illusion most
farangs put up with -
then you’re in seventh heaven.

The sad thing is that the kind of foreigner who can pull that
kind of passion out of an Oriental girl probably isn’t going to
stick with her, likes to move on to pastures new after a while. The
rejected babe out of her head by the time the next (unlucky) guy
comes along.

But, hey, who said it was a fair world?

New Boots And Panties

Wandered into a new bar in Nana Plaza - nope, I’m not going
to name it as every time I name a good bar, a day or so later all
the decent babes have disappeared ! Not a large place, only about
twenty babes... Eight had already been taken out even though it
wasn’t yet eleven o’clock - a trick perfected by the ancients is to
turn up just as the bars open and make off with the more beautiful
babes - though they filtered back in whilst I was there; glowing
from the dosh (not the sex, dear) of the short time
blues.

Some of the girls were wearing minor bondage gear, though
when I asked one if it made her feel sexy she looked at me as if
I’d gone off my head. It was a Nana kinda bar, though, the
seemingly simple light system took ten years off the girls’ age
when they were dancing on the stage.

My first impression, I’d wandered into paradise and that the
distillation that all farangs
like about Thai girls had somehow been
shrink-wrapped into the gals in that bar. And it wasn’t just the
way that the bondage gear emphasized various body parts which even
in their natural state were pretty mind boggling!

Dark skinned and slender these girls, in the neon a slice of
innocence emanating from their Laotian tipped noses; mouths bruised
with lust. Squint a little I could almost believe that some of them
were first-timers, until I clocked how well they danced on their
high-heeled boots. Grind, thrust, gyrate, throw a hopeful smile
every which way until it hit home on a farang.

It was weird, though, how an enticing babe across the room
dissolved into reality as she got nearer. The bodies so well
defined and honed that they could pass for 14, 15, but up close the
mouths and eyes were ruined by age and cynicism. I could have gone
for 30 on that perspective - average the two out and you won’t be
far wrong.

Well trained, though, the first words out of their mouths
wasn’t ‘Give-me-Cola’ and one even hung around for 15 minutes in
the vain hope that I might offer to buy one. She finally gave an
exasperated sigh, went to sit on the lap of some
ancient.

Another clue to how long they’d been on the scene, an
excellent understanding of English; enough to offer me the choice
of various sex acts, anyway! The kind of offer that had me looking
for skin lacerations due to AIDS; the girls had been well filtered
enough not to be in that perilous state, weren’t even any
obvious katoeys -
new bar, the bosses trying hard and all that!

Some of these girls famous for the Oriental Double Twitch get
some ancient to come in about two minutes then go at it so
furiously that he’d keep going for another hour! Either throws them
into permanent ecstasy or produces a double hernia! No condoms, the
ancients already so near death that a couple more diseases wouldn’t
make much difference. Worth a thousand baht tip on top of the
normal 2000 baht for short-time. Some of the really hardcore girls
aiming to top 250,000 baht in a month - ten times what their family
can make up country in a year in the more desperate
areas.

That’s the rate for ancients, if the girl actually likes ya
it’ll go down to as little as 1000 baht for all night (and even the
bar fines in the smaller bars are negotiable if you hold out) which
is less than you’d spend on a reasonable meal in the
West.

Back to that Nana bar... after about an hour of intense
concentration (hard work!) I’d figured that most of the gals had
already dropped a kid or two but had so got into the scene that
they’d metamorphosed their bodies back into their teen, pre-baby
days. Mind over matter, an excess of hard dancing, not to mention
the bedroom bump and grind, and a diet that concentrated on a
surfeit of Laotian whisky.

In other words, a pretty good distillation of the Nana scene,
though I couldn’t work out if they were supporting the usual round
of pimps, hustlers and gangsters. Wasn’t thinking that way, was I,
after all who wants to think when they’re in paradise...

Those who don’t want to pay Nana prices can always hustle
along to the beer bars but most of the girls pretty far gone by the
time they end up working there. There are various reasons for their
deserting the go-go scene - ranging from raging diseases to
problems with the police from past misdeeds. Soi 7 beer bars the
most popular amongst financially strapped tourists, though if out
of 1000 guys one was foolish enough to pay 2000 baht (rather than
the usual 300-500 baht) for short-time the girl will go on and on
about being an expensive lady.

That’s all a question of face. Most of the girls live in
dismal hovels, spend the money as it comes in, often on drugs and
alcohol to keep on going. Easily insulted, they also dance to a
tune of their own - mostly centred on a certain amount of insanity.
There are, nevertheless, a few attractive women in their midst who
might be worth a roll (of the dice!).

Pity the middle-aged American guy who ended up finding out
that surface beauty isn’t often reflected in inner loveliness. He
agreed to go short-time with some Soi 7 babe, who decided she was
insulted by his refusal to have a shower (he probably fearing she
would lift his money and do a disappearing act) and after she had
had her shower, she accused him of stealing 60 baht out of her
purse.

She did a perfect rendition of an enraged, spitting, cornered
cat and whacked him about the head a few times. She made so much
noise that the hotel security turned up, turfed them out. By the
time she reached the street, the theft of 60 baht had escalated to
6000 baht and she had to be physically restrained from tearing the
American apart (an unfair fight because if he had hit her the
police would’ve done for him). The only thing to do, run for it but
he didn’t escape without a few rocks hurled at his head.

Later, the girl was found crying hysterically and lamenting
the fact that farang don’t want a nice girl like her but only wanted crazy women.
Suggestions that she might’ve spent the money some time in the near
past and forgotten in the drunken haze with which she inured
herself were dismissed as ridiculous. Told that it was unlikely
anyone would pay for a short-time hotel room and then lift 60 baht,
she went into a rant that ended up with the threat of taking the
guy apart if he turned up again.

These sudden character changes all too common amongst bar
girls, whether down to the alcohol or drugs, or just the conflict
between their love of money and simultaneous hatred of the
farang source of it.
Many of the girls did five, ten, years in local brothels and
escaped seemingly unscathed from having sex with 1000’s of Thai men
but a few months having to service farang seems to send them right over
the edge. And no real way to know what is going to happen until you
take a chance on them. But, hey, if you get bored...

That section of Sukhumvit also notorious for packs of
loitering katoeys. One or two will try it on, whilst the others lift wallets,
money, passports, etc. If the victim turns aggressive they will
beat the shit out of him. The street whores find it an hilarious
form of free entertainment, so don’t expect any help from them.
BTW, if you are drunk enough to think that the katoey is really a gal, take her
back to your hotel room and discover the mistake, don’t expect to
get out of the encounter easily. Numerous stories of guys having to
give them thousands of baht to go away - they act grievously
insulted if you refuse to have sex with them! Just some of the
perils of Bangkok life, sure you will find plenty more.

Bamboo

The totally messed up traffic in Bangkok almost killed me.
No, not the crazed motorcyclists running against the traffic grain
or up on the pavement, but trying to get on to a water-taxi to get
somewhere reasonably fast. That was how I met Bamboo.

I should’ve known better, the last time I took a boat the guy
at the tiller stopped in the middle of the river and demanded all
my money! Emphasizing that the request wasn’t optional by flicking
a large knife under my throat.

Bangkok canals and rivers are used as open sewers. In the
unlikely event that I bested the pirate I would still probably have
ended up swimming for it. Water snakes and cat-sized rats in
pursuit, not to mention swallowing raw sewage. The mental state of
many a bar-girl surely explained by spending a youth ingesting
noxious substances in the klongs - the heat was so extreme that the
kids playing, swimming, in the canals made like they were in
paradise rather than hell.

I had so little money on me that the thief handed back forty
baht so I could take a tuk-tuk back to the hotel - he making me get
off the boat next to some desolate looking warehouses. All heart,
these Thai men. I didn’t even bother reporting it to the cops, more
trouble than it was worth.

I figured that getting on a water-taxi with twenty other
people aboard would solve all my problems. No chance of a mugging
with all the fellow citizens around. The problem was that the boat
sped into the dock, slowed marginally, and everyone was expected to
do a running jump on to about six inches of deck, and then sort of
shuffle inside the boat.

The Thais made it look easy, natural balance and athleticism
going a long way. The Culler frame landed with a thud, threatened
to fall straight through the canvas awning and then reacting almost
fell straight off the side of the boat, whose momentum was moving
at a rather different pace to my own. I was threshing about every
which way, panicked right out of my mind, until a hand came out of
nowhere and pulled me safely inside.

I was a total mess. Gallons of sweat pouring off me, heart
beating out of control and twitching in some kind of nervous spasm.
Bamboo, who the hand belonged to, looked about as close to melding
with the Thais as a farang
could get. The same height as myself, but so thin
he seemed to disappear into nothingness, helped along by being
dressed in black jeans and tee-shirt.

The Thais tend to give each other nicknames, and on that
scale of things Bamboo was more complimentary than derogatory. Thai
girls with elderly farang
boyfriends, who don’t supply their families and
friends with loads of dosh, are called the equivalent of
pig-f..kers in the local language. Some portly relation of Bamboo’s
then current girlfriend couldn’t understand why a
farang who drank so much
beer and was over forty could be so minimal in mass, thus
christening him Bamboo; a nickname that stuck like mud.

Bamboo had been in Bangkok for over a decade but unlike most
foreigners seemed to thrive on the back of the beast. He actually
looked nearer twenty than the forty he claimed! The
bastard.

Exiting the boat was nearly as bad as getting on it! Bamboo
and the Thais seemed to flow through the air, land gracefully on
the dock and saunter off as if it was all in a day’s work! The
pilot took the exact moment before I was going to launch myself off
the boat to crack open the throttle of some six cylinder, 3000cc
monster engine attached to the back of the boat in an entirely
unlikely manner.

Thus the Culler frame did a large flip through the air and I
landed heavily on my backside, legs twitching away as if I was in
some kind of fit. I didn’t know where I was, almost rolled into the
canal. After that I stayed well away from the water.

A week, or so, later I was engrossed in the antics of some
Patpong gal. She was on the large side, looked like she’d spent her
youth fighting with recalcitrant buffaloes. She had a two handed
grip on the chrome pole that grew out of the stage and was fixed in
the ceiling. She was jerking the pole so forcefully that it
threatened to pop right out of its fixings! Not the kind of babe to
take down a dark alley when wearing a few baht’s worth of gold
chains (chance would be a fine thing).

I forced my eyes off her, didn’t want to give her the wrong
idea, looked to my side to see Bamboo grinning widely at some
stunning babe who’d appeared out of nowhere. Wearing a cut-off
tee-shirt confirmed that the force and heat out of the hand that
had saved me was matched by the kind of lean muscle I could only
dream of. The bastard had an angelic smile that made him look about
eighteen.

We seemed to turn up at the same bars at the same time, both
favouring the hours when the girls were warming up and maybe
wondering if it was their lucky night, and avoiding the weekends
when all kinds of white trash came out of the woodwork - you
wouldn’t believe some of the wrecks that appear, nor the kind of
girls they can score by waving a fistful of purple notes under
their noses - the gals with expensive Thai boyfriends to keep in
gold and large motorcycles plus families that extended to
infinity.

One favourite ploy’s to pass off the boyfriend or husband as
a brother, the only way the farang
finds out is if he catches them in the act or
through the grapevine, though the things that the girls say about
each other to their foreign amours are often actually allusions to
what they are doing themselves; all so confusing that you never
really know what’s going down: most farangs just enjoy the cheap sex.
The boyfriend’s massive loss of face by his girlfriend going with
a farang compensated by all the dosh he can blow on his own
friends.

Bamboo had a disturbing tendency to give me a life history of
the girl I was eyeing up, some of the gals on the scene for so long
that it was frightening to even think about it, especially as many
started out in the brothels. By the time I’d finished calculating
the number of men they’d had I was pondering a life in a
monastery!

In one Nana bar, this barrel-chested American swaggered up to
Bamboo swearing his head off and making with a block-buster of a
right-hand punch. Obviously some kind of spat about the women!
There was an explosion of energy expended, the American ending up
on the floor with half his arm at an impossible angle. He didn’t
look very happy.

Neither was I. I looked up from the fallen barbarian to find
that Bamboo had dematerialised; a whole coterie of waiters and
B-girls screaming abuse and shaking their fists at me, figuring I
was to blame for the incident. I threw a fistful of purple notes
towards the back of the room and got out of there whilst the Thais
scrambled in the opposite direction. The idea of easy money had
them all going completely insane.

You have to be careful what you do to Thai money as it has a
portrait of the revered monarch on it - rip that up and they put
you in jail! Nor should you keep Thai money in your boots as that
is very disrespectful as well, although it’s about the safest place
to keep farang dosh. This is not a joke, mate, but a profound warning - bear
it in mind!!

The next time I saw Bamboo I gave him an earful of abuse
which he just laughed off and promptly fixed me up with the most
beautiful babe in the place. By the time she’d finished with me I
was weak-kneed and out of my head with joy and happiness - some of
these women are incredible. Turned out the bastard had told her I’d
pay 5000 baht and she wouldn’t leave until she got it. And I’m
still half in love with her. Shit

Bamboo was so cool he could get away with murder and I didn’t
even bother trying to remonstrate with him. Beware!

Beached Whales

This Russian gangster had a bigger beer belly than me - and
I’d just celebrated breaking through the 120kg barrier by shaving
what little hair I had left off my head, producing gales of
laughter from Thais and farangs
alike - and kept trying to pour raw Vodka into my
bottle of Chang.

I was spread out on a blanket, minding my own business on
Jomtien beach, when the herd of Mafia types descended on my patch.
He kept gurgling Russian at me as if I was a fellow compatriot,
despite the fact that the only item of clothing I was wearing was a
pair of Union Jack shorts.

Thai beaches are a bit different to those in England. There’s
the scorching heat, masseurs, vendors, snakes, mad dogs, palm
trees, raw sewage floating in the sea, speedboats, jet-ski’s,
motorcycles, paragliding, svelte Asians to excess... an endless
stream of ice-cold Chang the only saving grace!

The Russian kept plunging his hand inside some pubescent Thai
babe’s bikini bottom; talk about the beauty and the beast! Seeing
me eying them, he finally pulled her pants right down. I hurriedly
turned the other way, just in time to catch some Teutonic
farang female whipping
her bikini top off - hopelessly ruined, elongated breasts flapped
down to her waist. More contrasts in ecstasy and horror. She caught
sight of my stare, screamed at the top of her voice that I was a
disgusting pervert. I muttered something about her being
outrageously optimistic but didn’t fancy my chances in a bout of
fisticuffs!

I rolled over on to my stomach and promptly passed out, the
Vodka/beer combination causing my nervous system to close down. I
woke up thinking I was being viciously assaulted only to realise it
was two local masseurs giving me an unasked for work-over. My limbs
were pulled, bent and snapped; my back pummelled until the vertebra
started to pop and then they put their feet in the small of my back
whilst trying to bend my legs so far back I could’ve got a job as a
contortionist.

Bloody hell! Felt like I’d gone a couple of rounds with Tyson
on one of his nastier days. I felt about a hundred years old trying
to turn over. Of course, the bitches wanted 500 baht each and the
scowls I got when I dished out a couple of red notes aged them by
about twenty years. No chance of a quickie, then. They, at least,
had enough sense to keep well clear of the Russians.

My attention was distracted by a trio of stunningly beautiful
ladies, looked like High Society Bangkok babes out for a day in
Pattaya (with the improved roads a mere two hours from Bangkok).
They clambered aboard a weird contraption - bit like an inflatable
snake (a foot and a half in diameter, six feet in length) with a
couple of outboard floats to stop it falling over in the water.
This was towed behind a speedboat, the thing flexing mightily as it
sped off at an improbable velocity over the waves.

The gals had a strap to hold on to, but were still bounced up
and down a good foot in the air. Legs spread around the snake, it
didn’t bear thinking about, the sensations they were getting as the
boat bounced off towards the far horizon. My attention snapped to
another beautiful babe, only she was about twelve, wandering around
selling toilet rolls! She skirted around the Russians who were
giving her the eye, despite the fact that she was fully clothed and
still looked innocent - even to my weary and cynical
eyes!

When the babes on the snake came back, they were soaked
through and looked totally knackered. The poor old pecker nearly
exploded when I clocked the wet tee-shirt on the most beautiful of
the three - talk about a dream girl! - revealing perfectly sculpted
breasts and huge engorged nipples.

She winked at me as she slouched past, nodding her head away
from the beach towards the road. I almost had an heart attack. Must
be the Kojak hair style, my lucky day at last. By the time I’d
struggled up off the sand, my joints clicking and rumbling away,
she’d disappeared through the traffic and into the small layer of
shops - like Beach Road, there appeared a reasonable density of
tourists but walk a few minutes away from the main drag, everything
became pretty desolate!

By the time I’d crossed the road she was nowhere to be seen.
Not one to waste energy I staggered into a nearby toilet, which
also had a row of showers. I was just about to enter a cubicle when
I glanced the other way, saw the babe with her back turned to me -
the door left open, a splendidly naked slender body framed by wild
black hair.

Trouble was, she turned around, revealing that she wasn’t a
she. A bloody katoey! Had the smallest set of tackle, even by Thai
standards, I’d ever seen - must’ve been all the hormones she’d been
downing. I got out of there as fast as my excessive girth would
allow.

I was in a foul mood, being fooled by trannie’s no laughing
matter. As I crossed back to the beach I was collared by my Russian
friend. A big black limousine pulled up, with a couple of cops on
motorcycles for an escort! Talk about travelling in style and crime
not paying! I somehow ended up in the back seat as we sped over to
Pattaya.

The Russian was gibbering away whilst his mates got stuck
into yet more Vodka, the Thai girls naked, snaking around the men.
One big orgy factory it looked like to me. I blinked, we were back
in Pattaya, the traffic finally making us roll to a halt. I took
that moment to leap out of the cage, leaving the Russian screaming
curses - god knows what all that was about.

Dazed and confused, I almost walked into a gay ghetto.
Fortunately, they had the good sense to put up a massive banner
that read Boy Town. Subtle bastards, these Thais. Pattaya was
infested with gay bars, katoeys
and other kinds of weird and wonderful sex. All I
was interested in was the most beautiful babe in the
country!

I tottered down the next soi, relieved to find an excess of
beer bars and lots of near naked babes screaming entreaties at me.
I was perfectly in time and place - a ruined farang with a huge beer gut,
blistered red by the sun, bloated by the dozen Chang’s (and god
knows how much Vodka), half revived by the disappearing sun and
cool breeze whipping in off the sea, just about ready for some
serious action. Shake that gut, boy, this is gonna be your
night!

Ploenchit Past

Attired in a brilliant white suit and hat, I marched with
British resoluteness into the hallowed grounds of the embassy. The
trick, never to pause in forward motion; the guards hurriedly
opening the gates wide enough to admit the ample Culler frame as
the crowds in the long queues muttered obscenities, past the school
girls collecting money for the entrance fee and through the
overgrown children checking the tickets, so resolute that I copped
a couple of salutes from the guards - they thinking I some kind of
important dignitary!

Entrance was but a mere fifty baht but the infamous
reluctance of the British embassy to give out visas for Thai girls
meant that most old hands refused to hand over even that pittance;
even in the name of charity. The Ploenchit Fair the one time, once
a year, they let just about anyone into the grounds (now moved due
to security fears)..

No sooner had I brazenly conned my way in than I had my
comeuppance. Searching diligently for the beer tent, some old biddy
thrust a pamphlet into my hands, screaming at me that I looked like
I needed some help; as it was some Born-Again Christian nonsense I
thought her actions most uncharitable! Bloody cheek, she looked
like she could do with a good night out in a Patpong boy-bar (more
on that later, kiddies!).

Tearing the pamphlet into tiny pieces, spreading them
liberally through the grounds (the 2000 baht fine for such
loutishness surely not applying on British soil) I caught on to the
tail end of a procession of Aussies, who sure enough headed
straight for the beer tent, placed at the far end of the grounds.
This was already surrounded by solid British folk with strong
Yorkshire accents who were loitering with intent whilst their wives
and kiddies prowled the grounds, enjoying their momentary respite
from family obligations.

Almost caused an international incident when I refused the
offer of a lukewarm beer; stood my ground until they found one from
the bottom of the freezer; scowls all round. I’d had the same
hassle in a bar in Cowboy the night before - a place with a weird
mixture of monster katoeys
and wild young babes - and been refused an
exchange. The cheeky bastards tried to palm an even warmer beer off
on me second time around, despite demanding beforehand that it was
‘yen-macma’. They
tried a couple of other bottles when I threatened to walk out, but
they were even warmer. I refused to pay for the second beer, having
no intention of drinking lukewarm piss and slammed down the exact
change for one beer, some of it in coins, to show my displeasure.
More scowls, so I probably won’t be going there again.

Amateurs, one and all!

Musing on these people whilst trying to match the voracious
rate at which the Aussies were downing their beers, the only
consolation was that the weather had turned decidedly English -
grey skies and a moderate breeze, no knowing when the clouds would
break. Bangkok enjoying a late winter that had the Thais dressed up
in several layers of clothes and shivering in the air-conditioned
buses. Made me feel about 20 years younger!

A weird old mixture of people. Loads of lager louts, plenty
of middle-aged English women making like it was Ascot - summer
dresses and big hats! - and an awful lot of farangs who were trying hard to get
their English accents back in order after spending too much time
talking in truncated sentences to their Thai women. The Thais wore
a mixture of facial expressions, ranging from amusement to
bemusement, probably found the whole mess of minor stalls a bit
amateur; no way up to the usual Thai standards of
sanuk and massive
shopping binges.

Drinking more beer, people watching, I caught sight of some
old gent with an aristocratic bearing done out in an entirely
unsuitable heavyweight suit. He was proudly escorting some tiny
Thai girl who must’ve been fifty if she was a day, with thirty
years worth of bar life written deep into her face; fierce, mad
crazy eyes...

That caught my glance and flipped! She unfurled herself from
her companion’s arm, hurtled through the chairs and tables
separating us, proceeded to scream at the top of her voice -
fisher-women didn’t even come into it - that I owed her money! The
old gent looked totally mortified as if finding the ground under
him suddenly turned to quicksand.

I tried a regal, half amused smile, whilst noting that this
old babe had talons on her that would have the average eagle
promptly launching off into the far distance and that she seemed to
have sharpened teeth. I kept the beer bottle in readiness, whilst
judging how quickly I could find something to hide behind. And I
must add that I’d never seen the addled old witch before in my
life; honest!

The Aussies were pissing themselves with laughter by now and
the old bitch was slowly reappraising the Culler form, in all its
magnificence - did she really know me? With tens of thousands of
guys behind her it was bound to get a bit confusing. The old gent
was tugging at her arm, trying to pull the 40kgs away, probably
shocked to find that the body had turned to hardened steel, all
lean muscle matured on Laotian whisky.

With an indifferent shrug she finally remembered where she
was and who she was with, staggered off with the old gent who tried
his damnedest to look more dignified than ridiculous! The Aussies
kept passing me more and more beer, probably hoping I’d do
something really stupid, which of course I did -
eventually.

Going off in search of the toilets I was having trouble with
my vision, seeing two of everything! I got out my reserve flask of
Laotian whisky/paint-stripper, which soon sorted that out. If
someone struck a match in front of me I would’ve turned into a
human flame-thrower.

The Ploenchit Fair ain’t usually the kind of place where
you’re going to find lots of beautiful babes - Thai or
farang - there were some
really monster farang women there, going out of their way to emphasise their
ugliness with an excess of make-up and brazenly coloured hair. Too
much of those kind of visions could make a man throw up!

In stark contrast - reminding me of the first time I’d ever
knowingly clocked a Thai babe in a Belgian bar (the Flemish girls
tending to be more Teutonic than the Germans) - this blond haired
English teenager crossed my path, 18 or 19. Bloody hell! Worse yet,
she was wearing the kind of minimal skirt that barely covered her
rump. So perfect she made me wonder why I hadn’t stayed in the UK.
Then I clocked her mate, a mixture of Thai and farang that took everything that was
good from each, melded them into a whole that made me never want to
leave Bangkok.

I stumbled along behind these giggling frails, out of my mind
with excess lust. They suddenly halted, to watch some fat
farang sitting on the
end of a dunking stool that dropped him into a large pool of water
whenever some Thai youth managed to throw a ball on to a connected
target. I staggered forward, corrected my balance by grabbing the
backside of Blondie with the gentlest squeeze!

The next thing I knew, she was crying hysterically. I backed
away hurriedly, suddenly stone-cold sober, trying to look as
innocent as a choir master in a bordello. Stomped through some
banker types trying to look casual in tee-shirts and made it into a
side alley full of stalls selling trinkets and other
junk.

At the end of the alley there was a cordoned off area leading
to a side exit. Some embassy types were just leaving in a big black
carbuncle of a car and I marched past the guards, showing them the
imperious manner I wished I’d been born with. They didn’t blink an
eye and I was back in Bangkok proper - and all the better for it!
This was the last time the event was held at the embassy itself;
surely nothing to do with moi.

Saints And Sinners

What was a mere trickle a week, or so, ago is threatening to
turn into a veritable flood... Babes coming back to Bangkok for a
holiday from their husbands and the West. What amazes me is that
their husbands actually let them come alone for months at a time
and book them into hotels mere walking distance from Soi Cowboy or
Nana Plaza. They may even come back full of good intentions but it
takes about two hours for the pull of the Heart of Darkness to grab
hold of their minds again. After months in the sedate West,
suffering bad sex and poor food, they are about ready for some
frenzied action in the neon glow of the nightlife. And in Bangkok
anything goes.

Already, I’ve come across a girl who came back with a couple
of million baht to buy land and build a house so that she and her
English husband could retire to Thailand; took her a couple of
weeks to blow the money playing cards and return home empty-handed!
The husband finally had the good sense to get shot of her! She was
also working in a restaurant that was actually a brothel on the
sly!

Other girls tell stories of spending their days back on the
game, via escort agencies, complaining bitterly if their husbands
question their disappearances, about them not letting them do
anything and not see their Thai friends. Believe it, it only takes
one bad apple making a pile of dosh to get the girls into serious
money making moves; and the Thais won’t tolerate anyone who doesn’t
want to play by the same rules - want to keep your friends you have
to do the same as them!

One prime topic that keeps coming up in conversation (being a
sneaky bastardo I pretend to speak no Thai so they think I can’t
comprehend what’s going down!) is how much they will get if the
husband decides to divorce them; an amount of dosh so compelling
that it often makes the girls misbehave something
rotten!

Foreigners can’t win on this. Ban the girls from meeting
fellow Thais back in Blighty or the States, they come across as mad
ogres. Let them do what they want, a massive loss of face ensues.
Some Thai girls can’t even be bothered being nice to their husbands
but many keep up a pretence of fidelity, allow sex once or twice a
month; amazed how far even the mildest bit of apparent devotion can
go in keeping their men happy - added to by telling hubbie that
someone else’s wife is actually doing the nasty things that she
herself is doing.

Bear in mind, please, we are talking about bar girls and not
Thai women in general, about thirty million of whom are of high
virtue and would make wonderful wives; only problem is most of them
would run a four minute mile when confronted by the average
farang; though some
Hi-So babes go in for a trophy farang boyfriend, just to keep
everything confused.

Another vein of this madness is how upcountry Thai kids are
brought up. One mate with a Thai child was absolutely astounded and
horrified by the way the mother and rest of the massively extended
family went at the kid with a religious fervour, convincing him
that all things farang were bad and by implication that the father (who had the good
sense not to actually marry the babe) was worse than useless;
absolutely determined that the child would be brain-washed into
‘loving’ his Thai family. This gives insecurity a new meaning. And
the same madness happens throughout the schooling as
well...

You end up with some ill-educated upcountry wench absolutely
devoted to her family and totally convinced that
farangs are idiots, who
have to be relieved of all the money they have somehow gotten hold
of. There are very few exceptions who actually make it into the bar
scene! Reality does occasionally get through this brain-washing but
when it hits home the girls are usually so far gone that there’s
nothing you can do for them!

No wonder a lot of farang
men end up in the gay bars, totally pissed off
with the women they take out their angst on the Thai men. Bangkok
is a confusing city - you have men dressed up as women working the
girlie bars, who may or may not have had the chop; you have men
working in the gay bars who have girlfriends; you have couples -
the guy working in the gay bar, the girl working a-go-go - who
maintain a mad kind of love affair despite it all; you have
farang men who aren’t
really gay but get a kick out of having sex with Thai men who may
or may not be gay; you have gay farangs having sex with Thai men who
are straight; and katoeys
who aren’t really girls after all having sex with
gays, Thai and farang; then you have bar girls turning up at gay bars buying out
Thai men for sex!... Talk about not knowing if you’re coming or
going! I need a beer after writing all that!

In the interests of research, the Culler frame found itself
propelled down the back alleys of Silom, but ten minutes walking
distance from Patpong. If the latter’s all bright lights and
brazen, the hardcore gay bars tend to be hidden away in seedy
little soi’s with closed doors that are only opened a few inches to
let you in - an impossibility given the current girth of the Culler
body!

The first bar I wandered into was straight out of hell! The
smell of death hung over the decrepit furniture and the stage had a
couple of fellows on it who looked like they had wandered out of a
concentration camp and only recently put on a bit of flesh. The
beer was a hundred baht and ice-cold. A book full of photo’s of
naked men was thrust into my hands, with the injunction to chose
who I wanted - 200 baht bar fine and whatever I wanted to pay the
‘boy.’

Apart from the tell-tale body lesions, indicating that HIV
had turned into AIDS, most of the guys had ruined hair (I know I
haven’t got any but Thais are famous for the density and quality of
their hair) and stunk of decay! They were all too whacked out to be
violent but the idea of having sex with any of them was so
ridiculous I had a fit of the giggles - you know, you start
laughing, hysteria kicks in and you can’t stop. This is pretty
dangerous if you weigh 120 kilos and are perched atop a rickety old
stool! Not to mention the dozen or so Thais who were giving me
death looks.

I left the concentration camp without even finishing my beer,
that was how bad the place appeared to what was left of my mind.
The next bar I wandered into had all these muscle builder types
flexing their biceps as they danced erratically to the Laotian
music. There was one farang, naked from the waist up, who
had a chest so huge he looked like a humanoid from a 21st century
film that illustrated how wrong evolution could get things. He
twitched with what I took to be repressed steroid rage; I sat down
as far away from him as I could.

No sooner had I grabbed hold of another ice cold beer than
half a dozen Thai men surrounded me, whipping down their
underpants; it soon became apparent that any gay Thai with an
erection bigger than a few inches (and there didn’t seem that many
of them!) had an irresistible urge to show it off. At least no-one
looked as if they were about to expire and the live sex show was
mildly entertaining; the athleticism making up for the lack of
essential manliness; would have ruined my back in short order. By
the time I’d finished my second beer I was getting lots of nasty
looks, my lack of sexual interest disturbing the ambience - these
people insist in travelling in packs and don’t like
outsiders.

By then I’d had enough and was longing for Patpong but I
didn’t want to go back the same way as I came (you never know who
might be waiting for you) and was literally dragged off my feet
into another bar before I could escape the area. If I was actually
gay this would’ve been paradise! The eighteen year-old age of
consent had been inverted; apart from the bouncers and barman I
couldn’t see anyone who was likely to have broken through their
eighteenth year on planet earth. One of the guys seemed to be about
eleven!

Polished skin, lean muscle bodies, great hair, wild smiles -
in fact, every farang’s nightmare, just the kind of guy Thai girls like to fall
for. A couple of the foreigners were fellow devotees of the go-go
bars, grinning devilishly in revenge mode, full of themselves on
what they could get away with for a few hundred baht. I almost felt
sorry for the Thais, it soon became evident that they had the same
expectation as the bar girls, some guy coming into town for the
first time who’d set them up for life - they were all over me when
I told them I’d just arrived! Which I hadn’t but it was amusing to
hear what they really thought about me when they spoke to each
other in Thai.

My final sight on exiting was the eleven year old all over
some ancient, not even bothering with the short-time room; all part
of the entertainment, all part of the momentary kicks. Before I
could hit Silom again I threw up, violently sick as if my soul was
trying to force its way out of my body. My throat was so rancid
that not even the Laotian whisky helped; hell, you can only take so
much shit and that was about my limit! Either that, or the wild
continuum of sexual diseases from the disparate sexual acts had
mutated the AIDS virus into a form that could be breathed in from
the very air; wouldn’t put anything past the evil
bastards.

Up-Country Run

Too long in Bangkok, mind too frenzied, brain all a-buzz,
body bloated beyond belief - gotta hit the road, man! Or the
Morchit bus terminal... I’d taken the precaution of filling a
couple of bottles full of Lao whisky, just in case things went
surreal. Which, of course, they did the moment I stepped on to the
bus - some Western children’s cartoon on the TV with Mickey Mouse
gabbling away in a particularly frenzied Thai! The volume turned up
so that it tried to bounce my eardrums out of my head. Dignified
Thai faces gone all loose, goggling at the magic box.

I’d once tried to educate a DJ in a Patpong bar who’d turned
the bass up to maximum, grinding my teeth down to nothing. I’d
staggered into his booth, turned down the bass, received a round of
relieved applause from the other farang and bemused looks of
incomprehension from the Thai girls. The DJ gave me a vicious
scowl, turned every control up to maximum, emptying the bar in
short order. Obviously endowed like a hamster and couldn’t afford a
big car to prop up his ego.

The Thai youth next to me sniffed his nose when I took a slug
from one of the bottles, suddenly alert at the possibility of free
drinks. By the time the bus moved out of the chaotic terminal, the
first bottle was empty and the Thai lads at the back of the bus
were getting raucous. Can’t hold a drink, these kids! The Mickey
Mouse cartoon, when I looked up, replaced by what appeared to be
hard-core porn but turned out to be the latest Alien or Species or
something movie with monsters exploding out of bodies during
copulation. Just what I needed!

There were plenty of babes on the bus but they travelled in
packs and wouldn’t meet my benevolent gaze. The drunken Thai youth
next to me had lost all the lines in his face, doing a reasonable
impression of the village idiot. By the time the bus had managed to
exit Bangkok proper half the occupants were drunk out of their
heads and all the drink was gone.

I needn’t have worried, a purple note bought a case full at
the first stop, no-one trusting anyone and the buses stopping
several times on route to be checked over by inspectors. I snagged
a bottle to myself and promptly passed out when I’d finished it, my
last impression was of a screaming harridan with a good pair of
legs trying to keep the Thais in the back in order.

I woke up with a searing pain in my stomach and some lout
screaming in my ear - pee, shit, pee, shit. Sounded like a good
idea to me, anyway. The bus was empty, my bags gone and the bus
station in almost pitch blackness. Being a cunning old bugger, my
dollars were stashed in my boots and my Thai money plus passport in
my underpants - both too unsavoury places for even the most
desperate Thai man to contemplate investigating.

I staggered off the bus, couldn’t find anything that looked
like a toilet so unleashed the by now desperate pecker on to the
back wheel of the bus. Immense relief turned into desperate
embarrassment when the bus started and motored out of the station,
leaving me still emptying my bladder in full view of the town’s
only awake inhabitants - four bar girls by the look of
them!

After stowing the member back where it belonged, I hopefully
shouted, ‘Chiang Mai’ at the babes which just got bemused looks
from them. After screaming at them in a mixture of Thai and English
they reluctantly, as if it was some kind of state secret, revealed
that I was in Phichit, which at least explained the driver’s
invocations. I’d managed to get about a third of the way to the
Northern Capital!

The youngest of the bunch didn’t look half bad, at least in
the minimal illumination, and I tried my most benevolent smile upon
her. The combined sum of each other languages added up to a five
minute courtship and her insistence that I go off with her to her
home! Ah, the joys of foreign travel.

The girl had a wrecked motorcycle - some sixties Honda
step-thru so old it might make it as a valuable classic - that
reacted as if it was going to fall apart under the unusual Culler
mass but it was a straight if pitch black journey. Towering over
her, about ten thousand insects were splattered against my face,
some surviving, seeming to crawl inside my eyeballs! Good job I was
more or less sober, else I would’ve torn my eyes out!

Her home was a wooden shack on stilts, lit by a singular neon
tube that glared minimally in the pitch black sky - no street-lamps
out in the countryside. You don’t know blackness until you’ve been
in the Third World.

Bangkok is a noisy old bastard of a city but the Thai
countryside’s something else! About ten million crickets had set up
home outside the house in some kind of mad courtship ritual that
involved cack-cack-cacking at each other at about 1000 decibels.
Almost, but not quite, drowned out several packs of dogs who were
trying to see who could make the most racket.

The mosquito netting at least saved me from the immediate
attention of those insects but it didn’t stop the cockroaches and
rats from giving the collapsed Culler frame a going over. Didn’t
seem to bother the babe any, the heat of her naked skin infusing me
with the pure energy of lust. I eventually passed out from sheer
exhaustion! Woke up to find her giving me another going over, not
sure if she’d stopped for any sleep at all! Not something I was
going to complain about, anyway.

Fell back to sleep, woken up by a monster sized cockroach
trying to enter my mouth. Not the first time this has happened, for
some reason, but it still blew my mind! It moved fast enough to
avoid being splattered! A small but strongly lean dog waited at the
bottom of the house’s ladder, growling deep in its belly and baring
yellow fangs. Close enough to get a sniff of the Culler odour, it
whimpered, scampered away almost on its belly, fear pouring out of
its eyes!

The toilet was a splendid construction of rusty corrugated
sheet and rotten wooden posts. A hole in the ground over which to
crouch. The mosquitoes went into a feeding frenzy on the unusual
texture of farang skin whilst I decided if I should throw up from the stench or
drop a load due to the searing pains in my stomach. The latter won
out - just!

Mai returned as I staggered out of the toilet, a large bucket
of water at each end of a bamboo pole on her shoulders. 45kgs of
pure tempered steel muscle, with a lovely velvet sheen. Honed by
thousands of years of pure breeding, generations toiling the soil.
She looked even better in the daylight, no make-up and neon trying
to take away her youth. Make a fortune in a Nana bar if she could
steel her heart to the walking dead.

She wrinkled her nose, I took the hint and threw the buckets
of water over my naked (except for rancid underpants) body, a minor
and temporary relief from the incredible heat of the day! One major
benefit of Bangkok’s pollution, it cuts out some of the sun’s
force!

Mai’s parents had disappeared, leaving her in the care of her
grandmother who had died when she was 15. Her inheritance, a wooden
shack and the small piece of land on which she lived. A Thai guy
took her virginity and then married someone else! She sometimes
worked the land for a 100 baht a day, other times hung out around
the bus station with some friends, whores in the Western sense but
really just desperate women trying to get a little ahead of the
game.

We had hardly any language in common, came from totally
different cultures, but we sort of melded straight off! Most of
that down to the way Thai girls go to extremes in the early days of
a relationship to ensnare their men; the hell breaks loose
later!

Westerners feel sorry for apparently poverty stricken farmers
upcountry but the truth is that the men spend only a couple of
months working, pay absolutely no taxes and have some of the most
beautiful women in the world going out of their way to please them.
If they own a little bit of land they are set up for the life of
Reilly! Only blow it when they become totally addicted to Laotian
whisky.

Wandering around Petchanbun province on the wrecked Honda,
some four hours out of Bangkok, I was deep in the heart of darkness
- another age where primitive black magic still rules! Mai decided
to take me to visit all her relatives, spread over the province -
many of them not willing to speak to her because she had no money!
With a farang in
tow she was greeted much more warmly, you could almost see the
scams fermenting in the relatives’ brains.

Except for a couple of cousins who’d snared
farangs, none of them
were exactly rich, happy to do a conjuring trick with the money I
paid out for the drink and food, inflating prices a little.
Upcountry, four big bottles of Beer Chang go for a hundred baht but
I was getting three for my red note... that kind of stuff. I wasn’t
complaining, it was still working out cheaper than hanging out in
Nana of a night and the fresh air was cleaning out my
lungs.

Christmas was totally ignored, New Year celebrated over a
long weekend of drunken madness but Mai kept me too busy for most
of the time to let me get truly wrecked. The heat, even in the
night, at sauna levels, combined with the unusual amount of
exercise and Laotian food meant I was shedding pounds at a rate
that Slimmer’s World could only envy. Despite being eaten alive
(and probably eating them as well, judging by some of the food that
was served up) by mosquitoes, rats and cockroaches I was having the
time of my life!

The mad exodus back to Bangkok, after the New Year craziness,
passed me by, though Mai told me of many dead and hundreds injured
in road accidents. Only in the second week of our relationship did
reality begin to intrude (farangs
who holiday for a week or two in Thailand
invariably only see the good side of their women!)...

The next round of motorcycling was looking at houses. We
stopped outside a two-storey white concrete house, partly obscured
by some trees. 800,000 baht, she told me. Farang husband from England.
Apparently, the girl had several kids with a Thai husband before he
was killed in an accident, then she met, in a Cowboy bar, an
English guy who married her. They had one kid, only the girl had a
Thai boyfriend on the side, who everyone reckoned was really the
father. They’d gone off to the UK, leaving the boyfriend - he
scowled at me suspiciously from across the road!

She took me to every farang
house in the area, I think. I eventually worked
out that she was giving me a hint as to our future, at least with
regards to the money expected to build a property. From the tales
she told there was an inverse relationship between the amount of
money the farang spent on the property and land and the amount of fidelity
received!

Farang jonn, I kept explaining,
which meant foreigner with no money. She kept patting my still
large stomach as if such a protuberance was impossible to maintain
without a high income. Monstrous farangs welcomed with open arms in
Thai bars, though called farang moo
(foreign pig) behind their backs (or even to
their faces if they are first timers and don’t understand Thai)
because they are assumed to have gained such outrageous mass
through excess wealth. Thai girls lying through their back teeth
about liking such obese creatures whilst treating them like
overgrown babies.

She couldn’t understand that the six hundred dollars I was
carrying on me wasn’t loose change but the total sum of my personal
wealth! She was all for blowing that on the foundations of her new
house, a mansion-like structure she’d shown me in a magazine!
Between extreme poverty and excessive wealth there appeared no
middle ground.

By the end of the second week, the sex had declined to once a
day with me doing all the work whilst she sported a sullen look.
God knows where marriage would’ve led! The grinding sameness of the
countryside eventually boring me out of my head. I tried to
persuade her to accompany me to Bangkok but she didn’t want to
know.

Her sullenness drained all the youth out of her, giving me a
frightening glimpse of where she’d be in ten years time. Watching
her watching me, as the bus pulled out of Phichit, I felt a huge
sense of relief and a great longing to be back in the bright lights
of Bangkok! Amazingly, I was stone cold sober and revelling in
having broken back down through the 100kg barrier. Way to go,
boy!

Bitches

After two weeks up-country, Bangkok was all noise, bright
lights and a carcinogenic level of pollutants. Nana Plaza, the
first night back, blew my mind away, the contrast so heavy it was
just like being in town for the first time ever. Being off alcohol
didn’t help!

My sojourn out of Bangkok must’ve imbued me with a patina of
innocence, had plenty of young yet hardcore babes all over me in
the larger bars until I spat out some Thai; soon got rid of them.
By nine-thirty the big bars to the right downstairs were packed
out, no sitting room!

Every time I spied some gal of sublime beauty, had the poor
old pecker twitching and the eyeballs out on stalks, a close
examination of her naked body whilst she gyrated on the stage
revealed the tell-tale skin lesions, suggesting that HIV had turned
into AIDS. Ask the girl, she’ll say it was from a motorcycle
accident or birth defect but you don’t get big purple welts from
the latter and they were in some very odd places for the former.
Better safe than sorry.

The big Nana bars are wonderful entertainment but there’s
something wrong with the girls, for all the density of beauty
packed on to the stages. Just a waste of time if you want to get
even half serious.

The smaller Nana bars always worth a look. Half the time they
are totally deserted of customers, especially when the attractive
women have done a runner for the night. A mixture of really
hardcore babes, katoeys
and the odd near innocent. I was eyeing one of
the latter in one of the upstairs’ bars when some old dear pounced
on the frail Culler frame.

She decided I needed waking up, clamped her lips on mine and
made with the mouth to mouth magic. She’d evidently been trained by
a pack of GI’s in her youth, leaving the poor old Culler lips
bruised and tongue bitten raw. She wouldn’t give up, not even when
I refused to buy her a Cola. Kept going for half an
hour.

The young babe was long gone by then, the old dear going a
bit sullen when she had to go dance with sign of neither a tip nor
a drink. If her wrecked stomach was any guide, she’d dropped half a
dozen kids.

Still, there’s always hope. I know one 55 year old bar girl
who finally got lucky (after about twenty years!), married a
Belgian guy of the same age and went off to live in Switzerland
with him where they run a restaurant. Her attitude was one of
devotion to the man of the moment and no pressure for money, plus
some advanced sexual techniques that left the poor old bugger
drooling and weak at the knees.

A lot of farang have never had good sex before and go crazy when they realise
what’s available. He was already married, even brought his wife to
Bangkok and let the Thai girlfriend make a birthday party for her
(she didn’t know the Thai woman was his girlfriend - then!). Thais
love to take the piss like that! Divorce only happened after he’d
got most of his money out of the country, Western divorce laws
ridiculous! Along the way, he’d bought her some land up-country and
built a house. He was happy to get her out of Thailand, though,
because he suspected she was into young Thai boys on the side.
Nothing’s ever simple in the Far East.

Things turned weird in one bar. This real wreck of a guy told
me an amusing tale. He was living with an ex-Hollywood babe, paying
her 30,000 baht a month clear profit, plus money for food and
shopping. Sex had dwindled to once a week.

Insult added to injury, she claimed he made too much noise
and she preferred to sleep with her female friend, who he was also
looking after and who slept in the spare bedroom.

Coming home early one night he caught them in the act. Nope,
not a lesbian show. The friend was actually a guy, dressed up in
woman’s clothes, wore a wig and went wild on the make-up. Made a
change from claiming the boyfriend was the brother,
anyway!

Catching them in the act was such a shock that he had a mild
heart attack, collapsed down on to a chair. Whilst he was
incapacitated, the pair took his money and anything valuable that
wasn’t bolted down on to the floor. That was the last he saw of
them!

Alas, this is fairly typical behaviour of the new era of bar
girls, not a matter of merely cheating on the quiet but of doing it
right in the face of the farang
so that he becomes a total laughing stock!
There’s a hell of a lot of hatred hidden under the surface and it
comes out at the slightest provocation!

Survival

The end of the New Year season has left a lot of heart break,
confusion, desperation and madness. The girls who came back with
and without their husbands had to decide whether to return to the
West or run off with their Thai boyfriends. Husbands had to decide
whether to overlook the nights, even weeks, that the babe
disappeared, not to mention all the money that went West
(incredibly, some of these guys armed their women with credit
cards). Many guys chose to ignore the reality that stared them in
the face, carry on as if nothing had happened.

Except that some of the mamasans are so well connected, they
can offer new treats to the gals - flight and board paid, a month
or two in Singapore or Tokyo or wherever, they can come back with a
100,000 baht or more. Easy money, dump the husband (if he’s run out
of readies), live with the Thai boyfriend, make maximum
sanuk.

The pimps don’t give up easily, the girl might’ve returned to
the West, but hammer away with the collect calls - send more money,
send more money, the usual promises between ever increasing
demands; gotta move on from the motorcycle to a taxi or even a
Merc, just to keep up the face.

Maximum weirdness... one example. The katoey who wasn’t
really a katoey (but would go short-time with guys anyway, just for
the dosh) was into the mamasan who’d done it all (as in brothel,
Patpong, overseas bars, Phuket, etc) and wouldn’t pay him much. She
let him live off one of the girls in her Phuket bar, as long as he
serviced the mamasan every day (and she knows how to take a guy to
heaven), who then sets up the pimp’s girl with an English
guy.

The Brit pays the girl who pays the katoey who pays the
mamasan who sells the girl ever harder to the Brit - new girl (only
five years out, including a stint in a Chinese brothel), tells him
the girl is far gone on him, just right for marriage, get her out
of the bar quick. The Brit falls for it, ends up marrying the girl.
All his dosh gone in a few months.

After the usual hassle with the British embassy, takes her
home. The mamasan has connections in the UK, gets her work in the
day for an escort agency (for a large cut, plus all the money she’s
sending back to the boyfriend/katoey); hubbie knows
nowt.

Six months down the line she has had enough, comes back for
Xmas and New Year, got the last of hubbie’s dosh plus a Visa Card.
Goes wild on the boyfriend after so much time. The mamasan sets her
up for a month in Singapore.

Hubbie turns up in Phuket out of his mind with worry and
desperation. Thinks the katoey is just a friend, reassured by the
mamasan that the wife’s been a good girl but needs more money for
her parents.

Finally, someone tips the girl off about the mamasan and the
katoey. Major trauma, flee back to Bangkok with the husband, katoey
in pursuit. Go home early, katoey still singing a song of love. The
girl was so messed up she even let the husband make love to her
again (albeit with a condom). A Thai style happy ending - for the
moment!

This has nothing to do with Thai girls and
farang, we’re talking
bar girls and obese farang
here; huge pressure on the girls to justify their
existence by bringing in the dosh; everyone from ancient mamasans,
pimps through to families, getting their claws into the girl; any
sign of happiness sending them into a feeding frenzy. Tragic but
true.

The truly stunning thing is how quickly the genuine new girls
fall for all this crap and fail to see that the only real way out
is to find a man they can love and forget all about the dosh, as
that will take care of itself. You’d think the parents would be
glad for their offspring rather than reacting like they’d been
cheated.

Things are getting worse. New generation of babes, brought up
on TV, only too aware of how the rich live and desperate to live
like that too. Ten years ago, maybe 20 percent of the bar girls
were genuinely looking for a farang
husband as in the love of their life; fast exit,
live happily ever after.

These days I would put it at less than one percent, and those
girls under 21 who are new aren’t just looking for the love of
their life, they want someone youngish who they can walk down the
street with, not feeling embarrassed or ashamed.

The rest are there for the money; the older you are the more
they demand. Some of the old dears who have gotten rich several
times over take young farang
boyfriends just for the kicks! It’s all twisted
and f..ked up.

Those there for the money won’t admit it, they sing a tune of
love and devotion that dissipates as soon as the large wedges dry
up; move on to pastures new.

What to do? Just enjoy the wild, cheap sex and move on to
another girl before she has a chance to break your heart into a
million pieces; unless you get lucky, get beyond the bar scene and
find a genuine babe.


Mad in Manila

I rather miss the old Philippine Airlines flight between
Bangkok and Manila. It was always late, sometimes didn’t run at all
and I often felt sorry for the poor saps doing long hauls treks on
the elderly Jumbos. No, it was the hostesses I liked - whenever I
asked for a beer, they gave me two or three cans and a look that
said I’d be better off drunk on arrival in Manila than trying to
take on the city in a state of stone cold sobriety. None of that
indulgence on the modern Thai fleet...

Manila airport as congested and crazed as normal. The
Filipino guy in front of me was muttering obscenities after a stint
in well organized Saudi, the customs officer gave him a nasty look,
making him wait whilst myself and a few others were waved through
without the slightest interrogation. Previously, some
self-righteous Indian guy had been given a harsh dressing down at
immigration and marched off whilst they took one look at my British
passport, stamped it and ushered me through with a smile!
Considering the range of mixed blood flowing through the average
Filipino it’s hard to imagine that they are racialists; must be
that I look totally harmless (or gormless!).

Lots of dubious looking men hanging about the arrivals area.
I headed for the escalator, up to the departure hall, hoping to
pick up a taxi into town. Both exits had large no-entry signs above
them; the guards refused to let me through, pointing vaguely at the
other side of the hall. Only problem was that the security check
was in the way. A couple of Filipino guys barged their way through,
muttering about the exit; I followed! Used to be a long line of
taxis waiting outside, hardly any at four in the afternoon. I fixed
on one rolling in, waved it down and hustled a fare of 200 peso to
Makati. It’s about 120 peso on the meter but the drivers threaten
to dump you in the middle of nowhere if you quote a too low fare!
Or turn violent. Avoid any drivers under forty, especially those
with moustaches and huge stomachs (laugh if you will but here
speaks the voice of experience!). And make sure the passenger’s
inner door handle’s still there!

An unlikely elevated road was under construction, causing the
driver to duck and dive down various side streets until I lost all
sense of where I was. He kept muttering about the traffic and only
200 peso, the scowl as natural an embellishment as the smiles,
however false, in Thailand. Loads of beautiful girls wandering
around the streets in contrast to the general ugliness of the men!
A heavy fog of pollutants hung over the city, every single
structure deeply embedded with carbon detritus, whether cardboard
shacks or fifty storey condominiums. I sucked on a couple of
Vitamin C tablets to keep my throat free from infection.

Makati Avenue, then the Burgos strip, finally honed in upon.
Did the rounds of various apartments and hotels, settled for a
small room right in the heart of the bar strip - 600 peso a night.
Hotel rates down despite the devaluation of the peso - you have to
bargain hard! Cool marble floor, slightly faded paint, rattly
air-conditioner that only just shut out the noise of the
construction of some monstrous skyscraper that shot up towards the
clouds. The last time I’d been there the site just a huge hole in
the ground.

Night fell as if someone had turned off a switch, had some
food in Magamboo. Expensive but then the place was packed out with
frails. The ugliest and fattest took great delight in patting me on
the head, saying I looked just like Kojak! Odd sense of humour, she
was shocked when I refused to buy her a drink! I always have hassle
from ugly women. The girls pranced around the stage in the centre
of a serpentine bar, wearing slips that rode up to their waist!
Only two of them were close to knockout and even they faded a bit
when viewed up close. The waitresses scowled when I refused to
stump up for some drinks for the babes; a habit that was to be
repeated everywhere. Happy hour, the beers cheap at forty
peso.

Knowing that the same trip was to be found in most of the
Burgos bars (most owned by the same guys!), headed down for a small
bar strip on EDSA, opposite the Heritage Hotel. Firehouse the first
stop, a bar that had its roots deep in the old, defunct (and
dangerous, these days) Ermita strip, closed down by the mad mayor
of Manila after the Yanks were kicked out of the country - much to
everyone’s dismay and disgust.

I’d always found the girls in Firehouse too hardcore for my
liking, babes who’d mostly done the American army gig but hadn’t
got ahead of the game. About eight other bars in the complex, so
plenty of choice. In Firehouse, there were about twenty girls to
every customer, but that was only because there were so few guys
there at eight in the evening. A couple of tubby vultures tried it
on, especially when I admitted to only having arrived in Manila a
few hours previously. All over me, rather disconsolate when I
refused to buy them a drink. There was one babe dancing who got the
juices flowing. Small, slender but huge breasts; short hair
accentuated her cheekbones. Could’ve got the mamasan to bring her
over to me but didn’t like the way she scowled in my direction.
Bloody women! For a short time Firehouse relocated to Roxas, then
EDSA, but it hadn’t changed its character from the old Ermita days.
I didn’t stay long.

The next bar was called My Fair Lady or something equally
daft. The place was packed out with babes, at least a dozen
stunners! The old pecker was in serious trouble! Saw one girl sat
along the bar, marvellous mouth under the neon, all pumped up with
lust. Kept staring at her, then the bar, then back to her. A few
minutes later she gave me a smile that would’ve lit up an Ermita
back alley.

Up close, though, her face was ruined. Well, not ruined, just
that the life, even at eighteen, had hacked out her facial
structure and ruined her skin tone. Bought her a drink, anyway.
Couldn’t figure out if she turned over her American boyfriend or
vice-versa (some thirty year old midget with a massive beer-gut
according to her!). She was slender rather than skinny, all good
muscle tone, small conical breasts splayed outwards, flat stomach
and legs to die for. The cynical lines contorting her smile warned
me off. She was pretty pissed off when I refused to pay the
bar-fine! By the way, the ladies drink was 175 peso.

Australia Club was next, another leftover from the Ermita
days. Never much liked the bar back then and wasn’t too surprised
when the drink I ordered didn’t turn up. After five minutes I
complained to the mamasan which got me incredibly hard looks from
the girls dancing nearby, not to mention the waitresses. Like I was
in the wrong. The hippy get-up, a necessary disguise to avoid
getting mugged in Manila, obviously wasn’t going down well! Saw one
girl, not a dancer, who was absolutely stunning but she refused to
catch my eye! Typical!

The next bar was packed out with babes, maybe half a dozen of
whom would get the juices going. Sat at the bar which was backed by
a large stage. The mamasan was on me before I’d had a chance to
take a sip of beer. Who did I want? Told her there were too many to
choose from! Give me time. What did I like? Slender but strong
body, youngish... She pointed out a very dark skinned babe who
would’ve been wonderful... save that she was three, four months
pregnant. The mamasan wasn’t amused when I pointed this out! Asked
me who I wanted again. Said I didn’t know, she decided to chose for
me...

A few minutes later some young frail was thrust into my arms.
She said she was nineteen, had the body to back it up, but her face
was layered in the conviction that I was some kind of walking ATM.
After I refused to buy her a drink she disappeared rapidly; the
girls on the stage giving me nasty scowls. No-one else wanted to
know!

The next bar, assaulted by some hardcore babe, all taut
muscle but ruined face layered in too much make-up - Filipinas
generally don’t have sexy mouths or jaws and should be banned from
wearing lipstick. I ignored her, asked the girl sitting to my left
how old she was, saying she looked about 15. She reckoned 20. The
hardcore babe shrieked some words at her and thrust her in my
direction. Paradise found, she actually seemed shy as well as
looking like an Oriental Kate Moss, circa 16!

Naturally, I bought her a drink. She tried to get me to stump
up for her friends as well; no chance. Turned out she wasn’t a
virgin even though she looked like one; didn’t take her long to
tell me she never went out with customers. Her drink finished the
waitresses nagged me for a repeat order but I refused, but at least
the babe didn’t walk off. Find someone like that, you have to come
every night for a few weeks to convince her you’re serious. She
reckoned all she wanted was a good man to look after her; I kinda
believed her! In another life, I could’ve given the dice a
throw.

At this point, the effect of too many San Miguels finally
caught up with me, its rather bland taste making me gulp down the
beer like it was water. Somehow the clock had got around to one
o’clock in the morning! Fresh air needed - no chance of that in
polluted Manila. Don’t bother with the taxis immediately outside
the complex, they want even sillier money than the taxis at the
airport. I staggered on to EDSA, was nearly run down by three
competing taxis. The first one agreed to use the meter, the guy
looked like a heroin addict on his last legs but I was too out of
it to care! Weird, a lot of the men look like they will cut your
throat on a whim but they don’t actually give any trouble. Still, I
always find every taxi ride a touch edgy!

I knew I should’ve hit the hotel, collapsed into a comatose
sleep, but one last bar beckoned. High Heels on the outer edge of
the Burgos strip. The taxi driver had trouble working out the
change from a 100 peso note but he got there eventually. HH’s
doorman wanted to know the story on the change and offered to get
me a taxi home even before I stepped into the joint. Strange
chap!

Was mobbed by hungry looking babes before I even managed to
clamber on to a tall stool. All over me! Nice enough but not
exactly stunning in either facial lines or body tone. A certain
desperation cut the air. The stage was at the far end of the room,
half a dozen babes in minimal slips dancing to the beat. I claimed
shyness as an excuse for not buying any ladies drinks. Took the
girls about 20 minutes to dissipate, all the time I was eyeing some
slender young girl on the stage.

The dancers changed over and she was soon all over me! The
gentlest amount of eye contact all that was needed! She reckoned
she was nineteen, had a Filipino boyfriend who’d dumped her for
someone else and had only been working in the bar for a week. I
didn’t believe her - the way she danced and the way she was all
over me indicated otherwise. Fantastical body, if you like girls
who look about sixteen, her face was a few millimetres off
beautiful, as if someone had put it together slightly
wrongly.

Her drink cost 250 peso, a straight shot of Tequila which she
downed in one gulp. No way she’d only been working for a week. She
reckoned she’d had twenty the night before! The boss bunged me a
free shot of something which she refused to drink. Had to gulp down
the rest of my beer to put out the fire in my throat and stomach.
Could barely see! Managed to stop myself throwing up!
Bastard!

The girl wanted to know where I was staying, my room number -
don’t even think about giving out the real hotel name unless you
don’t mind someone hammering on your door at four o’clock in the
morning! This babe was overwhelmed with enthusiasm, quite happy to
cheat the boss out of the bar fine (2000 peso, 2500 peso in most of
the other Burgos bars - eight or ten ladies drinks in polite
circles) by meeting up after work. There’s also no need to pay out
again, she just calls in sick if you want her to stay with you for
a few days, weeks, months, years...

Had the feeling she was already making plans for the wedding!
Time to go home! The doorman looked disappointed when I exited
without a babe and was crestfallen when I reckoned I could walk the
few hundred yards back to the hotel. He went to grab my arm but I
managed to shuffle past him and stagger off into the night despite
having problems with my legs and eyes. Just one more bar, I
thought...

Maximum Manila

Burgos Street bars are an easy touch, just turn up at the far
end of Makati Avenue, hustle a cheap hotel room or apartment and
enjoy... well, sort of. There are maybe twenty bars, most long and
narrow with just a couple of the larger joints. Most are owned by
the same guys, prices similar - for beer and ladies drinks. The
bars have silly names like Dimples, Bottoms... sometimes I’m not
quite sure which one I’m in! But that’s nothing new.

I was in one of these dives, being buzzed every couple of
minutes by one or other waitress - initial smiles going to ever
deeper scowls as it became evident I wasn’t going to blow 250 peso
on a ladies drink; the 99 peso a beer was bad enough as I was
drinking it like water - half a dozen babes hanging on to my every
word. Or sort of.

One of the girls whispered, if I couldn’t afford to buy all
of them a drink, just one would be okay - the tone vaguely
insulting, I demurred. Nice enough women but not exactly mind
blowing, if you know what I mean.

I was figuring it was time to move on when the dancers
changed. A Sophia Loren clone, circa about eighteen, was about a
yard away from me. Mind boggling! My interest was so obvious that
she shoved her top up and gave me a splendid view of two fine
breasts... which I would’ve much preferred to have received back in
my hotel room! The drink had f..ked my mind enough to mistake her
beautiful almond eyes as containing a touch of innocence but I soon
got a grip of myself.

Weird times, the bunch of gals who’d been pestering me were
encouraging me in my butterfly attentions; the place so generally
deserted of guys that even if I spent some money on her rather than
them it was much better than spending no money at all! The key word
here’s customer, which neatly sums up the way all the girls see the
guys coming into the bar.

Well, nearly all the guys. The previous bar had three
orang-utans dressed up as human beings who thumped away on the bar
out of tune with some seventies romantic swill (that’s music in
case you’re completely lost) and tried to imitate humans singing,
failed dismally. They almost looked like Americans, at least in
their clothes, but the hard eyed stare totally lacked any
innocence. The girls, sensibly and despite an harangue from the
mamasan, refused to have anything to do with them.

Back to paradise, rather than waiting until the end of her
dance routine, the Sophia babe climbed down from the stage and up
on to my lap. She demanded that I caress her breasts whilst she did
a mild lap dance. Took a microsecond for the waitress to appear
and, for once, I gave in and blew 250 peso on a drink. The other
girls gave me the thumps up, wandered off in search of another fool
with more money than sense.

The drink lasted about thirty seconds, the empty glass
quickly taken away and a waitress demanding that I buy more drinks.
No chance! Sophia (I never did catch her name) pouted, stopped
squirming around, although she seemed to like the breast massage.
After half a dozen more attempts to extort money out of me the
waitresses gave up. I was then supposed to buy her some Pizza, she
didn’t seem too amused when I squeezed the very minor spare tyre
around her waist and told her she was fat enough already! After a
bit more pouting she decided she had to go off to dance again. I
was obviously a bad customer!

It was obviously going to be one of those nights. Decided
Jools would be a welcome relief. Huge place packed out with women
of all types, it runs to a cabaret show and live band, as well as
the usual dancing girls. The waitress reckoned there was a show
charge of a 150 peso on top of the beer, after the usual argument I
gave in!

Soon surrounded by women; somewhat less pressure from the
waitresses though they still buzzed around. The problem with most
of the girls, they were ex-USA GI - the girls worked in the bars
around the bases as young as thirteen, fourteen, means anyone over
twenty years old is a bit dubious. You wouldn’t believe what they
got up to back then, the least of it live sex shows, often three
guys on one gal!

May, for instance, was 27 years old, must’ve been mind
blowing when she was eighteen. Still had a great body, only mildly
scarred by dropping a kid or two, beautiful face without the usual
cynical smile but her eyes were kinda of spaced out, man, as if she
couldn’t believe her life was down to this. She may’ve been on some
kind of mild narcotic, don’t know... Many more girls all dressed up
rather than dancers; too lazy or bodies too ruined by dropping
kids.

A new face in town, I had loads of women chatting to me but,
I don’t know, they were all just that little bit too used up.
Filipinas tend to have great hopes of the first love of their life,
if that falls through and they lose their virginity, they tend to
go off the rails rapidly, a vicious circle in which thinking
themselves worthless they look upon anyone who shows some
enthusiasm for them as even more beyond the pale.

They haven’t quite adapted as well as the Thai women, who
have generally trained themselves to endure the attentions
of farang whilst
blowing all his money, and keeping a Thai man in the background for
the serious sex and loving.

Jools is great entertainment, a bit more relaxed than the
smaller bars (you have to drink a lot of beers to justify the show
charge, though!) but I’ve never seen a babe I could go serious over
in there.

Burgos area is generally safe. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a
dog, let alone some of the mad, rabid, packs that abound in Bangkok
- they are either killed or eaten by the poorest of the poor. Still
some beggars, kids mostly who make all big-eyed at you, but they
respond to a minimal amount of violence.

I was cutting through a back alley when a real piece of
danger emerged out of the ether - probably the sewer! A bloody big
transvestite rigged out in a ridiculous get-up - ultra short dress
that showed the top of her stockings and suspenders. Ravaged ugly
face that thrust into my own and poked out an outrageously long
tongue. He said he would do me, and I’m sure he wasn’t kidding. I
flung my arms about and sidestepped, ran like hell for the nearest
bit of neon. The only thing that saved me, the monster couldn’t
move fast on high heels!

I dived into the nearest bar, clutched an ice-cold San Miguel
to my mouth. A converted car park, I think, at least I had to go
down stairs to get into it. The boss was a dapper midget done out
in an expensive suit, bald head gleaming. More bloody girls, coming
at me from every angle.

I grabbed hold of the Tequila girl, sublime little body
without an ounce of fat, all lean muscle that only youth or
fanatical work-out artists attain... wasn’t sure about her face as
the mamasans go into a frenzy if any girl turns up without a deep
layer of make-up and excess of lipstick - stupid, stupid, stupid.
Of course, she wanted me to buy her a Tequila and look astonished
when I made noises about it being gut rot and poison. Okay if you
want religious visions... she soon did a runner.

I had that urge for one last bar. Toss a coin... okay, hit
Fridays. Weirdly, there’s some kind of church above the bar. I made
the sign of the cross... pays to be on the safe side! First shock,
some cherry girl I’d seen a year ago who didn’t want to know me,
was all over me as if I was a long lost love. She’d been sublime
back then but the dead eyed, pudgy frail who stood before me bore
only a passing resemblance to her. I tried to explain gently that
she’d blown her chance but she was in some fantasy world where I’d
come back to save her! Took a whole ten minutes until she did a
disappearing act.

A trio of young girls tried it on next, but one look at their
eyes turned me to ice. They only desisted when some lovely young
creature with the body of a sixteen year old threw herself into my
arms. Sensual overload. Her face was beautiful in a Catholic kind
of way, her smile and eyes still intact. She reckoned she was
nineteen - maybe! The waitresses had already given up on me; quick
learners!

Shit, she’d already been to Japan - doing god knows what -
and was planning to go back for a second round! When I told her she
was too lovely for that kind of life she told me I wasn’t the first
to say that, and she didn’t care... as in its my body and soul,
I’ll destroy them if I want to! I was so drunk and out of control I
felt like bursting into tears. What a waste.

As pissed as I was pissed off, I made a fast exit. One more
bar? Nope, I’d had enough for the night... only problem was I
couldn’t quite recall the name of the hotel or where it was!
Help!

Those Bangkok Bars

Nana Plaza has seeded lots of bars down Soi Nana and even
deep into the side sois. Nothing stood out as being packed out with
wild babes, more the watering ground of your serious sex tourist,
going on seventy and running low on dosh. Worth, as always, giving
it a going over as the old rules in Bangkok are in abeyance and you
could get lucky at any time in any place. Or not!

Washington Square (now a building site) meanders along with
its clientèle of old timers and washed up babes. Soi 22, into which
it exits, proliferates with small beer bars - put it this way, by
the time you’ve done the rounds beer consumption will be so high
that the one attractive gal hiding out there will have her work cut
out to get the deed done! The whole soi saturated with
mangda’s. I miss the old
Laotian disco under Washington theatre, though part of that scene
was rabid fights between B-gals and rejected pimps.

No, as far as sheer density of babes goes, Nana Plaza rules.
More babes brings more customers which brings more babes which...
the youngest girl I spotted was sixteen and absolutely sublime;
eighteen the age of consent for commercial sex, by the way, and
fifteen if she’s just doing it for kicks.

Just a very small trickle at the moment, but some relatively
nice girls are surfacing in Nana and other venues, the economic
recession forcing them into the nitery entertainment arena.
Possible to find girls worth marrying. Used to happen all the time
a decade or more ago but the intervening years the bars have been
awash with ex-brothel gals, hardcore babes and women desperately
keeping their mangda’s (pimps) in motorcycles, gold and easy money.

Find someone decent, do a hit and run job on her - ie get her
out of the country as fast as possible (and good luck with the visa
if you’re British or American!).

In one Cowboy bar I found a really stunning seventeen year
old virgin but she had a firm grip on things, making large
shovelling gestures suggesting the amount of dosh she was going to
take off the right farang. The beer was warm and the
air-conditioner marginal but I lasted half an hour before exiting;
she didn’t even scowl when I failed to tip her! God, I could’ve
lost my heart to her but she was too into the great
farang rip-off to take
seriously.

Upcountry gals are still sublimely nice at 15 to 20 years of
age, all it takes is a three, four hour bus trip out of Bangkok to
get into things; and a rudimentary knowledge of Thai... chances
are, though, you’ll be picked up by a hooker on her way home. The
guys will try to muscle in on the easy money but just pretend not
to understand them even if they speak English.

You really wouldn’t believe the babes I’ve seen in places
like Petchabun, makes wonder-models like Kate Moss seem
pedestrian... and they come on with smiles that if they could be
patented would generate a minor fortune.

Back in town, Patpong is fast becoming the place for overseas
Chinese, with the odd Filipino gangster throwing thousand baht
notes around. Still plenty of Western tourists but most consider it
merely mild entertainment. The attractive girls are inspired by the
ethos of the Chinese brothels - that is, doing a half a dozen, or
so, customers a night. Neon rule one, worth taking note of, the
more money you throw at a Thai babe the greater the contempt she
holds you in - ignore it at your peril!

The Pong is also infested with katoeys (transsexuals and
transvestites), which is okay in the bars devoted to their
craziness (easy to avoid!) but more disturbing when they are
littered amongst the real babes - the surgeon’s artistry and modern
drugs mean that they are becoming increasingly difficult to
spot.

If you get wise, tell one of them that they are a katoey,
you’ll either get a fist in the face or a whining complaint about
there being no problem as they have a fresh, newly minted,
pussy!

Beyond these relatively obvious neon magnets, also every back
alley on Sukhumvit has some kind of bar, coffee shop or massage
parlour; Silom soi’s not far behind. Banglampoo another area where
bars are proliferating, with plenty of free(ish) backpacker chicks
(or guys, if you must!) thrown in for kicks. Try to avoid the speed
tablets, though, as they are lately mixed in with ecstasy, tending
to cause moral and physical disintegration!

Basically, Bangkok is becoming the neon city of the Orient,
with an excess of beautiful babes, reasonable prices and a general
lack of hassle from the police and mafia (unless the babe’s got a
boyfriend in one or the other, when you can expect the old drugs
found in the room, 100,000 baht thank you very much,
routine).

Having ruined its economy in most other areas Thailand
doesn’t seem to have much choice in the matter, living off its best
and most ubiquitous asset - the beauty of its women - too easy to
resist. Enjoy!

Illusions and Delusions

Nothing is quite what it seems in Asia. The other night, for
instance, the old dear I was wandering around with insisted on
entering an innocuous looking bar right in the middle of Soi
Cowboy. Despite already having done the deed several times, she
pushed me to the back of the joint, past the toilet and up the
stairs. Weird shit, thought I, can’t keep these horny old bints
down, despite already juicing her in every conceivable
manner.

To my poor farang
mind, I always thought Soi Cowboy exclusively
full of babes, albeit those off the par or, very occasionally, new
to the scene. A couple of the bars, rumoured to be owned by the
cops, did some vaguely lewd shows, and some of the bars had the
saner variety of katoeys
in residence, but it was, overall a pretty
innocent place, as these kind of dives go.

But you always learn something new if you hang out with the
natives long enough. The old dear bounced up the stairs like a five
year old, the displacement of her mini-skirt sending me all agog
(well, it was free sex, which is rare enough in my life, let alone
in Bangkok).

By the time I caught up with her I had to fight my way
through a bunch of Thai men. The joint so dimly lit that it took me
a little while to figure out where I was. It was one o’clock in the
morning, the bar packed out with Thai guys, mostly sporting
lacklustre moustaches and wearing sunglasses; well weird
considering the dimness of the lights.

There were a few haunted looking Thai women, and a couple of
stunners, surrounded by the surly, not particularly attractive men.
I’d found mangda nirvana - pimps and gigolos to put it in plain
English.

A bottle of Johnny Walker was placed on the table; I hastily
passed the 1800 baht bill on to the old dear who didn’t seem in the
least fazed by such largesse. It’s surprising how quickly a few
Thai men, a drunken old hooker and yours truly could get through a
big bottle of whisky! The table was soon littered with empty
bottles!

The other group of gals were celebrating a birthday. I could
just imagine her farang’s face if he knew how his dosh was being blown. You can’t
fight the logic of it, the gal tells hubby she is going to
celebrate her birthday with a few female mates - totally true and
only the most churlish would object, save that she missed out the
bit about the minor orgy that was going to go down
later.

Said it before but it’s worth repeating again, I suppose. The
same kind of heat, lust and sexual ardour that farang see in Thai girls, the latter
see in the local men; double the intensity of the sex and all kinds
of weird shit goes down! 99.99 percent of the time it’s the silly
old game of farang for money and Thai for love.

The gals lie their hearts out, claiming to hate Thai men, and
do it so convincingly that most farang believe them; mainly because
they want to! Bear in mind that you are dealing with Thai time. The
girl can in what is left of her mind be absolutely convinced that
what she is telling you is the truth at that moment in time; but
what she feels and thinks a minute later has absolutely no
relationship to what she said a minute ago. Hence the perfect
lie!

The old dear disappeared to the toilet with two of the lads
but I didn’t mind as she was already full of my juices, which meant
a massive loss of face for the Thais! Ten minutes later, they came
back with a serious air of grievance over their fat faces; perhaps
they had learnt she was giving it away for free to a
farang.

The bill was fast approaching 10,000 baht, so I made some
excuse about seeing a mate and coming back in five minutes. The old
dear was so far gone on the whisky that she had probably forgotten
she was paying for everything; a massive loss of face for everyone
if I didn’t pay up! So I left her to it, she had enough gold chains
to take up the slack in any monetary embarrassment.

Pretty pathetic when you think about it. The gals spend their
lives lusting after farang
money and doing god knows what to get it and then
extract a kind of revenge by buying sex from the local men; who are
even more vicious and greedy than the girls.

My exit coincided with a couple of escapees from the birthday
party who were muttering about the madness of their friends. Too
true, as the guys probably didn’t use condoms and would f..k
anything that moved.

I somehow ended up sharing a tuk-tuk with the girls - that is
paying for it - which rattled and rolled over to Patpong. I was
persuaded up a steep flight of stairs into Lucifier’s disco - well,
one of the gals looked barely eighteen and could’ve passed for a
movie star to my blurred vision.

Neat place, though the dance floor was relatively small and
already packed out. Three beers cost 360 baht and I received a
lovely scowl from the waiter, who was fitted out in a silly red
hat, when I counted out the correct money.

Lots of Thai women on the make and farang who thought they were getting
ahead of the game by cutting out the go-go bars, which also cut out
the cursory health tests. Made a surly groups of Thais for yet
more mangdas,
though the eighteen year-old almost fell out of her minimal
clothing, gasping that there was a movie star in the corner. Given
her intake of whisky and the minimal neon glow, who
knows?

Could almost smell the scent of easy money and women on the
make. Typically, as soon as the gals had their drinks they
disappeared; sighted the eighteen year old later on the arm of a
fully dressed banker type. And you know what rhymes with banker,
don’t ya?

Incidentally, the band downstairs in Radio City are excellent
but spoilt by being limited to doing retreads. I quipped to a
friend that the Elvis Presley imitator was bound to be followed by
Tom Jones later and damn me if I wasn’t right!

I managed to use the ladies toilet by mistake - no signs that
I could see - and copped a load of some foreign bint realigning her
tits. She looked fit to scream so I made a hasty retreat, almost
falling down the stairs. By then the demon heads on the walls
looked like they were about to come alive and I had to get really
violent to fight my way through the packed dance floor.

One of the waiters had nicked my beer, pretended not to
understand me when I complained. He walked off, came back with a
fresh bottle but the cheeky blighter demanded yet another 120 baht.
The scowl really pissed me off and I only just managed to stop
myself from hitting him over the head with the bottle. Gave him six
twenty baht notes just to annoy him whilst flashing a thick roll of
purple notes.

Six or seven beers later, I was ready for the road. Thermae
beckoned, things were getting that desperate. But the eighteen
year-old popped up out of nowhere and demanded I escort her home! A
bit of intimate hand work on the way down the stairs convinced me
that she just didn’t want a free taxi ride home!

The babe was a bit pissed when I insisted that we walk all
the way to Rama 4 to avoid the rip-off taxi artists loitering in
the immediate area. The ten minute walk was worth it as we bumped
into the banker, lurching along with some incredibly large
katoeys in tow. Laugh? I
almost fell in a sewer which some kind bugger had left
open!

On The Road

Things began to go seriously wrong about fifty kilometres
from Khon Khaen. I was quite happily slurping away at the local
whisky in the front seat of an ancient bus, air-conditioning rather
adequately provided by the missing windows and holes in the rusted
floor. Pretended ignorance of the language allowed me to fend off
various youths who thought it only just that they should share my
bottle of Mekong. Up to then my only major problem had been keeping
my pecker in check, a parade of wild country gals kept blowing my
mind by giving me big smiles. Could’ve been anywhere between
fifteen and twenty-one.

As with most low-end bus services in Thailand, the conductors
were openly gay, though I had mixed feelings about the driver. A
thickset lout, a dead ringer for one of the country’s more
notorious politicians/gangsters. He had an extra large wooden penis
hanging off the end of his key-ring, which could’ve either
confirmed his sexual leaning or merely been a sign of better days
lost. He kept giving the horn a sharp bark, whilst swigging away
out of a bottle of the local gut-rot - whisky Lao! He kept giving
me murderous glances in the mirror, as if someone drinking whisky
at a faster rate than he was cause for a massive loss of
face.

These buses stop wherever people want to get on and off,
cross country journeys can be an extended hell if you don’t get in
the right frame of mind - that is, drunk out of your head and
leering at the local frails. At one stop some old dear, probably
eighty if she was a day, gave the driver a verbal bashing. Her bag
had gone missing from the bus’s hold, judging by her peasant state
probably contained all her personal wealth.

The driver went berserk, screaming abuse at her at the top of
his voice, occasionally giving the youngest bus-boy a salacious
grin. He kept up the tirade for a good ten minutes, whilst revving
the engine and bouncing around in his seat. He was fast
metamorphosing into an irate gorilla. Finally, he lurched the bus
into gear and sped off up the road, which just happened to be a
series of hairpin bends. He was almost on two wheels most of the
time!

Coming across a meandering agricultural vehicle, he shot past
it, deep into a blind bend on the wrong side of the road. Welcome
to the world of the criminally insane. Coming the other way,
another bloody big bus! He simultaneously stomped on the brakes and
swung viciously on the steering wheel, missing the oncoming vehicle
by millimetres. Apart from myself, reduced to a gibbering wreck on
my knees, none of the passengers seemed in the least bit fazed by
the driver’s madness.

The bus’s jostling caused some baby to start screaming for
all it was worth. The driver shouted abuse at the parents at the
top of his voice. Even I know that screaming at a wailing baby will
only intensify the angst. The baby’s parents tried to remonstrate
with the driver, causing the latter to stomp on the brakes and
practically leap out of his skin with rage. He told them to shut up
or get off the bus. Winning the argument he then trolled along at
about 5mph, muttering obscenities and giving me dark looks. The
only thing that saved me was an inspector boarding the bus, the
driver suddenly all lightness and smiles.

Khon Khaen’s a large sprawling town but I didn’t hang around
long, another cheap bus up to Udon Thani. The touts in Khon Khaen’s
bus terminal were all over me, had a fight with one of them who
wanted to carry my bag - probably would’ve run off with it if I let
it out of my grip. Finally got one to usher me on to the right bus,
gave him five baht for his trouble and got a lovely scowl in
thanks.

One of the bus-boys was all over me, probably never seen
a farang in the
flesh before. Couldn’t have been much more than sixteen, had lips
bruised with feminine lust and a lithe young body; just as well
that I wasn’t inclined that way as I would probably have been
arrested! I waved him away whilst the nearby passengers chortled at
the sight.

A couple of live chickens clacked away under the seat in
front of me and an almost naked hobo kept trying to shake my hand.
One of the other conductors sat nearby, was arrogant enough to
think that the waves from the babes on the roadside were for him
rather than me! Some hope, up north easy dosh rules and the sight
of a farang defines monetary lust! And the babes will come mightily on
the back of it, which confuses no end of farang.

Everyone seemed out of their heads but at least the driver
appeared sober, meandered along for an hour, or so, before Udon
came into view. I was on my final bottle of Mekong and feeling all
the better for it - and the bag felt as light as air! I would’ve
preferred beer but there weren’t any toilets on the bus and the
Thai drivers’ sense of humour would have left me stranded in the
middle of nowhere if I tried to have a quick piss by the
roadside.

A week earlier, the whole area was flooded out, still large
lakes where rice paddies should’ve been, whole livelihoods
ruined... probably why there was a general feeling of madness.
There were still plenty of wooden huts submerged in the water, just
their roofs showing. Poor buggers, as the large-as-cats rats and
vile snakes go berserk once their habitat’s disturbed by the
floods... one reason to stay in the city!

Another avalanche of hungry touts in Udon (which, just to
confuse things, has at least three bus terminals...) but I ignored
them, already having seen a couple of hotels on the way into town.
Unfortunately, they were only two storey structures, which meant
mosquito infestation... and the bastards come for miles to feast on
the Culler skin. A farang
delicacy compared to the tough if coarse
locals.

I had an hour before darkness fell, wandered around in a huge
circle until I found a likely looking hotel. Only four storeys but
next to Robinson’s shopping complex. Converted town-houses by the
look of it, but only 250 baht for a bit of air-conditioned luxury.
I could’ve fallen for the receptionist but didn’t like the way she
eyed the Culler wedge of currency when I paid for the
room.

Weird bars in Udon. The first one I set foot into, all the
babes looked like they had reconstructed faces, might’ve
been katoeys;
getting hard to tell, these days. One gave me the look-over but
suddenly dematerialised when she realised how long I’d been
in-country. I was suddenly in a bar where all the women had their
backs turned away from me! Oops! Must learn to tell better
lies!

The next bar they refused to give me a bottle and the glass
of Chang I ordered turned out to be bloody big carafe of warmish
draft beer. I waved it away furiously after the gal poured out a
glass’s worth. They refused to take it away, thrust a bill under my
nose just as I was about to get violent at being ripped off... only
109 baht; not worth the effort! There was even a live band thrown
in, though the singer evidently spent more time looking in the
mirror than practising his vocal chords! Anyway, I got through
three carafes without throwing up!

In Bangkok, Udon Thani and North Eastern gals are famed for
their beauty and sexuality; not to mention rip-off attitudes and
general, albeit extremely well hidden, hatred of all things
farang. Unfortunately,
all the attractive babes seemed to have made a beeline for the Big
Mango rather than waiting for me to arrive; I was rapidly getting
as pissed off as I was pissed.

A large quantity of beer on top of the whisky probably wasn’t
recommended but it didn’t seem to do much harm, other than having
me so far gone that I found myself wandering down a dark alleyway
whose only very minor illumination was the odd bit of flashing
neon. Which doubtless caught the five baht gold necklace some old
dear was kind enough to buy for me, which was worth more than the
profit on a year’s work for an upcountry lad! Things began to go a
bit rock and roll, as on a small ship in stormy seas...

I can recall banging my head on the door frame of some neon
dive but my next coherent moment was waking up in the hotel room;
the gold chain and most of my dosh intact; the poor old groin felt
bruised enough to confirm I’d had a jolly good time and I’m sure
I’ll get the flashbacks a bit nearer to my senile years.

Vientiane Vile

I’d spent more time than I should’ve in Udon back street
dives, searching for an elusive innocence and getting palmed off
with the same old shit... gals who had done the rounds several
times over and some of whom I’d swear were leftover from the time
when the Yanks used the town as an airbase for the Vietnam war.
Want some free advice, don’t bother with Udon, all the decent babes
head for Bangkok as soon as they are old enough.

Being a sucker for that Laotian look (which Thai country
gals, much to their annoyance, sport) I decided to head for Laos.
Can’t fault my logic, can ya? The Friendship Bridge, financed by
the Australians, was only half an hour up the road in Nong Khai,
another town famed in Bangkok for its abundance of beautiful babes
who’d do anything for farang
money.

Another trawl through the Thai countryside on one of the
local buses (21 baht), then 20 baht for a tuk-tuk to the border
post on the Thai side of the bridge. The bus was stopped once by
the plod who checked identity cards, not to mention my passport...
they were happy as a couple of Indians had no ID and were promptly
marched off!

Thai gals need to have a bit of paper confirming their
identity (100 baht from one of the shops near to the bridge, bring
a couple of photos). The Thai police were their usual laconic
selves (until you overstay!), soon ushered through. A mini-bus
takes you over the bridge (ten baht), the driver evidently Thai as
he scooted the vehicle across a two inch high concrete divider on
to the wrong side of the road, just to prove he could take a slower
moving vehicle. Small cock syndrome, if you ask me!

Cost 1300 baht for a visa-on-arrival on the Laotian side (one
photo needed) and a ten baht exit fee (Thais pay 40 baht but no
visa necessary). The communists were pretty grim-faced, although I
got half a smile out of the immigration gal when I threw a couple
of Laotian words at her. Not sure what they meant!

Extra large tuk-tuks the taxis of choice in Laos, and just to
confuse things they drive on the wrong side of the road - blame the
French. The usual touts at the exit but I walked past them to where
the locals congregated. That got the price for the 15 kilometre
trek into Vientiane down to 150 baht and a bit more bargaining got
me a 100 baht ride, if I didn’t mind sharing with a couple of
locals. No problem, there’s a certain safety in numbers.

The Laotian countryside didn’t look that different to
Thailand, albeit with more stylish wooden houses and bigger
buffaloes. The schoolgirls all wore black sarongs down to their
ankles, but it just emphasized the sexiness of their bodies. Not
many cars, loads of bicycles and a certain freshness to the
air.

Vientiane basically follows the sexy curves of the Mekong
river. The main drag along the river is quaintly underdeveloped,
calling out for a myriad of bars and neon dives. The closest it
came to that were half a dozen frails giving me the wave from an
upstairs, barred window! Laotian gals won’t ever smile first,
totally unlike their Thai cousins, but once you give them a view of
the old nashers, the smile they throw back actually reaches their
eyes; again, totally unlike their Thai counterparts!

Found a hotel just off the main drag, 300 baht for a room...
no need to change currency, either the baht or dollar happily
accepted. In fact, if you get the local currency returned in change
there is no easy way of changing it back and the locals talk about
the kip as if it has already been reissued (10 kip, actually being
10,000 kip - fifty baht!) which can get totally
confusing.

The hotel was more Fawty Towers than Holiday Inn, looked like
it had been built by the French in the fifties and not received a
new coat of paint since then. The sheets looked like they were
original fare, too. Massive potential as the room was a nice size
and shape, with a high ceiling, but no-one seemed to give a shit.
Enough money rolled in to keep things turning over, so why
bother?

The tuk-tuk driver who’d driven me in was still loitering
about, insisted on taking me to the main market. Waste of time, all
the goods seemed to be imported from Thailand, twice the cost of
those in Bangkok. The communist system was deeply rooted; much
better to sell one item at an exorbitant price than hundreds at a
small profit; no concept of unlimited supply.

I waved the still loitering tuk-tuk driver away, but the
bugger followed me as I walked the mile or so back to the hotel. He
only gave up when he was nearly flattened by the one heavy-duty
truck in Vientiane. Laugh? I almost walked into a stall selling
Laotian silk sarongs. 50-200 baht a throw, depending on the quality
and design. Makes much more sense to wander around town than
heading for the tourist orientated market.

A couple of temples and presidential palace serve as
reference points, though it’s dead easy to get lost - all the
streets looked pretty much the same to me. Just keep in mind where
the sun is in relation to the river, head for the latter when the
going gets tough. The locals need to express their angst by
planting bombs where tourists hang out meant there weren’t very
many around; the usual Bangkok obese sex tourist totally
absent.

I had a pleasant meal by the riverside, any potentially
dangerous bacteria effectively killed by sinking five large bottles
of Beer Lao. Actually, it’s very good stuff, with a better taste
than Chang, though not particularly strong. It’s also very cheap -
even in the roadside restaurant it only cost the equivalent of 30
baht a bottle.

It was whilst finishing off the fifth bottle that I spotted
an amazing, absolutely mind blowing Laotian gal. There were loads
of attractive girls coming and going but this one was something
special, knock Kate Moss, even in her prime, for six. She was
meandering around the riverbank, trying to sell balloons and I
nearly levitated on the back of the lust!

No chance of any action as she was too young and would
probably run a mile when approached by a leering foreigner. Still,
kept the mind ticking over with wild fantasies. The hotel had a
club in its basement so as soon as the neon flickered on I headed
down there, totally wired for action. In was a repeat of the Udon
experience, complete waste of time.

Fast exit, another wander around town, following my nose.
Came upon a small bar in the back alleys. Had one fit babe but she
was replete with total arrogance and I rather enjoyed refusing to
buy her a drink. Ended up drinking too much beer and moping around,
seen more action in Watford on a wet Wednesday night.

Made it back to the hotel in one piece. Despite the
occasional bombing, I couldn’t find any nuance of violence in the
city - too much effort needed! Bit disconcerted to find the lobby
full of Laotian men dressed in white flares and shirts - pimps
waiting for their babes to finish work in the bar. We ignored each
other.

I just seemed to nod off when there was a hammering on the
door. I hadn’t actually seen any police in the town, figured they
were waiting for the foreigners to get to sleep before popping out
of the ground and demanding a bribe. Opened the door to find a
couple of ladies of the night; their clothing left little to the
imagination so I didn’t slam the door in their faces. In Bangkok
they would’ve been pushing their luck but Vientiane was a communist
paradise where prostitution was frowned on.

They took five minute turns atop the Culler body, rattling
and rolling the ancient bed whilst giggling. An hour or so of this
I finally exploded into the younger of the two. She pretended
mutual ecstasy but it certainly didn’t reach her eyes. I gave them
a ten dollar bill to split; they demanded a hundred dollars - each.
They finally accepted twenty dollars each, left with a surly air of
righteous indignation.

Seemed like minutes later but must’ve been hours, yet more
hammering on the door and female voices. Decided to give the whores
a piece of my mind, naked and sporting a morning erection I opened
the door... only to find that it was the maids in communist mode -
demanding my fast exit so they could do the room. Took one look at
the engorged Culler member and dematerialized before my eyes. At
least they left me alone for the rest of the day.

When I finally departed the hotel, got some funny looks from
the receptionist but I didn’t give a damn, I’d had enough of life
outside of Bangkok, back to Thailand and an express bus down to the
Big Mango - love it or hate it, the bloody place can’t be
beaten!

The Joy of Being...

Things going downhill rapidly in Bangkok, despairing of
seeing any really beautiful gals in the Cowboy/Nana/Patpong
nexus.

I came close in one Nana bar but couldn’t make up my mind if
the minor scowl she sported was a result of too much
extracurricular activity or merely a sign of innocence and a
reaction against her dysfunctional employment status. She wore high
heels so it wasn’t likely that she was a newly arrived country gal
even if her body was sublimely slender... I find it mildly
disturbing that the latest generation of Thai gals seem to sport
large breasts; unleashed from their bras they tend to flop around;
the girls unsure if they should hide them or flaunt them. Bring on
the breast reduction surgeons, please... or ban milk from the diet
of children.

The usual upstairs Nana haunts were wholly devoid of the real
knock-out babes. The few women who I suggested free sex was about
right went into a rant about cheap farangs; many of them sported quite
crazed visages - probably a lot of angst at not getting ahead of
the game and keeping their pimps in whisky, gold, bikes, cars,
houses, etc. When they get tired of dancing for next to nothing,
they head for the beer bars - both downstairs and in Soi Nana,
where the craziness runs even deeper.

The same trip in Patpong and Cowboy. I even went so far as to
venture into the upstairs Patpong bars which major in shows (the
ones where the touts follow you upstairs are rip-off joints, fast
reversal and exit, please)... the babes all looked rather ill and
were somewhat affronted when I refused their offers of lap-dancing.
Only when I spilt a bottle of beer over one of them did they get
the message. Don’t sit near the balloons, not unless you want to
take a high velocity dart in the eye!

Contrast such dismal showings with an upcountry run or even
just sitting in one of the major Bangkok shopping centres and
watching the show; either way absolutely overwhelmed with young
women seeping sex outta their skins and finely honed as if by
divine intervention. Embarrassing, as I was usually thrown into a
full blown erection - one of the better uses of the local
newspaper!

Any gal with any sense is going to get into the
farang rotation game,
keep half a dozen, or so, guys on the go and hope they don’t turn
up for a holiday at the same time... even if they only bung her ten
or twenty thousand baht a month - cheap Charlie’s! - multiply it by
the number of fools she has on line, it soon adds up to serious
dosh.

Fake promises - make a house for my mother, and I will marry
you and be yours for life. The reality, buy the house and land in
my mother’s name, even if we get married and divorced you will
never get the money back! Build me a house upcountry and I will
wait for you to come back. The reality, don’t bother with marriage,
just bung me the dosh, I’ll wait until you are out of the country
for five minutes before trying it on again; by the way, got
five farangs to
pay for the same house! I could go on, but it gets too
depressing...

Oh alright then. Go upcountry, build a dream house for the
babe of your dreams. She’s happy right? Well, as well as wanting a
car, farm land, houses for her family, etc., she has probably got
you to pay two or three times over the odds for the building work
and every time you buy building materials she’s getting a ten to
thirty percent kickback from the building merchant.

Yes, I know you thought you were doing something wonderful
for her but it simply isn’t enough; not with family and pimps
hollering away about how rich are farang and demanding more and more
dosh. Don’t want to believe it, this is a country where the parents
will sell their kids to brothels for easy money - so what chance do
you think you have?

Don’t want to play the game? The babe will smile sublimely
whilst ranting and raving to anyone who will listen, spreading
rumours every which way. Make love to her twice a day, she will
tell everyone that you are seriously ill and can’t get it up any
more. Tell her if she doesn’t shape up you’ll move on to a newer,
younger babe, she will tell everyone that you can only make love to
ten year olds. Show indifference to her sexuality, tell her to do
what she likes, she will tell everyone you’ve gone gay. We’re
talking serious bitches beneath the smiles and beauty!

Stop the money, make the mangda (pimp) or family lose massive
face, chances are your food will begin to have a metallic
aftertaste. Other signs of arsenic poisoning: blurred vision; skin
eruptions, bad breath, muddled thinking... okay, it would be easier
just to finish it but then there’s always the small chance that
the farang might
get way ahead of the game, get lucky with some sublime Thai babe!
Too much potential loss of face!

Foreigners have a couple of things going for them. They can
get on a plane, get the hell out of the country! The populace is
also generally as ill-educated as it is arrogance; to a certain
extent you can play the game, just go along with the stupidity and
enjoy the amazing sex. Pleading poverty at a certain point in the
proceedings is usually an excuse for a dignified exit... just get
out of the country for a couple of months, let the babe find a real
fool to feast upon.

Thailand isn’t unique. Vietnam probably worse, arrogance and
nationalism rules. Laos just doesn’t have any babes available who
make the grade, unless you want to move there for a couple of years
and get deep into scene (which means marriage). Cambodia would
probably be as bad as Thailand, save for the men’s habit of
exterminating each other. About three times as many gals as guys.
AIDS is rampant and one wrong move will get you a bullet in the
head - only for the brave or mad. Burma is just a mess but the men
prefer to have gay sex than send their women out to work, so at
least the possibility of a genuine relationship exists.

Manila is a unique case, most of the gals relatively highly
educated and few of them interested in the local males. Many use
the bars as informal meeting places, plenty of what could loosely
be termed good gals around, but a huge number have already dropped
a kid or three and have the kind of priorities that at best can be
described as boring. Always worth a look but staying more than a
week can be soul destroying as the heat of the night
rules.

After that little ramble, back to the joys of Bangkok.
Despite all the repeated horror stories it is a sublimely safe city
to stumble around; anyone attacking foreigners and thus threatening
the massive amount of money that rolls in, will have the full
weight of law descend upon them. Not withstanding the odd
farang who turns up dead
in back alleys and who no-one comes forward to identify. Pattaya,
by the way, is famous for the number of healthy males who end up
dead in their beds - heart attacks according to the
locals.

Bear in mind, that the further you get from the capital the
less notice they take of the law and the deeper ya go into the
heart of darkness. Where a quick death, a compliant doctor and
indifferent police (all oiled along by loose change) means you can
disappear off the face of the earth!

If you want a coherent answer to what all the forgoing adds
up to, forget it. Just enjoy the easy sex, keep your heart for a
real babe who hasn’t been ruined by the scene (basically someone in
the eighteen to twenty age range) and get lucky!

Around the horn, or thereabouts...

There are bad nights and good nights everywhere. The last
diatribe obviously one of the former. My removal was so far from
reality that I hit out for Manila, just as that country was being
lashed by one of the seasonal typhoons. The plane ducked and dived
quite a bit and my dinner ended up part of Thai Airway’s in-flight
entertainment. The plane reacted by lacerating my finger, a sharp
edge of metal on the seat tore off a chunk of skin. The hostesses
were too nice about it, double-wrapping sticking plaster on the
wound, for me to threaten to sue.

In a world record, and despite the howling gale, a Filipino
taxi driver actually agreed to use the meter, throwing me into an
immediate paranoia that it was rigged to double or triple the
normal rate. It wasn’t. Pays to go up to the departure level even
though you have to be X-rayed again to actually get out of the
exit! The taxi driver spent the entire thirty minute drive ranting
and raving about the President, helped along in his rage by the
fast disappearing peso (52 to the dollar at that time). 90 peso to
Makati, the rates haven’t gone up despite the petrol price
increase.

Despite the power of the dollar, hotel rates in Makati had
been slashed yet again, though still more expensive than Bangkok.
The penchant of the Muslim rebels towards kidnapping having turned
off most foreigners to the, er, charms of the country. I was
pleased to see that the surly and dubious looking guys in my
favourite hotel had been replaced by women, though it took an
intense amount of complaint to get the receipt out of their hands -
I suspect they were ripping off their farang boss. As long as they didn’t
rip me off, I didn’t care...

Sunday night isn’t a brilliant time to hit the bars in
Manila, a lot of the girls take the day off. Chaos the latest name
of the bar next to the Traders Hotel... at least I think I got the
right bar as it seemed further away and the usual great density of
babes on the stage was entirely absent. There are a couple more
bars on Roxas but I didn’t bother with them, figuring that if the
best one had gone that downhill it wasn’t worth risking the Culler
frame in the dark patches of street between the oases.

Cars, cars everywhere but not a taxi in sight. In the short
walk back to Traders hotel I had to fend off urchins going into
begging pleas, some reprobate who was convinced I was gay and a
couple of ankle breaking holes in the road. Finally thrust the
Culler body into a taxi, only to find the blighter wanted 200 peso
to go to the Firehouse complex on EDSA... had to leap out of the
car at 10mph, left his door slamming back and forth in the
wind.

The next taxi driver agreed to use his meter but the youth
drove like he was in a GP race, full revs and much twirling of the
steering wheel. Luckily, I’d already thrown up my dinner. He
screeched to a halt outside the oases, only after an excess of
illegality and demanding that we divert to an apartment full of
wanton women. I let him down gently that the 2500 peso he reckoned
cheap was way over the top.

The Australian Club (or whatever it was called...) was
absolutely wall to wall with young, slender babes. The neon, along
with the beer, did funny tricks to the mind - up close they were a
lot less attractive. The one I finally agreed to buy a drink for
scurried off to put on some clothes (why, I don’t know) and then
spent the next thirty minutes telling me how ugly she was, how her
father hated her and how she had no choice but to sign up for a
sojourn in Japan.

Being a good old boy, I explained how she would end up
servicing 20 Jap’s a day for six months just to pay off the debts
incurred in her trip but she clung to the hope that she would just
be an entertainer. The mamasan wanted me to pay the bar fine but I
demurred, though as it turned out she was the best babe I saw this
time around. Didn’t quite go for her face (close up) and I also had
the feeling that given even a minimal amount of attention I would
never get rid of her. She scowled wonderfully when she worked out
that I wasn’t going to free her from the bar.

Oz Club I don’t normally like, so had high expectations for
the other bars. Mildly amused by some punk(ish) gals with dyed
blond hair who seemed about fourteen and gave me a look normally
reserved for the dirty mackintosh brigade (thanks!). The usual
sublimely slender and tough ex-GI gals were totally absent, they
had probably all found husbands! The latter lucky until the babes
had their foreign passports in their greedy little
hands.

Bit of a disappointment all round. Back to Makati and Burgos
Street. The first bar I went in to - don’t ask which because they
all look the same to me and I was getting a bit incoherent by then
- some sublime young babe was all over me. For the time it took her
to work out I wasn’t going to blow 250 peso on a lady’s drink (ten
of the blighters if you want to take her out of the bar) then I
ceased to exist.

Something strange has happened to the humidity in Manila,
despite the rain and wind, every ounce of water was drawn out of my
body in the short march along Burgos and I ended up feeling like I
was carrying fifty kilos on my back! Manila is totally knackering
even after somewhere like Bangkok. Pissed as I was with the Big
Mango I had the immediate feeling that I should head back there! No
pleasing some people.

First impressions weren’t mollified by a couple of nights in
the scene. There are a few really wild babes in Makati bars but
they are totally into the game, only interested in making as much
money as possible. They will give the same kind of attention to a
rich orang-utan as they will to a movie star; worth a hike if you
are an ugly and rich bastard. Being just ugly I was totally out of
time and place...

Save that there were plenty of ogres who would’ve suffered
the Culler attentions for loose change, though even they went a bit
hard of eye when I suggested they should pay for my beer. I ended
up taking out my angst on the hotel’s female security guard who
conveniently finished her shift just as I was waking up. Young and
lean, she refused all offers of money but only the fact that her
passport was being processed stopped her insisting on accompanying
me back to Bangkok. Have to try another hotel next time!

There are still hordes of Filipinas wanting to do the
marriage dance with foreigners - mostly virgins, too - but you have
to be totally serious and really have friends in the country to
make the contact. All my mates who have married Filipinas tell me
to piss off when I bring the subject up. Ah, the pangs of
fame!

Used to say that Bangkok was about ten years ahead of Manila,
but back in town it seemed to be a whole different planet. I was
high just looking at the familiar sights and spent the whole
evening gorging on the gals in Nana Plaza.

The go-go bars packed out with babes, even some genuine
country gals turning up - most having dropped a kid or two, alas,
but so fit I couldn’t work out if they were sporting a touch of
puppy fat or showing the degradations of child birth. Relatively
shy, you have to make the first move, big smile or drinking gesture
does the trick.

Some suited prick told the mamasan he wanted the one I had my
eye on but the sensible lass refused to have anything to do with
the idiot - what kind of moron runs around Bangkok of an evening
sporting a tie? His jaw dropped down to his large stomach (I doubt
if he was a suitable candidate for the Culler Diet plan - too
messy!) when she embraced the Culler form, renegade hippy in
Buddhist splendor (shaved head, wake up!).

Just her mane of black hair was enough to get me going, let
alone the wild heat running out of her taut little body... f..k me,
turned out she was 29 and had dropped two kids - I figured nineteen
and not far off virgin territory. But my first night back in
Bangkok I didn’t have it in me to complain!

Run a mile...

Packed out everywhere - Patpong, Nana, Cowboy etc - with
babes. Paradise found... or so I thought. I’d wander into a bar,
collapse on to a stool, grab a beer and just gape at the excess of
women. I’d stay clamped there for a couple of hours, sometimes...
either fighting them off if I hadn’t been in that particular bar
for a while or being ignored once the word was passed about
how kineao (cheap!) I was.

Some gals went into a minor rant when, after buying them a
Cola, I refused to pay the bar fine. Wasting their time! Others
kept at it, all over me, refusing to believe I could resist their
charms. Some of them wanted crazy money - 2000 baht for the night -
and looked bewildered when I said it sounded about right - for a
week. A couple were even willing to go for free but they didn’t
have enough charm for me to pay the bar fine.

I really do pity any innocent who turns up in the Orient for
the first time. Haven’t got a chance of surviving the attentions of
the gals, just so totally overwhelming in their beauty and the
amount of attention they pay to the punters, whether they be
eighteen or eighty.

I was in this Cowboy bar around Midnight and it was like
someone had cloned the perfect Thai girl. 40-odd kilo’s of tempered
steel muscle sheathed in dark brown skin, wildly beautiful face,
crazy black hair and heart breaking smile. About fifty of them, a
tribe right out of heaven.

After I put my brain back together and reinserted my
eyeballs, I realised that they weren’t really all the same. And the
more I observed the worse things became. These were your young
Buriram and Surin babes, Cambodian at heart and full of a wild
kinda heat.

Famed for f..king anything that could front the money and
then breaking the guy’s heart into a million pieces once his bank
account was empty. Heady stuff to play along with as long as you
can get out of the country fast when things turn nasty.

As my vision focused in on their skin I kept seeing big
purple welts everywhere - thighs, shoulders, middle of backs and
stomachs. Skin gone cancerous, a sign that HIV was turning into
AIDS. The girls say it was an inoculation gone wrong or a
motorcycle accident but you don’t get that kind of ruined skin that
way. The first time I saw it was on the katoeys in Patpong but they, these
days, seemed to have cleaned up their act.

Some of the gals had the lesions lasered off, others hid them
with tattoo’s. One enterprising lass had a laser job and then had a
tattoo atop the ruined skin, which looked embossed and easy to pass
off if you didn’t know what to look for. It was in the small of her
back, by the way. (One good reason to avoid Bangkok tattoo
parlours, what?) Another lass merely pulled her bikini up and over
the offending lesion, save that the strap kept falling
down.

The only gal who showed no signs of skin cancer had big,
circular patches of discoloured skin on the cheeks of her bum; made
me think she needed a bloody big needle full of antibiotics to ward
off some wild disease. A pity, she danced like a snake, had a hot
little body that in better times I’d have fallen for. Save that
close up her face seemed to spasm into a frog caricature; too much
beer!

Just about everyone else in this bar was affected. Might’ve
had something to do with the boss insisting on screwing every girl
who came to work for him, or maybe the gals were recruited from
upcountry brothels. Mostly under 25, not showing any signs of drug
addiction, it didn’t really make sense that they had the virus
going rampant so early - the usual incubation period, ten to twenty
years.

More likely they were infected with several different strains
of HIV, mutating fast into a stronger, more destructive virus that
wrecked their bodies from within. Already, the Thai strain of HIV
has become much more easily transmissible through straight sex than
the Western type!

A small minority of people highly resistant to HIV, don’t get
infected. Others carry the virus with no ill-effects for more than
twenty years. Bear in mind that’s HIV not AIDS, if you have sex
with someone with a full blown case of the latter no telling what
kind of stuff is going to be running around in your veins or how
quickly it will do for you.

As it happened, it was pay day and one gal who had clamped
herself to my lap, whose skin lesions were hard to discern but
there nevertheless - and I don’t reveal this stuff with any kind of
pleasure, it’s heartbreak city - was complaining about the
stoppages in her pay. Turned out she had been fined a 1000 baht for
not having a blood test that month!

Used to be infected gals would change bar every month to
avoid an AIDS test, now they just have their money cut. Same shit
with the pimps, used to be many bars wouldn’t take a girl with a
Thai boyfriend but now it makes more sense as the frail is much
more likely to keep working in the bar than go off with some
farang.

Bear in mind, a few years ago the one Patpong bar that did
regular, as in thrice weekly, HIV tests with a reliable doctor,
quickly lost most of its gals (many were katoeys, which didn’t help!) and was
then closed down! The only good thing about all the madness, the
dreaded pimps will finally get their well-deserved
comeuppance.

The Cowboy bar had a central stage with tiered seating around
it; most of the punters sat on the former, myself the only one
braving a stool on the edge of the stage. By two o’clock in the
morning the guys in the tiered seats were looking like rejects from
hell - ruined eyes, jowly faces and hunched up like battered
ancients; I probably didn’t look any better to them! I wanted to
wail, what am I doing here, over and over... but managed to
restrain myself until throwing out time.

Exiting into Sukhumvit in the early hours of the morning
wasn’t exactly the safest move in the world. A motley collection of
mad transvestites, weird hookers and drugged out babes gave me the
eye as I made a mad dash for the nearest taxi - there were about
200 of them double-parked!

My final sight of the night, some ravaged old hooker with her
dress up around her waist, squatting on the pavement and dropping a
load! The taxi driver found the sight hilarious, almost drove into
one of the skytrain’s pillars!

And it wasn’t just one bar that did my mind in. I’ve never
seen Patpong so awash with gals; neither have I seen so many with
skin lesions. They go all wide-eyed with innocence when I try to
probe where they have come from and where they worked before
joining the legions in Patpong. Couldn’t get any clear
answers.

Alas, lack of lesions doesn’t mean an absence of HIV. If only
things were that simple... The very first thing that the HIV virus
takes out is the hairline. Thais have fantastical hair normally but
hit a gay bar and at least half of the guys are prematurely
balding. Same with the gals, though its effect is limited to a
slightly receding hairline. A twenty year old Thai girl should have
a supreme head of hair, something a model would be proud of; most
of them in the bars are already f..ked!

A farfetched and outrageous sentiment? For sure, but one I’m
sticking to, especially out in the field! Go upcountry, you find a
deeper kind of beauty: the vast majority of parents unwilling to
let their kids work in the bars; just where are all the babes in
the Bangkok bars coming from? You most probably don’t want to
know!

Run a mile? About 5000 seems right!

Pattaya Pains...

Less than a two hour bus ride from Bangkok to Pattaya... it’s
not exactly a whole new world; figure Patpong-on-the-Sea! Pattaya
beach improved quite a bit, the sea almost looked blue and no dead
odour of pollution. Only one farang
braved the waters, mind, and he emerged with a
shaking fit, snarling at the nearby Thai kids. Does toxic poisoning
act that fast or was he just another mad ancient? No way to tell, I
certainly wasn’t gonna try to walk on water.

The nearest I got was a stroll down what passed for a pier...
and that was frightening enough! I actually like boats. It’s
getting in and out of them that proves troublesome; plus the way
the Thais turn into complete pirates once the boat is miles from
land - divesting you of all your worldly goods and landing you
miles from nowhere.

If you must, go with the crowds, much less likely to be
ripped off. A couple of floating restaurants were anchored a few
hundred yards from shore, busloads of Chinese tourists making the
trek on a variety of boats. Didn’t bear thinking about, eating
Chinese food on a madly wavering boat...

The pier itself would’ve had a Western safety officer eating
his skin. The flimsy wooden decking buckled riotously when a couple
of African runners shot down the length of the pier and I almost
somersaulted into the sea when the rusted railing at its end gave a
good foot after I put my weight against it. Nothing like trying to
look cool, my scream probably frightened the fish away - the local
fishermen gave me looks that would kill, anyway!

Something wrong with the Thai ecosystem, Pattaya was
incredibly hot even in the night, except when walking along the
beach’s promenade when a nice cool breeze off the nearby sea
dissipated the angst... which you wouldn’t want to do late at night
because mad packs of katoeys
lay in wait for the innocent, despite the cops
arresting them time and time again. Bangkok rejects I’d guess,
desperate for easy money before the virus finally takes them out of
their misery. Old generation transvestites, easy to spot miles
away!

Weird pimps and touts, too. One poor chap gave me the evil
eye as he organized a pack of cigarettes and strip of pills in the
middle of the street (the walking street part of Beach Road which
means that at any given moment there are only about half a dozen
motorcycles about to run you down), as if he was on some kind of
artistic high. Mind, the lack of snake handlers thrusting huge
reptiles into my face was a definite improvement on my last
visit.

If a lot of the local men seemed right out to lunch, they had
nothing on a couple of farang
hookers - Russians? - who were far gone on
something, and kept throwing themselves at the male tourists,
regardless of whether they were single or in a family pack. Weren’t
wearing any underwear, either.

A police officer looked on at their antics, obviously unsure
whether it was just normal farang
behaviour or something he should act on. In the
end, he just gave up and went back to talking to one of local drug
merchants. Didn’t see many cops in Pattaya, probably all
transferred to inactive posts for past misdeeds.

Every shape, size, age and nationality of foreigner - from
packs of Jap tourists through to whole English families. Plenty of
ancient sex tourists, too, but just as many young lads getting
drunk out of their heads and staggering around as if they had lost
it all. Most travelled in packs, as they needed mutual support to
stop themselves falling flat on their faces; the bars open all day
in Pattaya and the drinks cheap by Western standards. Wanted to
tell them they were taking up too much space but didn’t fancy
getting smashed in the mouth for my pains.

Head down the sois off Beach Road 2 for the cheaper hotels,
400 baht a night if you don’t mind the lack of an air-conditioner.
Not recommended in the heat of the seaside resort, better to pay
500-700 baht (big discounts for weekly or monthly stays) and pass
out to the sound of the manufactured cool. The only problem with
the cheap hotels, drunken farang
coming back at four in the morning, screaming and
hammering on the doors.

Fortunately, the vendors on Beach Road sell a useful array of
armaments... from lighters and pens with flick-knifes built-in to
stun guns! Not to mention knuckledusters and bloody big machetes. I
tested one of the stun guns on a nearby loitering canine - the dog
leapt a good yard in the air, eyes out on storks, before collapsing
on the pavement.

To be fair to Pattaya, there weren’t that many dogs around,
probably all eaten by the Cambodian beggars, a couple of whom gave
me wide, grateful smiles and carried off the stunned canine! No
coincidence that eating food off the street vendors does my stomach
in! Every time I eat the local food in Pattaya I end up with
serious food poisoning - the dodgy water not helping - so avoid if
you know what’s good for you! Thank God for Burger King!

Plenty of Go-Go bars but an almost total lack of gals who
hadn’t already dropped a kid or three; some real hardcore babes who
I’d seen working Nana and Patpong. Prices about half that in
Bangkok. The one gal I took a fancy to, nineteen and almost
perfect, was booked up weeks in advance but she could fit me in for
a quick session around noon the next day. I demurred. I wasn’t that
desperate. At least I saw no signs of the dreaded virus; maybe they
still did proper medical check-ups in the go-go bars, unlike in the
Big Mango!

I’d always found Pattaya hard going with regards to picking
up women - the beer bars saturated with them, but few I would want
to dip my wick in despite the reputation of the resort as being the
first stop for many country lasses. Unfortunately, most of the new
‘uns I came across were warned off the Culler Way by the mamasan or
whichever friend or relative had recruited them in the first place.
One of the perils of being in-country a long time - it shows in the
eyes, if not the cynical expression.

Alas, quite a few of gals in the beer bars were sporting
signs of AIDS in ruined scabs of skin, another reason to be wary of
the relatively easy going nature of such establishments. Also an
incurable strain of gonorrhea was doing the rounds, one German
youth boring me for over an hour with tales of time and money spent
in various VD clinics... didn’t stop him going off with one of the
hookers, though! A couple of days in Pattaya usually more than
enough for me!

Relatively cheap to hop on to the back of a motorcycle taxi
but I preferred to walk around. Lots of markets, reasonable prices
if you start by offering a fifth of the opening gambit! The further
away from the beach, the cheaper things become. Anything that looks
old is invariably a fake, so laugh at silly prices. I saw one old
dear sticking bits of wood on to a large carved elephant and
another guy with a stack of identical paintings that were actually
inkjet printed on to suitable paper. Loads of that kinda
silliness.

Ended up in Beach Road 2 bars. One had live music that was
passable, though the babes in mini-skirts were more than a
distraction. The other had a live cabaret, a mixture of young men
who couldn’t really dance, katoeys
who couldn’t sing and a few attractive gals who
at least focused the mind. Enough beer, it actually seemed quite
good though I couldn’t quite figure the couple of
farang men who drank
some kind of cocktail out of husked out pineapples! And they kept
giving me weird looks!

Some motorcycle taxi driver with a silly beard spent an hour
staring at me - gay or a pimp whose babe I’d upset? Haven’t got a
clue but he went away eventually. The beard did nothing to hide the
ugliness of his face nor the concentration of the hatred. Probably
a case of mistaken identity.

I ended up taking a convoluted route home to avoid anyone
finding out which hotel I was staying at. Method in my madness,
don’t ya know, as there is a minor industry in planting drugs in
hotel rooms and demanding 50,000 baht in bribes. And they don’t
take no for an answer. Another reason to be armed with a stun
gun!

Chiang Mai Chang...

The height of my visit to Chiang Mai, some Israeli chick
screaming abuse at me just as I was about to check out of the guest
house. Dirty f..king bastard, her rather shrill rant. Some ex-army
babe with steel muscle tone and a wild little body that the
previous evening I’d fully explored. She heavily intoxicated on a
mixture of the local narcotics, the exact nature of which I hadn’t
had the wisdom nor fortitude to learn.

Typical bloody Western woman, she’d been all over me during
the night, then disappeared complaining that her head hurt from
drug deprivation. End of story, thought I, falling into a deep,
contented sleep only to have reality catch up with me in the
morning. I went into Zen mode, totally ignoring her existence and
speed-walked out of the guest house fast enough to levitate. I
didn’t slow down until I hit the other side of town!

The old town, that is, bounded by a moat and what was left of
the city wall, took about two hours to walk around its perimeter or
thirty minutes to get from one side to the other, Just about big
enough to hide out in until passions cooled! The relative lack of
heat and sane humidity meant walking was the order of the
day.

But only if you were farang. The natives insisted on cars
and motorcycles and viewed road crossings as a means of targeting
pedestrians. In Bangkok, if you walked into the sea of traffic they
would actually make an effort to brake or steer around you; not in
Chiang Mai, had to hop, skip and jump through the blind idiots - I
doubt if any of them ever took a test. Chiang Mai is small enough
to get away with a complete ban on all powered vehicles!

Another guest house, 100-200 baht a night. Best to go for a
shared bathroom as it’s an easy way to meet farang gals, wandering around in the
night with minimal clothes on. Mostly trekkers and young, their men
seemed zonked out and totally disinterested in sex. I had a lot of
slack to take up but I wasn’t complaining. The American girls the
best bet as they would do absolutely anything - in fact, demanded
it!

The lack of sexy Thai women the cause of this regression. I
wouldn’t have bothered normally but there were so few attractive
gals in the myriad beer bars that I would’ve been eating my flesh
in frustration. The local men liked tall, white skinned gals with a
bit of meat on them and these babes all thought they were the
business, annoyed when I didn’t concur.

Many of the girls weren’t even from the province but had been
shipped in from dire places like Korat, which would’ve been okay if
they had brought in some decent women rather than the Bangkok
rejects that predominated. The only really stunning woman I saw
refused to talk to me - typical! You could put all the young women
in the beer bars into one of the large Nana bars and it would still
seem a bit empty.

I kept having flashbacks to Manila... many of the girls had
the same dog jaw as the Filipinas and insisted on emphasizing it
with an excess of lipstick. There just wasn’t the density of
beautiful women - I counted 35 in five days, about the same number
I’d see in thirty minutes in Mabookong. Mind, the gals working in
the shops, department stores and restaurants seemed well educated
and if you got through the initial reserve quite happy to be
chatted up. Some potential there.

If you want to piss the bar girls off just tell them that the
passing parade of hilltribe women in native costumes are beautiful
- I loved the bone structure on the Akha babes in particular, even
the forty year-olds looked kind of cute. They are held in utter
contempt by the Chiang Mai women. Had quite a few trying to sell me
silver jewellery and they all went into big smiles when I asked
them some personal stuff, though their Thai was as minimal as my
own. A couple of farang
residents had gone up in the hills and bought
themselves Akha wives, the legal age of consent
meaningless!

There were a few go-go bars on Moon Muang road. In one, a
katoey asked which of the beautiful girls on the stage I wanted.
The stage was big enough for forty frails but held only four, none
of whom were young enough to call girls and so far from beautiful I
almost pissed myself with laughter. The bar was plagued with Thai
men working as waiters, and they along with everyone else gave me
nasty looks at this display of farang audacity. Sensitive
creatures.

In another go-go bar there were three times as many women but
they had all dropped kids; the most attractive a Chiang Rai lass
who was 29 and at least had a slender body. 300 baht for the
bar-fine and five hundred for her for an all-nighter her best
offer. Beer and lady drinks ran from 60 to 70 baht, so a lot
cheaper than the Big Mango. As there were plenty of younger
farang gals available I
didn’t indulge.

In another go-go bar, off Loi Kroh, there were about fifty
gals... and two hundred local men! The gals were all on the fat
side, dancing in elaborate nighties that looked absurd. The beer
was a hundred baht a bottle and there were some kind of shows
promised but I didn’t stick around for long - would you?

Outside, a square of beer bars with both a boxing ring and
cock-fighting pit! The former was populated by a couple of local
men who took turns hitting each other until one of them got angry
when they played it for real for a short time. The cockerels didn’t
fight to the death, either, so I gave that one a miss. The gals
were all dismal, not even very friendly.

The back lanes off of Singarat had many a small bar but all
seemed so horrible to me that I didn’t stay around for long - the
pimps and touts outside looked like they were both far gone on
drugs and the effects of the dreaded virus whilst the gals inside
had all the hallmarks of blowing their youth (some recruited as
young as twelve) in the ghost brothels.

There was one relatively up-market joint that ran to a snake
show, one of touts reckoning the gal infamous the world over for
her beauty and sexuality. Yeah sure. Not the kind of area to hang
around alone in the early hours of the morning but it was only a
five minute speed-walk back to the relative safety of the old town.
Didn’t bother with the tuk-tuks as they are infamous for taking
male tourists on a brothel tour whether they want to go or
not.

On first glance, though, Chiang Mai shows little sign of such
nastiness. The climate’s vastly superior to Bangkok’s with little
of the body destroying humidity; in the December night some serious
clothing needed. Wandering anywhere in the old city in the day,
even down the narrow back alleys, reveals an incredible excess of
ornate temples and a wild architectural diversity.

On the face of it, the city lacks any of the immediate sense
of evil of somewhere like Udon Thani, evinces a feeling of safety
way ahead of even the Big Mango - despite the police’s reputation
for bribe-taking. But it’s not the kind of place to go in search of
women unless you have the time to romance one of the locals rather
than play around with the bar girls.

There’s an excess of bars with live music, huge markets
( farang prices
are three times what the locals pay, as opposed to ten in Patpong,
but hard bargaining will attain the local price) where there are
actually craftsmen (and women) making things (as opposed to the
plethora of Chinese imports in Bangkok, though there are plenty of
those, too), an excellent climate and a nice feeling running
through the city. Great place to hide out with that dream gal
you’ve extracted from some Bangkok bar!

Down and Dirty...

The most frightening sight in Bangkok’s usually a pack
of Katoeys, half
eaten away by the dreaded virus... few places evince immediate fear
and loathing in the Big Mango. Surprising then to be thrown into a
panic attack when wandering down Sukhumvit Soi 3 (Nana).

Hadn’t been down that particular soi for a long time, the
Grace Hotel coffee shop used to be a hangout for some
farang, but the soi
mostly watering holes for Arabs. The only reason for the excursion,
the new girlfriend (don’t ask!) had lost her sister, feared the
worst (that she’d become a street-walker) and there was a chance
she was in Soi 3.

Plenty of lost souls, anyway. After a while in Thailand, you
tend to forget how terrible farang
hookers usually are - likely as not, drugged,
ruined by disease and run to destruction by awful pimps; the vast
majority of the women nowhere near beautiful nor sexy.

Soi 3 a good reminder of how bad things could get in the
West, a huge number of Eastern European hookers. They barely
restrained themselves from grabbing hold of me - if I’d been alone
I would’ve been a goner! The ugliness ran deep, surpassed only by
the aura of intensely ingrained violence.

Things went from bad to worse a few yards into the soi. A
couple of African louts decided to take over the pavement, throwing
us into the chaos of the traffic. They gave me a baleful glare
before cheering up when an ancient, wrecked Arab guy tried to pick
them up. God knows what sexual permutations the three men were
going to cook up.

There were a lot of other African guys hanging out in the soi
some turned out to be pimping for the Eastern European whores - you
have to admire the intelligence of these women, coming all the way
from Poland or Romania to let Nigerian or Ugandan guys take control
of their lives!

The girl I was with spent a few minutes talking to some fat
Thai woman, a sufficient distraction for one of the more far gone
hookers to grab my arm, shout to the world that I could have any
hole I liked for 500 baht. She looked like she was about to fall
apart from multiple diseases and snarled alarmingly when I
hot-footed tit he half yard to the side of the Thai gal. And I was
supposed to be protecting her!

The only way to deal with thoroughly mad women, or
transvestites, is to run! If you hit them you will only get their
friends piling in on you. Absolutely no point talking or trying to
reason with them. Most such crazies are too far gone to match a
rapid sprint, especially if they are perched on
high-heels.

The Thai gal was complaining because she thought the soi
wasn’t Thailand any more, some strange hole in the country that she
couldn’t understand, decided her sister wasn’t that far
gone!

Had to fight our way out, between the Africans and the
hookers there wasn’t much room on the pavement and any one of them
looked like they would happily knife either of us. All this, after
the police had raided the soi and rounded up some of the miscreants
a couple of weeks previously.

Back in Nana Entertainment Plaza, a whole different world but
not one without its own brand of ugliness. The worst of it, the way
the place absolutely destroys the young and beautiful gals who
start out there. A couple of the bar owners take a perverse delight
in first f..king the gals and then getting them to work in the
shows. This kind of mean-minded nastiness all too prevalent amongst
bar owners, some Thais in Patpong making the girls work in the
upstairs bars first before allowing them on to the more lucrative
ground floor circuit.

Although most of the girls are supposedly free to work where
they chose, sometimes the mamasan goes berserk, threatens the gal
with disfigurement or worse if she doesn’t come back to the fold.
Too much loss of face!

The girlfriend had the good grace to explain yet another scam
when we were in one of the big downstairs Nana bars. Loads of
Buriram and Surin gals but they had always left me a little dazed
and confused, as if they had been trained in the art of extracting
the most money from farangs
and guided in looking out for the biggest suckers
- elderly and obese Westerners.

Another thing that confused me, their willingness to stay
overnight, which sort of indicated they weren’t being run by the
pimps. What was actually happening was that their
mangda wasn’t the love
of their life, just part of a business relationship. One pimp
recruiting five or six gals from upcountry, running them with the
collusion of the bar owners. The Thai asshole taking half of their
money, passing some of it to the godfather back home and some of it
to the bar.

Any poor farang falling into the clutches of these people wouldn’t just have
to deal with the love of his life, also the pimps and other
shit-heads in for the take, as well as the usual extended family.
It’s only a couple of the bars that are doing this at the moment,
and about half the girls in these bars are covered by such a deal
(they will absolutely deny it if you ask them - but what’s new
about that?).

Basically, the bar scene in Bangkok is totally f..ked. Take
out all the gals who are being run by pimps, ignore anyone over 21
because of the AIDS problem, not to mention those gals with obvious
signs of the disease, narrow things down further by refusing to
have anything to do with women who have dropped kids and/or haven’t
got the body/face to inspire... you’d be lucky to end up with a
dozen babes! And that includes two virgins in one bar - one fifteen
years old (you are about to be arrested or financially castrated,
so don’t even think about it!), the other eighteen!

Much better, if you are still presentable that is, to hustle
the gals in the shopping centres and department stores or even gals
selling from the street stalls. Not the beggars, though, they are
run by the mafia - some really attractive women there! The former
girls are amazingly receptive to a bit of charm. The last time I
smiled at a young girl in a shop in the West she scowled and looked
like she wanted to phone the police - you have to remember where
you are!

If you must hustle in Nana, then do the rounds of the smaller
bars, some really nice women hidden away in them, though on first
glance they can look incredibly boring.

Exiting Nana Plaza, around three in the morning, the soi was
dense with the usual mad mixture of people, plus some loitering
Africans. One tried to bump into me but I sidestepped, his momentum
throwing him into the path of a tuk-tuk. I would’ve laughed except
that his partner was loitering behind me, ready to pick my pocket!
With hundreds of drunken Westerners exiting the Soi, had to be an
easy touch for the Africans.

Worse yet, a few of the rougher-looking African pimps -
Ugandans? - were collecting their Thai women after a hard night’s
work in the Plaza. One immediately set about slapping his woman
when she only produced a couple of twenty baht notes. The lack of
dosh not surprising, she looked about fifty!

The girlfriend was even more shocked at this stupidity than
myself, glaring at a group of Thai transvestites who looked like
they were about to attack us. The police appeared to have locked
themselves in their airconditioned kiosk at the corner of the soi -
sensible chaps!

We hurried across Sukhumvit into one of the waiting taxi’s,
well relieved to get out of the area in one piece. The general
feeling amongst the authorities in the city, that anyone out so
late should look out for themselves; the more feral local
and farang males
taking on harsh canine expressions, gearing up for the kill; bear
in mind, they lack any sense of humour!

Yet More on Bars...

In the Cowboy bars, as well as the expected young gals there
are plenty of more mature women, a couple all over me, practising
their tongue technique and all but ripping my shirt off! Bloody
hell, tried to explain that I was a shy and retiring kind of chap,
which just got them all the more wound up! When they went off to
amuse some rich ancient, didn’t know if I should’ve been relieved
or annoyed. Another beer, they faded from memory. Which is pretty
much the fate of the farang
bar owners in Cowboy.

Nana Plaza just a crazy place, these days. I don’t know if
I’m coming or going, or if it’s heaven or hell. There are so many
angles, so many places the girls are coming from, that to make any
kind of sense of the area is impossible. The only thing you can do
is go with the flow, turn up there and see what kind of creature
comes out of the insane density of women.

It’s easy enough to say no, just declare a lack of monetary
fibre... even then some of the girls are so convinced of
farang money that they
refuse to bite. Have to be careful not to insult the girls to their
faces, they mostly have fierce blood and a liking for instant
retribution.

This strength, although alarming, isn’t without its
attraction, the steel within the velvet skin as enticing as the
nuclear heat generated... but bear in mind, that the gals are quite
willing to come on the back of their lust; lust, alas, for money
rather than the farang. This confuses foreign men utterly and
completely!

I really, really wish they would dump the shows in Nana.
Apart from not wanting to take a high velocity dart in the eye
(shot from you know where!), the penchant for lesbian shows is
absolutely boring and I would much rather watch a stage packed out
with naked, or near naked, gals dancing their hearts
out.

Some bar owners try to educate their gals by showing hardcore
pornography on the TV, which is marginally better than football (I
mean what kind of idiot comes 5000 miles to watch soccer?), but the
vast majority of the women are only interested in straight sex
(most of the gals in the shows aren’t really lesbians), although if
you hang out with a Thai woman for long enough she will do pretty
much anything you want.

Nana is also pimp city, though most of the men hang out in
the nearby snooker clubs rather than loitering with scowls in the
car park (or what was the car park, on a lucky night you might just
find the space to park a small motorcycle). Thai men like, indeed
need, to take the piss out of foreigners and it’s no small joke
that a large percentage of the gals working in the bars served a
long apprenticeship in various brothels/massage parlous both in
Bangkok and upcountry; the latter much more dangerous as condom use
is laughed at by country lads.

If you know what you are doing, aren’t drunk out of your
head, the brothel girls can mostly be spotted by the dead eyes -
though those motoring along on some local concoction of drugs can
have a glazed visage that can be mistaken for innocence! Nothing is
ever simple in Thailand.

Patpong isn’t confusing at all. Money talks. There are only
two bars I actually like to hang out in, but both of them have an
extreme density of pimps on the premises. Some serving behind the
bar, others pretending to be waiters. Some mind bendingly beautiful
women, mind. They largely ignore me, been there too many times
without coughing up bucket loads of dosh.

Often I get so disgusted with the ambience of greed in the
Pong, that I have one beer and head for the inconveniently located
skytrain (you have to batter your way through a million or so
shoppers on the narrow ribbon of pavement left by the stalls) on
Silom - why the f..k they call the station Salang Dang when it’s
the only one on Silom, I don’t know; totally confuses the tourists
- there are lots more amusing places in the Big Mango. And there’s
always Pattaya,

Hard Life...

I was in this downstairs Nana bar - not one of the really
infamous ones, but I don’t see why I should name it and spoil the
scene totally, right? - rather than the usual fifty or sixty gals
there seemed to be a few bus-loads of extra frails from Surin and
Buri-ram. Packed so tightly on the three stages that it was a hard
job to get a clear view! Had to be at least two hundred girls
packed into the place; the regular dancers looking totally pissed
off. Not helped any by the high season being over.

This girl saw me before I saw her, what I saw first of all
was the grin! Call it full-bodied or just stick to mind blowing or
something much ruder. The smile even seemed to reach her eyes. And
it was the first bar of the night, therefore the first Chang, so I
wasn’t even drunk. Being a gentleman and a scholar I gave her the
grin right back, a pretty easy thing to do as she had a perfect
eighteen year-old’s body that seeped out lust and the face of an
Oriental angel... naturally, my smile was as angelic.

She also had the wildest breasts I’d ever seen, not in any
way large but they were splayed outwards and upwards with a set of
hotly engorged nipples. It doesn’t pay to stare with your tongue
hanging out so I surveyed the rest of the scene but often glancing
back to her, always getting the grin.

If it was my first night in Bangkok I would’ve fallen in love
with her on first sight. Even Kate Moss, circa sixteen, wouldn’t
have got a look in. I had the minor problem of getting rid of one
of the regulars who I occasionally bought a Cola, but no big deal -
I’m used to death stares and beauty disfiguring scowls! She has
already sussed what was going to go down and sat a yard away from
me!

The dancers changed but I played it cool, not trying to grab
her or catch her glance as she came off the stage. The gals hate
guys who try to grab them, or, even worse, get the mamasan to send
them over. Most uncouth! Didn’t surprise me in the least when she
popped up out of nowhere, the intensity of the grin mutating my
brain cells so there wasn’t even the remotest chance that past
experience would have any say in the matter and the heat coming off
her body raising the surrounding temperature by about ten
degrees.

And she spoke sod all English, a good sign! She comprehended
enough of my Thai to tell me it was her first night, she claimed
nineteen but up close looked about fifteen, and she’d come all the
way down from Surin, though I suspected Cambodia. You could spend
years wandering around the bars until you got this
lucky!

I should’ve know better and not been in the least bit
surprised when she muttered something about sexy dancer, gave me an
apologetic grin and loped off to the toilets. The Thai girl who I’d
refused to buy a Cola gave me a vicious grin and went off to annoy
some ancient German. I cursed myself for being slow to buy a Cola
for the Surin gal...

The next thing I know the lights go off, the gals disappear
from the stages, and then the spots highlight the Surin lass
wearing nothing except for a skimpy negligee. I eyed the bottle of
Chang on the edge of the stage with fear and loathing. The owner of
this particular chain of bars has the bad habit of getting the most
attractive girls who cross his path to do the shows - bastard!
Probably because he knows that they won’t last long in the bars
otherwise, too easy for the punters to fall in love with them and
fund a more pleasant life.

The usual shit went down, the gal ending up pouring the beer
over her body and then inserting the bottle between her legs. The
whole bar agog at the spectacle, the bargirls as much as the
punters, and the waitress looked shocked when I paid for my beer
and walked out. Figure a girl willing to do that for a couple of
extra thousand baht a month is either stupid or greedy, beyond sane
help. I managed to stop myself head-butting the full length wall
mirror, recalling the time some French guy had given it smack,
the farang boss
reared up out of his sewer and threatened to beat him to a pulp;
the guy eventually taken away by the cops. You have to laugh, even
if it takes a bit of an effort sometimes.

Weird times in Nana, though. I’m nearer fifty than forty,
even if I’m almost mean and lean, these days, but I had a few
teenagers (in different bars) grabbing hold of me like their life
depended on it - and only a really surly bugger would begrudge them
a Cola, and I’m not that far gone - declaring themselves willing to
go all night for 500 baht! Trouble was, my mind was still grappling
with the madness of the Surin babe.

It’s an interesting character test, though, refusing these
young ladies’ kind offers. They either storm off, incredulous,
accuse you of being gay and wanting a katoey, or - rarely - act all
demure. They sometimes offer the use of a short time room on the
premises, figuring some retributive wife or friends thereof lurking
outside. When I get into that stuff, will some kind reader shoot me
in the head!

Nana ain’t exactly paradise on earth, though there are
thousands of girls packed into the three floors of bars. It’s all
about maximizing the income for the farangs running the bars, not to
mention the shadowy local figures in the background. Between these
greedy bastards, the pimps living off the girls and the hordes of
loutish tourists (though there are also plenty of young guys), the
girls but rarely get way ahead of the game.

Wrist slashing, suicides and brain destroying speed sessions
more often than not ruining the women, who are under pressure from
all sides - bosses, mamasans, friends, boyfriends, husbands,
families, sometimes even whole villages, and even their
various farang men. Much easier to lose massive face than gain it. Not that
it’s really any excuse for all the shit they bring down on
people.

I don’t know... I love Bangkok even without the wild
nightlife but the way things are going in that scene really pisses
me off (you might’ve worked that out all on your own) and I’m close
to saying forget it (especially when you throw in the incurable
strains of VD and the AIDS epidemic); stay home or go somewhere
else...

Sounds great, but once bitten by Bangkok it’s hard to find
anywhere that compares! It’s a weird and wacky addiction, with sod
all self-help groups - not that I would go if there were - and no
way to get it out of your system. For sure, you can't deny the
energy of the place, the beauty of the women and sheer sensuality
in the air... just go on some kind of mad sexual rampage, treat the
girls as if they are nothing more than cheap pleasure objects, but
it’s just tired old bullshit and you will end up one of the many
walking dead (I often see guys, some of them not particularly old,
who look like they should be dragging their coffins around with
them!). Bottom line, you’ve got to win out - there is nothing
else!

Freak Show...

The plan was to hit the Southern bus station, ramble on down
to Hua Hin and Cha Am but that meant a two hour trek on two buses
and the BTS (just to get to the bus station)... Bangkok buses have
gone completely mad, by the way, the buses with the same number
doing radically different routes, so I would have probably ended up
in Morchit or somewhere. That was my excuse, anyway, for doing a
five minute run on the BTS to Ekamai and thence Pattaya.

You can tell when you’ve been in Thailand too long, your
timing gets shot to hell. The last time I was in Pattaya coincided
with Children’s Day and about two million urchins running around
out of their mind - the only time I ever felt guilty about a
beggar, some five year old Cambodian wretch looking broken hearted
that he was so far from the good life. I know, I’m all heart! I
knew something was wrong as they were running buses every ten
minutes instead of every half hour. Not very many
farang but loads of bar
girls and their pimps.

Early April in Thailand is f..king hot. Pattaya more so than
Bangkok, the humidity drains every ounce of water out of your body
within seconds. Mad dogs and Englishmen, more of the former in
evidence except for what seemed like half the American navy...
according to the excellent Pattaya Mail, 17000 grunts were
disgorged from a small armada of ships for four, five days R and R.
Figure about a half a billion baht spent and a couple of hundred
guys done in by the dreaded virus. All par for the course but ruins
things for everyone else.

Some of navy guys had serious problems getting through Thai
doorways even when they turned sideways; steroid warriors. Others
seemed almost seven feet tall, likely to be decapitated by the
overhead rotary fans. Judging by overheard conversations, the main
requirement for military service, these days, is the ability to
swear continuously; the tiny, by American standards, portions in
Big M and Burger King caused quite a lot of ranting and
raving.

Feared a total rampage once they were let loose on the beer,
but call me a stubborn idiot if you must, I decided to hang tough
and see what happened. Actually, it was a bit of a disappointment,
the highlight one steroid warrior tearing off all his clothes and
dancing naked; the girls pissing themselves as he had a set of
tackle likely to cause even the most blasé local katoey to go
running for the doctor; the huge bulk of his body making it look
all the more ridiculous. Even the pimps were preening
themselves!

Keeping up a strong navy tradition, there were huge groups of
grunts in the gay section of town; god knows what they got up to,
too distasteful to delve into. There’s some kind of gay festival
planned for later in the year, causing a lot of straight
local farangs to
go off the deep end. It’s less repulsive, though, than Songran when
you get buckets of water, hose-pipes and huge water guns in action
(depending where you live, from the 12th to 19th April)... to add
insult to injury, the well off Thais all go abroad!

Quite a large number of navy police were wandering around,
keeping everyone in line. My haircut had them all wired up, trying
to figure if I was one of the grunts - bloody cheek! By the way,
one of the effects of shaving all my hair off is that it’s growing
back in places I haven’t seen hair for decades. Just to go with the
flow, I’m growing a beard and as soon as it has grown out will
rename myself Rasputin. If you can’t beat ‘em, join them, is what I
say.

It’s probably just as well that I’m not armed and dangerous
because I would have shot the girl who was trying to sing in Bamboo
bar (where Beach Rd runs into the walking section); it might’ve
been called Bambee bar, by the way (yes, the usual incoherence).
Thais haven’t got a clue about singing slow Western romantic songs
and this bitch was so bad she almost caused my heart to jump out of
my chest in sheer rage. Four songs into the dirge she got better,
getting into an old Patti Smith number (seventies punk goddess who
had a waif-like body that wasn’t far off Thai perfect; ruined it
all by getting pregnant and going all maternal).

She eventually got into her stride and wasn’t half bad. But
nowhere near as good as the band in Larry’s Dive across the road.
Typically, all the punters and girls were in Bamboo bar. The latter
much more of a pickup joint, although one elderly tourist caused
much hilarity when the girl he asked a waiter to send over refused.
He then went and sat next to her, again getting the cold shoulder.
He stormed out, muttering German obscenities.

In one of the beer bars, one old bint - one of the many gals
who must’ve majored during the Vietnam war - was trying to explain
to a new girl how she could simultaneously service five grunts. The
young girl look confused at first then almost jumped out of her
skin with fear when she realised what was expected. Don’t know why,
but American servicemen love to have sex in packs; something to do
with their training? Not the kind of thing you could ask them. The
old dear then muttered about the stupidity of modern Thai
girls.

Don’t know if they were brought in for the navy, or if they
were part of another wave of poverty stricken country gals, but
there were plenty of class women in Pattaya go-go bars. Time was
when you might find one or two Thai men working in a go-go bar -
one pissing around with the DJ equipment, the other harassing those
who wanted a piss. Both usually had women working in the bar, would
occasionally go off the deep end when the girl got too enthusiastic
about the farang.
These days, though, I wander into bars in both Pattaya and Bangkok
where there are more Thai men than farang customers. They seem to be
especially thick on the ground in some of the more expensive
Pattaya bars. Rumour is that the family usually spend all their
spare cash educating the boys but I have never seen any positive
effects from such largesse.

The real assholes, though, were out in the street. Wandering
around with bloody big snakes wrapped around their necks or
particularly vicious looking gibbons clamped on their shoulder.
These reptiles found it really amusing to sidle up behind
farang and place the
creature under their ears. No doubt, a lot of the tourists got the
first bus out of town next day. Talk about thick and ignorant - I
bet they didn’t even bother to de-fang the cobras; and god knows
what viruses the monkeys were carrying (or their handlers, for that
matter). I skirted around them, my lead pipe stuffed down my pants
in readiness and hidden by the tee-shirt!

Still had me jumping out of my skin - the shuddering neon in
the sois and a mild indulgence in beer meant I was mistaking
flickering shadows for bloody big snakes about to eat me alive.
It’s almost as bad as watching some beautiful babe feed on
cockroaches, though at least they were (usually) dead and
fried.

Compared to the heat, though, these were minor
inconveniences. The open air beer bars were a waste of time, the
thick, water-sucking air was hardly affected by mere rotary fans. I
sat there in a puddle of sweat; even I could smell the odour. And
walking left me totally drenched. The only safe havens were the
air-conditioned go-go bars... any excuse, eh?

The Pong...

Long-termers, the kind of guys unlikely to get off with an
early parole if the authorities ever caught up with them, tend to
dismiss Patpong as being too full of tourists to be worth bothering
with. The scene has largely been ruined by a majority of the bars
being owned by one group, who have advertised heavily in Japanese
and Chinese publications. The resulting influx has made short time
the norm and prices ridiculous. I’ve walked out of the scene
numerous times and headed for saner quarters of the city, though
for some reason I find myself coming back for more...

I was in this Patpong bar, supposedly one of the better ones,
hugely amused at two of the aged Romeos/mangda’s (pimps). They had bodies of
kick-boxers but the combination of long, permed hair and faces
bloated with whisky made them both laughing stocks. Their women had
just gone short time with a couple of tourists, come back to the
bar and started ordering bottles of Johnny Black.

The guys moved in for the kill! The two tourists thought they
were on top of the world whilst the regulars were laughing at the
scene. Fair enough, the tourists were fat, bald and aged...
deserved whatever shit went down. The ugliest of the pimps - if you
told me his ruined, bloated face was done in by the dreaded virus I
wouldn’t have argued; he wasn’t far off elephant-man status - kept
swaggering over to the bar, getting the waitress to write out tabs
for the ladies drinks and stuffing the receipts in his shirt
pocket. The tourists too elated or far gone to notice when he kept
adding the bills to the pile already in the beaker on the table.
Don’t know how the guys were introduced to the tourists - gay
friends, brothers, katoeys? I had this strange urge to
take the lead pipe out of my boot and smash it into the mouth of
one of the pimps but I managed to restrain myself!

The owner of the bar always seemed a decent enough chap, so
I’ve no idea why he lets this shit go down (though one of the girls
has been there for a decade, probably his best earner). There were
another pack of guys behind the bar but I don’t know what scene
they were into; they kept scowling at me even though I was going
through the beer like an Aussie just returned from a month in
Saudi.

Patpong Two doesn’t have much to offer except for the big
gogo down the Silom end. A couple of bars do live shows, one does
blow jobs and the big bar on the corner with live music serves warm
beer - I almost got in a fight with one of the arseholes over it. A
couple of pick-up joints full of women too lazy to dance or
sporting bodies ruined by dropping kids; hardly worth the price of
a beer.

If I’ve got a babe in tow, I occasionally hit the katoey bars
(Kings Castle 3 and Kings Corner), just to see how far surgical
techniques and heavy doses of hormones can take things. Most of the
trannies on the huge side, easily recognised, though not to be
trifled with as they sport the equivalent of barely restrained
steroid rage. The new generation katoeys much harder to spot and
therefore much more dangerous; the only give-away left their lower
voices. Don’t bother going in alone, too risky!

I’ve never managed to work out if the guys taking out
the katoeys know
what is going down or not. The trannies will do absolutely anything
sex-wise, though they act all insulted if someone tries to pay less
than the going rate for real women. When they try to latch on to
the Culler body I always tell them they will have to be pay me -
lots of money! Always goes down well.

The other Kings Group bars are good for a laugh and there are
certainly some beautiful women in there. The odd new country lass
stands out; all the other girls seem too well trained and versed in
the art of bullshit. If you can get one of them to linger over a
Cola for more than a minute you are doing well. The Jap’s do a
double-take over the bill - can’t believe how cheap the drinks are
but they, like the overseas Chinese, tend to travel in packs and
the girls have to work hard to persuade them to desert their mates
for a ten minute sex session. You get the odd Triad type swaggering
around; they don’t take it too well if you whack them on their toes
with a heavy-duty boot!

It’s all kind of amusing if you already have a babe in tow
(but don’t leave her alone as either the mangda (albeit bisexual) waiters
will try it on or one of the gals will go into bitch mode, bad
mouth ya, even if she has never seen you before). It’s not the done
thing to hit the upstairs shows with a girlfriend; in fact they
should be avoided altogether. Some of the upstairs joints, just to
add a bit of fun and games to the night, are rip-offs - 2000 baht
for a beer.

I’m sure the last time I was in a down-and-out Patpong bar,
one of the waitresses behind the bar spat into my beer whilst I was
in the toilet. Something floating on the top of the beer and it
tasted odd. I downed it anyway and ordered another to clear the
taste. Figure they should open a crèche upstairs, given the number
of babes who had dropped kids. The gals aren’t the only ones who
can get bitchy, ya know. An interesting manoeuvre, by the way, is
to do a quick shuffle over your shoulder just after you have
started to walk out - half the time the wild grin on the babe
replaced by a nasty scowl!

Many bars have weird waiters who can’t decide if they are gay
or pimps, or some Thai combination thereof; and clock the huge
number of Thai guys loitering outside. An insult to the
intelligence of farangs
- but that shouldn’t come as any kind of
surprise, should it?

A couple of decent live music venues, a good disco
(Lucifer’s) and about two million stalls selling the usual replicas
and copies but trying to price them at five to ten times the going
rate. Even the 7-11 has got in the act, overcharging for a pack of
cig’s last time I was there. You can also shuffle off down to Silom
Soi 4 come one o’clock in the morning if you don’t mind the high
percentage of gays hustling in the bars, discos and nightclubs.
Bring earplugs if you are over twenty and watch out for the
underage gals looking for some action.

Dazed and Confused...

Songkran the usual madness... at least according to friends
and the local press - I did what every rich Thai in the kingdom
does, spent a week out of the country (the details of which had
better remain murky as I don’t want to be arrested just yet). 400
Thais died in road accidents - the mass flow from and to Bangkok
over the four days of the water festival causing total traffic
chaos - and the police gave up counting the number injured due to
the mixture of drunken revelry and the water play getting way out
of hand.

Just about everyone upcountry spent the long weekend drunk
out of their heads on cheap rice whisky, strung out on the back of
the disintegrating economy, not to mention the way their society
was falling apart - the only people getting rich, the whores, drug
dealers and gangsters!

The state of the Thai economy about as massive a loss of face
as the Thais could have, taking their revenge whenever and wherever
they can on hapless farangs
- who are so much better informed about the ways
of Thai girls and their pimps that such rip-offs are actually
verging, these days, on hard work! Tut, tut!

As always, returning to Bangkok was a welcome relief and it
didn’t take me long to get into the swing of things. The
temperature was marginally lower but you could still fry eggs (not
to mention brains) on the pavement. The beggars seemed particularly
desperate, waving what was left of their limbs around and screaming
imprecations, and the rats, bloody big things, were crawling out of
the sewers and totally ignored my threatening boot - we’re Thai
rats, f..k off farang, their eyes seemed to suggest! Throw in packs of wild, rabid
dogs... it was about as close to the wildlife scene that I’d like
to get!

Soi Cowboy seemed saturated with the dodgy birds. I was
lounging at the bar in one small dive and a couple of the local
louts wanted me to move along so they could get a better view of
the dancers. I went into Zen mode, made like they didn’t exist and
they eventually got the message. Turned out their babe had gone on
an all-nighter but it didn’t matter, they just ordered a bottle of
whisky and put it on her slate. Kept giving me the evil eye,
especially as some of the gals lavished a bit of free attention on
me!

Maybe it was just the end of the Thai New Year, the usual
flood of country refugees - now totally customary for the guys to
live off their women; all hell breaking loose when the expected
dosh doesn’t turn up. That is only a little bit of the badness,
when their women are out working they take on any gals going, often
sharing her amongst their friends. Up country, one guy buys a
brothel girl out for the night and then shares her with his mates
with no more thought or concern than sharing a bottle of rice
whisky. The ten percent AIDS infection rate amongst young men
probably an underestimate.

Nana still rules with regard to the sheer density of women, a
lot of them under eighteen. Don’t ask me, I can’t make much sense
of the place, no idea if the women are genuine or running pimps or
ex-brothel or full to their earlobes with disease or virgins or
whatever. Just hit and run on some babe, see what happens, the only
advice I can offer. Plenty of new faces in Nana, more than
Cowboy.

Dislocation rules. If she’s working in Bangkok take her
somewhere else (Chiang Mai is good) for as long as possible, do it
on a whim, give her no chance to get in contact with her pimp, etc.
Even better, go on a motorcycle, bus or car tour into the depths of
the country... just disappear off the face of the earth! Doesn’t
mean that much, alas, as these gals can keep their locals going
over years and years of separation; money means more than anything
else!

Beer bars everywhere in Bangkok, especially the sois off the
lower end of Sukhumvit. Soi 7 the most notorious, the usual mix of
newish babes and old-timers, mostly ex-cocktail lounge and brothel
- the more attractive girls doing five, ten Thais a day before
getting too old and moving on to the beer bars. The upside of such
places - if that is the correct expression - short time for as
little as 200 baht, no bar fines and cheap beer, though you really
need to be drunk out of your head to enter them in the first place.
The go-go gals in Nana call such places chicken farms! Bear in
mind, the combination of loitering katoeys and African men (nothing
against Africans it’s just that most in Bangkok are scam artists of
a particularly low order) doesn’t bode well if you look weak and
drunk, exit at two, three in the morning... make sure you wear
shoes that will let you run - fast!

Plenty of old faces around, bar girls who had married
farangs, gone to live in
the west and come home for the Thai New Year. Full of themselves,
or at least their easy money - many who left their husbands at home
sauntering around with their Thai pimps as if they owned the world.
One, married to an English guy, regaled me with tales of taking on
all-comers (sic!) in Petchabun during a Songkran orgy (water
fights, rice whisky, cheap amphetamines and even cheaper sex - get
the picture?). When I stupidly asked her about her husband and sex,
she glared furiously, said hubbie had run out of serious money and
therefore couldn’t have any sex any more - shock, horror, she
actually had to go out to work in a restaurant, her husband reduced
to being her taxi driver, hotelier and cleaner! But she was working
on a replacement, just had to get that valuable British passport
first, so she could then bring all her family over. Figured she
could pack them all in a free council house!

Weirdest shit so far, though, this gal in a local restaurant
(not one that is a front for a brothel) I frequent - a real sweet
little nineteen year-old right out of heaven - stopped giving me a
scowl (I spent about six months smiling and staring at her to no
avail - I’m a stubborn and persistent bastard if nothing else) and
bunged me a smile to die for! I only needed the slightest
encouragement... Figure she went home for Songkran, told her family
some farang kept
giving her the eye (I know she knew because she complained to the
waiters who kept looking at me as if they wanted to string me up!)
and rather than commiserating with her about ageing
farang not knowing their
place probably told her to go for it. Things are getting so
desperate up country that even the nice girls are giving up on the
life. Way to go!

Cha Am Charades ...

The large, loutish farang
gay seemed to be having some kind of fit, trying
to tear the seat out of the bus’s substructure. His Thai boyfriend
tried to calm him down, looking panicked as the conductress wobbled
up the aisle. The farang
screamed at the conductress that the seat’s
backrest wouldn’t go back to the vertical, no way he could take
three hours stretched out half horizontally. His petulance verged
on hysteria when he was told that he couldn’t move to the empty
seats at the front as they were already booked.

He gave no thought to the main reality that I was the one who
was really going to suffer as my seat was immediately behind his, a
major league contortion act needed to fit into the minor space left
by the ruined seat. He was still muttering obscenities as the bus
moved out of the Southern Bus Terminal, the Thai swapping places
with him. The Thai man muttering along with the farang that the woman was stupid;
obviously scared shitless that he might upset his means of support.
I began to get the feeling that a couple of days sojourn in the
South was going to turn into the usual desperate
madness.

I wasn’t even armed with any whisky, the new frail far from
amused by the antics of drunken farang; been forced by pure lust to
clean up my act! Oh well, you can’t win them all. Apart from a
Finnish guy with a Chiang Mai woman, all the other
farang/Thai couples were
gay men... that didn’t stop the conductor from glaring at me for
the whole length of the journey, thinking I was the cause of the
conductress’s massive loss of face - bloody cheek! Luckily, I had
the Bangkok Post with me and hid behind it.

Halfway down the road to Cha Am, the gal came back from the
toilet, complaining mem macma
and shagwell... so god knows what the
gays had been doing at the back of the bus! Well, He probably
doesn’t want to know. I certainly didn’t. Luckily, all the gay
couples were on the way to Hua Hin, so it was just us and the
Finnish guy plus woman sharing the baht-bus down to the seaside
resort of Cha Am. A 20 baht touch for a five minute
ride.

Cha-Am consists of a small town and long bit of sea with
hotels and restaurants lining the strip; a large, snake-infested
forest separating the city from the beach. Mostly small hotels, one
large resort type building The baht-bus driver hopefully dropped us
off at one of the more expensive hotels, figuring a bit of
commission on top of the fare. The Chiang Mai woman didn’t want to
wander the strip with luggage and demanded that the Finnish guy
install them in the first hotel at 500 baht a night for an
airconditioned room. She’d already accepted the taxi driver’s offer
of bit of a commission if she persuaded the Finn to take the
baht-bus as his means of transport around the area!

It took five tries but I eventually found a small hotel in
one of the sois for 300 baht a night... I didn’t notice at the time
that one of the walls was plywood! The room had an air-conditioner
fixed on its lowest setting (the control knobs taken away!) but the
cable TV kept the babe amused whilst I showered - the midday heat
was incredible, soaking my tee-shirt in about five seconds! The bed
was large enough for a whole family of Thais and I immediately
tested out its endurance with the babe. Nice, very!

Hustled out on to the strip at night. A couple of
farang families waddling
along, looking a touch bemused, and loads of young Thais on
holiday. If you like very dark brown, extremely slender gals with
cheekbones that would cut ice you’d be in a wild kind of paradise
in Cha Am... some working in restaurants and on the stalls, others
on holiday.

The only person I know stupid enough to buy a burger from a
Thai restaurant spent two years recovering from food poisoning.
There aren’t any American franchises on the beach strip but the
Thai food is of reasonable quality and cleanliness, unlike in
Pattaya across the bay. Fried rice and chicken chased with some
Chang beer kept me going without any bowel explosions...

I can actually recognize naff rice (made with poisoned water)
on the first taste, have been known to spit it out in disgust -
Thai restaurateurs don’t take too well to such foreign madness...
being well behaved, for once, received big, seemingly, genuine
smiles off the vendors. In fact, even the hotelier hadn’t demanded
money up front and as it turned out I could have walked off without
paying as reception was empty in the morning... an interesting
combination of trust and lushness, these southern Thais!

A swift march up and down the strip had the babe muttering
about crazy farang, and even with a strong breeze off the sea I was in
desperate need of another tee-shirt change. It was a bit like
trying to walk through water, the air so heavy that I felt it would
support my weight if I fell over. I kept getting intense erections
every time some young gal gave me the smile, which at least
provided some much needed energy!

The main road connecting the city to the beach takes half an
hour to saunter along, littered with beer bars, karaoke dives and
even the odd go-go spot. Some moron had replaced the sewer covers
with the wrong size of concrete slabs which were already half
disintegrated by the heat... swerving around one rather large,
enraged canine I almost fell half a yard into some dank water. I
gave the dog a good kicking, left the mutt howling away with a most
affronted look on his face. Bear in mind, Thais witnessing such
acts are thrown into a deep quandary - should they intervene, are
Thai dogs higher in the scheme of things than mere
farang?

In the city there’s a largish market selling both food and
clothes, all a bit cheaper than the cheapest place in Bangkok,
serving the Thai rather than farang
community. Cheered the babe up, anyway, but I
didn’t object to her need to buy some shirts at 50-60 baht a throw.
More than my life was worth after the enforced march!

We ended up in some karaoke cum beer bar joint about halfway
down the main road to the beach. About a dozen gals who were
youngish but heavily made up and gave the impression that they had
spent their early years in Hat Yai brothels. The other customers
were all young Thai men dribbling over the local whisky and trying
to affirm their existence by making an incredible amount of noise.
I was allowed a couple of beers but my usual order for a small
bottle of very cold Chang turned out to be a large carafe of the
same and a bucket of ice. Bastards!

The babe, who speaks sod all English, was left totally
confused by my rant about the stupidity of diluting beer with ice
but I managed to restrain myself from throwing the carafe over the
waitress who had gone into death scowl mode. I waved her away and
suffered the indignity of beer over ice. If you go whence
few farang venture it’s just one piece of shit you have to learn to
suffer.

Another, some drunken lout let loose at the microphone
absolutely convinced he’s the new Elvis Presley... sounded more
like Elvis Costello after someone kneed him in the balls. One of
his mates came over and waved an empty bottle of whisky Lao under
my nose but I ignored his existence by chatting to the babe who was
beginning to look frightened out of her wits. I grabbed the half
empty carafe just as the lout was going to steal it... he was so
drunk the empty air where the carafe had been swept him around in a
half circle, sent him wobbling off back to his mates. No point
trying to fight one of the bastards, they fight in packs, going
at farang like
rabid dogs when given the mildest excuse.

One of the Hat Yai women finally grabbed the microphone off
the drunken Thai, probably inspired by the way I was sitting with a
finger in each ear! Ooops, nothing like taking the piss. She
immediately put everyone into an exhilarated mood by going into an
Isarn chant, no idea what the words meant but the tune was
primeval! She kept going for thirty minutes which coincided with an
empty second carafe of beer... the babe had lust in her eyes and I
always get my priorities right in the end. I even splurged out on a
motorcycle taxi back to the hotel...

Hua Hin Ambles...

One thing about gals more than 25 years your junior, they
sure give the poor old body a workout. Thus I had no qualms about
taking a pickup truck/taxi the 25 kilometres from Cha Am to Hua
Hin. Normally, I would have been happy enough in a
non-air-conditioned bus, much to the babe’s disgust something about
their driver’s being totally mad. It was only 150 baht... or
supposedly, when we hit the city after speeding, sans seatbelts and
in all probability brains, flat out down a nearly deserted highway,
the driver reckoned the studs on my jeans had lacerated the
passenger seat, leaving a small tear in the fabric. The frail all
wound up again as the driver ranted and raved, probably figured
some kind of international incident was about to go
down.

As always, I was armed with the correct change, threw it down
on the ruined seat, grabbed the babe and sauntered off against the
traffic flow, soon disappeared down a couple of back alleys. Hua
Hin village built right up against the huge bay, a concoction of
mostly narrow low-rise buildings and winding alleyways. The Hilton
hotel towering over them.

The heat even more fierce than Cha Am, the first hotel within
spitting distance of the Hilton offered a fan room for 200 baht and
I took it sight unseen. After staggering up three flights of stairs
the small room turned out to be newly painted, complete with its
own toilet and shower. An overhead rotary fan and half a dozen open
windows provided a modest breeze that dissipated most of the sweat.
Hotels in Hua Hin supposedly expensive, the Finn back in Cha Am
reckoned he was going to take a taxi in each day for the beach to
save money. Just shows you shouldn’t believe all you read. Like Cha
Am, the hotel was pretty laid back not bothering with any kind of
registration. Tax men and reprobates on the run, please
note!

Weird farang next door, some youth sat on the bed with his back to the
open door, muttering to the empty room, probably far gone on the
local concoction of speed and ecstasy. Stupid, with so many
beautiful babes around who needs drugs - though, he had probably
had his heart broken by one? Tested out the bed again, my excuse
that the city needed to cool off from the midday heat. By the time
we’d finished, the rotary fan was making desperate noises,
threatening to detach itself from the ceiling, lacerate us into a
new form of the little death. All part of the fun of cheap
hotels.

Walked the bay as the sun fell down over the horizon. Had to
dodge yelping dogs, meandering horses and drunken Germans. The
horse hirers were quite impressive, running in front of the horses,
the reigns in their hand, as some novice foreigner tried to master
the beast. One poor chap was pumping his feet madly trying to keep
pace! The babe thought it would be fun if I had a go but I threw
her in the water, a sufficient distraction from such an
unwarranted, not to mention dangerous, form of exercise.

Most of the shore was cut off by the houses of seriously rich
bastards but we eventually found a narrow track back on to the
highway about five kilometers from where we started - not fancying
my chances with the dogs as the light faded and their wolf
character came to the fore; like Thai men, they hunted in rabid
packs!

Another forced march brought us back to the city proper where
there were a couple of markets to entertain the gal, though she
wasn’t exactly amused by the Culler Shopping Rule Number 1 -
everything she buys she has to carry!

Another total lack of foreign food franchises, save for some
pizza outlet. Ended up in a dubious looking Thai restaurant where
some old gal took a shine to the Culler form, cackling
law macma over and over.
She wasn’t even rich so sod that! She had the common decency to
place a fan next to my madly perspiring form. Away from the sea,
where a minor gale rolled in off the waves, there wasn’t much of a
cooling breeze.

Friendly enough people in Hua Hin, as far as I could tell,
none of the nasty scowls found in Pattaya. My stomach survived
another bout of local food; washing it down with a couple of beers
undoubtedly helped. Chicken burger lust, though, was beginning to
set in. By the way, the fried chicken in Hua Hin looked
particularly scrawny and quite expensive.

Lots of foreign tourists but mostly family types rather than
your desperate sex tourist. In the midst of what passes for the
night market there’s something called the Hua Hin Night Plaza, a
motley collection of beer bars and some reprobates trying to play
romantic swill in what probably made for the height of live music
in the resort. Thanks, no.

Collared by a couple of katoeys - old style, Bangkok rejects
who you could suss a mile off - who insisted we visit the Doi Boy
Entertainment Cabaret, not far from the Subhamitra hotel. Even
straight Thai gals find such entertainment highly amusing but being
mobbed by Thai men wearing lipstick the moment I put my foot across
the threshold called for a remarkable feat of back-peddling; but I
pulled it off without ending up in a heap. Turned out to be as
weird and naughty as entertainment goes in Hua Hin.

Headed back to Hua Hin village in a fairly mellow mood, the
frail complaining that her feet were hurting - a gentle hint that
she wanted a new pair of shoes to go with the new handbag (shoe
shopping is as boring as it gets, right?) - by the time we hit the
beer bar zone. Loads of them littered around the alleys, all the
idiots showing the same football match and hardly an
air-conditioner in sight.

I was convinced that someone was going to hand me a lukewarm
bottle of Chang and if they did I’d go right off my head on the
back of the incredible f..king heat of the night. I walked into the
only bar not showing football on the TV and the waitress
immediately switched channels to the match - the scream of near
incoherence was out before I had a chance to get myself under
control. I walked right back out leaving the gal to utter a cry
about the madness of farang!

The lure of a cold beer eventually overcame the sheer
effrontery of being forced to watch football and I even persuaded
the waitress to switch channels, some natural history crap only
enlivened by lions mauling lesser prey... the only other
entertainment, watching some farang
play snooker. The bar girls were all complaining
about the low season and lack of punters so it’s probably a cheap
enough game (been told 500 baht for an all-nighter). A mixture of
the usual old dears (anyone over 25 if you have been asleep at the
back) and odd newish babe.

Some ten year old flitted in and out of the bar, kept giving
me the eye! You’ve got to laugh, right? Her mother (working behind
the bar) told her not to be stupid, I already had a girlfriend and
she didn’t want to end up a minor wife, did she? God knows where
she got her maternal instincts from. Worse yet, some six year old
flower girl came in, kept grabbing hold of my hand and giving it a
heated tug until I gave in, bought a rose (ten baht). So God knows
what shit goes down in the real back alleys that only the locals
get to penetrate!

Found somewhere, near Wat Hua Hin, called the Rockestra,
playing live music with a bit of, er, life, in it. Rock rules.
Feared they would try the carafe and ice trick but actually got an
ice-cold beer for my pains; progress made. As we were the first
customers ended up with another fan placed next to my madly
perspiring form (just as well as the beer was relatively expensive
at 90 baht a bottle). The rock band replaced by a couple of idiots
trying to play folk music but I managed to pull the girl out of
there before I threw up.

A little further along the street, a dive called the Paladium
Cabaret, yet another old generation katoey show; one of the bitches
so heated up by the Culler body that she barely restrained herself
from tearing my clothes off in the street. The first beer’s 150
baht, 70 baht for the next, but by then the babe looked somewhere
between worried and frightened so we promised to come back later
but never did. Given the choice of entertainment between some
sublime young Thai gal and a bunch of ancient katoeys, which would you
chose?

Shopping and Sex ...

It’s always amusing to sit and watch the action coming and
going into Nana, one gal went short time twice in an hour - must’ve
been hot! A lot of the sex tourists looked like they weren’t far
off meeting their maker and the pimps have been forced to loiter
outside rather than inside.

Saw one notorious babe, married to a farang who let her come over for
Songkran, wandering around with her katoey pimp who was covered in
purple welts; skin cancer coming out when HIV turns to AIDS. Left
to his own devices, with fifty thousand baht a month sent over from
abroad, he’d obviously gone overboard on the available sex with
neither thought nor concern for the consequences. Of course, the
babe was stupid enough not to believe he was afflicted with the
virus and was still doing the short time blues with anyone able to
come up with a 1000 baht. I know because she made me the offer.
Told her I’d rather slash my wrists, which went down
well!

The Nana contrast: the younger and more beautiful the gal,
the older and uglier the customer (simply because that’s the best
way she has to make the most dosh). Not that there were many really
stunning girls walking around. Not like you’d find in Mabookong,
for one, though the real constant erection-zone, these days, is the
Weekend Market at Morchit. Go early, the bar-girls are still asleep
and won’t confuse things!

Take the skytrain to Morchit (the end of the Sukhumvit line)
and it’s on the left, about five minutes walk back from whence the
train came. An absolutely huge market with the massive downside of
being covered in such a way that it intensifies the heat of the
day. Sells everything from expensive antiques to cheap secondhand
clothes - you still have to bargain on the price but they never try
to get more than twice what something’s worth (Patpong vendors try
for five to ten times the going rate!). The worst culprits, the
drinks’ vendors who overcharge by about fifty percent and do a
roaring business on the back of the intensity of the
heat.

The more popular sections of the market, have to literally
fight your way through the packs of punters - which is okay if you
take a path through the babes. Large signs warning of pick-pockets
but no-one - sob! - ever bothers with me, having perfected the
hippy disguise. I was tempted to line my pockets with fish-hooks
but knowing my luck I’d forget and end up tearing my own skin
off!

Of course, going to Morchit to actually buy something is only
an excuse. You really won’t believe the sheer number of babes and
the total mind blowing diversity of their beauty. There’s something
so wacky in the Thai gene pool that the gals come out every which
way beautiful whether they be almost as dark skinned and flat-nosed
as Ethiopians or ebony white out of Chiang Mai. Or just about
anywhere in between such delightful extremes. Could fall in love a
hundred times over in a mere hour, which is about as long as I can
take of the extreme temperatures - and that’s in the
morning!

One cause of such a diversity of babes (and, hurray, as the
girls get more and more beautiful the guys seem to be eaten up by
angst and fear, so intense that it eats into and overcomes the
profound and deep-rooted arrogance they’ve sported over the past
decades, causing a fast and deep reaching physical as well as
psychic decay), Morchit’s nicely situated for a flow of fresh,
newly arrived country lasses as well as Bangkok residents
determined to make their money go as far as possible.

Many of the stalls have cottoned on to the fact that selling
hundreds of items with extremely slim margins makes sense, sending
the natives into a wild shopping frenzy - tee-shirts for 39 baht,
hats for 20 baht, pants for 69 baht, shoes for 59 baht... stalls
doing special-special offers that’ll have you run down in the rush
if you’re not fast on your feet. Vendors competing with each other
to make the maximum noise. Quieter waters found in the antiques and
art sections, some original paintings at bargain prices and minor
bits of furniture at prices that make you wonder what lorry they
fell off.

Whole squads of police patrol the area, no idea why - some of
them also working their own stalls, fronted by family or friends.
Can’t miss out on the action. Also some military types, though they
might just be security guards compensating for their lack of
status. You can spend a whole day exploring the hundreds of stalls
but you will need a decent supply of iced water, not to mention an
oxygen tank - saw one fat tourist collapse as she was climbing up
the skytrain steps, overcome by the heat and unwarranted shopping -
her purchases flew back down the steps, giving the Cambodian
beggars an early Christmas - the blighters practically tossed me
out of the way and I wasn’t even trying to grab any
freebies.

It was a wonder I hadn’t done myself an injury, anyway,
walking around continuously distracted by the babes, a good half of
whom insisted on giving me wild smiles - about ten percent gave me
a scowl, the rest ignored me. Most of these girls would rather hang
themselves than work in places like Nana, and even in a mind
bending recession/depression run a mile from the aged sex tourists,
quite a few of whom were loitering around the market - ever
hopeful. A few of them gave me nasty glares! They probably had to
wait for the afternoon influx.

In the right frame of mind (but not in the early May heat,
mate; nor with a nineteen year-old babe to keep happy) I have been
known to walk all the way back to the Victory Monument, even
Mabookong. Not exactly a shoppers paradise along those pavements -
a sort of junk market, plenty of stalls selling fruit and food, a
down-at-heel department store and quite a heavy bar zone, albeit
aimed at the locals - not worth investigating, you might get
bargain sex but it’ll come with some wild strains of AIDS and
VD.

Loony Tunes

I wander on in to Dollhouse - a week off from
she-who-must-be-obeyed as she has gone on a family visit - on
Walking Street in Pattaya and it’s the usual parade of babes, just
like you might find in their Soi Cowboy bar or if you could squeeze
your mind through the mill and get that far back, in their infamous
(now defunct like the whole area) Clinton Plaza dive.

Already bored, I find a stool on the far side of the bar,
annoying a couple of serious ancients by blocking their already
ruined vision. Play spot the katoey for a few minutes and don’t get
anywhere fast but have a bit more luck –if you can call it luck –
sussing a few possible AIDS victims. The real viral violence found
down on the Beach Road promenade, twenty-four hours a day,
farang and Thai
alike.

After five minutes, I grab hold of one of the cute little
Thai waitresses and demand an ice-cold Chang, in the bottle, please
- the more paranoid convinced the bottles are contaminated by rat’s
urine in the warehouses but I figure that is nothing compared to
what the disgruntled barmen are likely do to the glasses. And the
whole point of drinking alcohol is it kills the germs, right? The
waitress grimaces and pretends it’s all too much trouble, given the
legendary tightness on the part of yours truly.

I figure on draining the bottle in one good pull, ambling out
of there pronto when I spot her… eighteen, nineteen year-old babe
with a body and face to die for and, get this, dancing in bare
feet! Wild hair all over the place and a lack of sinuousness in her
moves that suggests she hasn’t been in town for too long. Sign me
up, please, but all my foolish grin gets is a scowl of total
disdain. Charming! She finishes dancing, flounces off to some fat
slob, all over him. I pay for my beer, fast exit, muttering
obscenities.

Three days later, an hour before the two o’clock close down I
am back in the bar, seated in a cubicle in the far corner… the only
spare space left – a bloody US navy ship in port combined with the
high season. Honestly, this was the only seat left – right next to
the babe! She’s talking with some youth who already has a bar-fine
on his arm but buying her a few colas nevertheless. Somewhere along
the line, she flashes me a big smile like I am a long lost lover.
Given that I don’t have much hair left to tear out I opt for the
usual lost drunken leer.

Next thing I know we are locked into conversation, much to
the annoyance of the youth and relief of his girl. About five
minutes later I find myself paying the bar-fine despite the fact
that the stunner comes from Buri-ram – the Africans of Thailand, if
you like, and there is nothing worse than an African hooker from a
good f..k point of view. But I give her the benefit of the doubt as
she reckons she was a virgin a mere two weeks ago.

She doesn’t dress like a Pattaya hooker – thank god – the
walking advert ethos makes me want to throw up! She even took the
half hour amble back to the hotel in good stead, a test of
character if ever there was one due to the coastal humidity and
tongue-lolling heat. Even the dogs didn’t fight back when I gave
the odd recalcitrant mutt a good kicking.

Hotel room, after staggering up five flights of stairs, she
heads for a well earned shower whilst I turn off her mobile phone,
an inexpensive Nokia that needs a tiresome two finger shuffle to
close down as if it was deliberately designed to foil
drunken farang.
Mobile phones have basically ruined any chance any
farang ever had of
keeping a Thai lady in check – and it’s only a matter of time until
the ultra-tech phones allow them to directly run their internet
scam lives from their handbags.

I dive in the shower and do a little mental jujitsu, helped
along by Vaseline and a three finger shuffle, on the old member –
f..k Viagra and the like, I zero on in a direct mind-cock link that
keeps me hard for exactly as long as I want. The ancient Culler
body actually sports an almost flat stomach, these days, the
slimness of a long lost youth locked in by a vegetarian diet that
helps keep the boner up to the standards demanded by modern young
Thai ladies (even if you are paying for it!).

Hardly enough room to swing a cat in the room, no easy escape
for the babe. I suspect she was hoping I was going to collapse into
a drunken slumber, as she almost leaps out of her skin when she
clocks the erection. The main light off but more than enough
illumination filters in from the bathroom to illustrate the
sweetness of her body once I whip the towel off.

I ignore her reluctance, silly histrionics and the way she
squirms all over the bed as I try to get inside her… been in town
far too long for any of that nonsense. Turns out she has the
sweetest pussy I’ve ever come across –and that is probably saying
something - tight and sopping wet doesn’t come into it. An hour or
so later, she looks as pissed off as I feel elated but rather than
doing a runner, curls up and goes to sleep.

The one place where age gets me, waking up in the morning,
bloated by a rare combination of humidity, alcohol and, er, mature
skin sag. Fortunately, being a cunning old bugger – amongst other
blessings – I usually manage a dash for the bathroom, cold shower
and shave, before the babe knows which day of the week it
is.

I stagger back into the room, wonder who the f..k the bloke
is sleeping in my bed. All the beauty drained out of the face, much
more masculine lines. The mirror ill-placed for me to have stepped
through so this was harsh old reality. The babe wakes up then, peers around,
gives me a startled look and finally a grin – the beautiful lady’s
back and my cock is ready for a second session. Same surly attitude
despite my almost destroying the bed.

Later, I bung her a thousand baht which gets me a slightly
bemused expression – I hurry on in that she can give it back if she
wants to give me a freebie. The day I hand over any more will be
the day I hit the road for Cambodia. I get a shrug for my efforts
and she decides to go off to eat somewhere with me rather than
heading home. A few hours of surliness later I tell her I’ll come
to the bar at nine o’clock to pay her fine if she wants. A
seemingly reluctant yes.

Normally, I wouldn’t have bothered but I was highly energized
by the sex so I ignored what I took to be blatant ageism and even
the dreadful possibility that she was actually a he – surely Thai
gender-bender doctors ain’t that good. I hit Dollhouse dead on
time, sit down by the bar and find the babe across the way - who
decides to ignore my existence for a good twenty minutes. I was
just about to finish my beer, get on out of there, half relieved,
when she pops up – a fleeting smile and then a dose of
surliness.

Another beer and the obligatory Cola, hardly manage to get a
civil word out of her (and I speak enough Thai to get by) but when
I ask very politely if she wants me to pay the bar-fine or not I
get a big smile and yes please. Bloody women! She goes off to
change but rather than hurrying back gets into some vocal
gymnastics with the mamasan and the cashier for a good fifteen
minutes, pointing at me a few times. Ugh, ugh, what have I done
now?

Then she’s very reluctant to leave the bar despite the fact
that I am going out of my way to be a good farang by taking her to
listen to some live music. I basically have to grab her hand and
yank her on out of there. I soon wish I hadn’t bothered, as she
spends all her time eyeing the musicians whilst trying to ignore my
existence, managing to spoil my enjoyment of what would otherwise
have been an excellent night out.

Another great couple of rounds of sex, another 1000 baht and
another dose of surliness in the morning; AND the more I look at
HER the more convinced I am that she could be a he, although there
are absolutely none of the usual signs, just that facial
transformation when she’s asleep. Cunning buggers, these Thai’s,
not beyond the bounds of possibility that doctors are churning
out katoeys to
perfectly match farang fantasies.

And here’s the kicker, when I gave the surly bitch her
marching orders in the morning, she’s totally pissed off that I
wouldn’t be doing another bar-fine that night! Go figure, it’s sure
all beyond moi!

AWOL...

Normally healthy men having heart attacks in their hotel
rooms, retiree’s ending up in a pool of blood in their condo’s,
tourists being mugged and robbed in the street, and packs of
katoeys coming out to
play like vampires in the early hours of the morning... just a few
of the joys of Pattaya. Not to mention some ex-girlfriend turning
up and trying to beat the shit outta me. Being something of a
gentleman and a scholar, I ran!

My timing still as bad as normal. One time it was every
couple with a kid hitting the resort for Children’s day; next it
was half the American navy on rest and recreation and this time
around it was the US army coming down to play as part of the Cobra
Gold exercise. Which was pretty pointless as a lot of the bars and
girls had already relocated to Phisanulok.

Unlike the navy, there were no army police wandering around
making sure things didn’t get completely out of hand. They more or
less took over two soi’s of go-go bars, hiring out one bar for the
evening and doing god knows what (I wandered into the bar, and they
had the video cameras running with the gals sauntering around fully
clothed but didn’t get any further before being turfed out - so
much for investigative journalism)..

The Rasputin beard means I’ve contravened all known
regulations on appearance, so couldn’t pass myself off as a grunt
and ended up getting some severe glares from various Orangutan
types. They obviously didn’t want any civilian witnesses. Gals,
and katoeys,
willing to take on three guys at a time were doing a roaring trade.
Prices for the gals had more or less doubled, ladies drinks up to
120 baht and beer 99 baht.

I like a drink myself - you may have noticed - but these army
types couldn’t hold their liquor and the barely restrained the
violence in which they were inured... the Thai police had sensibly
taken the night off, didn’t see one of the buggers loitering with
intent. The only good thing, they didn’t venture far from the
Pattayaland soi’s and a brisk walk along Beach Road got the army
guys out of my life.

The beer bars were packed out with girls but it was hard
going to find anyone relatively new to the scene. The hostesses
were pretty insistent, almost getting into a rugby tackle to
convince me of the rightness of stopping by. The incredible heat
had dissipated since my last visit, a pretty cool breeze keeping my
body temperature down. Didn’t rain, though it threatened it a few
times.

Like Manila, it’s not the kind of place where you want to
wander around with an excess of gold chains or a wedge of hard
currency... most farang
in Pattaya travel in packs but I prefer not to
have any witnesses! The further you wander away from the main strip
the more interesting the girls become - makes sense as newcomers
don’t know where all the action is unlike the hardcore
babes.

One bar, back amongst the GI’s, saw a really mind bending
frail (eyeballs not the only thing that wanted to pop right out!),
about eighteen and sublimely Lao until she claimed Buriram... she
was one of the sexy dancers, near naked, but looked with total
disdain on the hippy disguised Culler form, poking her tongue out
in disgust when she thought I wasn’t looking. Turned out she was
the mamasan, or the girlfriend of the boss, but not above going
short-time with the more rich, ancient farang when the boss was out of the
bar. Hardcore and so f..king beautiful at eighteen; what a
waste.

Short-time rooms abound in the Pattayaland sois, many of the
girls hardly bothered with an hello, just pointed upstairs and
shouted short-time at me. Farang
seen as walking ATM’s. I pretended to mishear,
looked at my watch and told ‘em the time of the day. Cracked a few
smiles, anyway. Pattaya bars one place where pensioners don’t get
any kind of discount but it didn’t stop the walking dead ambling on
in!

Another mind bending gal seemed off her head - drugs or
multiple shots of Tequila (an import from Manila, a few of the bars
named after old Ermita watering holes, the actual connection
unclear as my gentle enquiries were rebuffed) - simulating sex with
her cohorts and dancing maniacally... she mellowed out long enough
to give the Culler form the look-over and a heart stopping smile
but I’d already bought some other girl a cola (weird f..king neon
in these bars, the gal turning from sexy to somewhat pudgy not to
mention pissed off when I fended off her demands for a bar fine)
and didn’t really want to end up a referee to an impromptu fight.
Whisky and/or speed making the gals finely fierce!

Ended up on the other side of town, down by the Sunshine
hotel (the Pattaya Mail reporting a recent mugging outside just to
keep me on my toes). Only a couple of go-go bars but the one I
ended up in had some sublime Buriram (yet again) gals outside who
couldn’t have been much more than sixteen and I ended up talking to
a Klong Toey slum girl who claimed eighteen but I suspected
fifteen. Bought her a Cola, anyway, as she wasn’t far off movie
star status. The boss a corpulent Thai, so I don’t know how genuine
things were (the gal said he wasn’t very good-hearted)... I wasn’t
going to take a chance with some underage babe, not with Pattaya’s
reputation for OTT retribution.

BTW, if you are willing to walk a little way from the beach
the going rate for an air-conditioned hotel room is 500-600 baht,
which is pretty amazing value - all a question of supply and demand
and as the high season dissipates prices get lower, even with mad
army types coming out of the jungle wired up for some serious
fun.

Every time I walk along Beach Road Two there seems yet more
bars, and the third road isn’t far behind. Can probably spend weeks
investigating the whole lot thoroughly but I just ambled along
giving the babes the look-over; already sated with an excess of sex
from the nineteen year-old. Unlike in the Pattayaland soi’s, where
the gals looked totally sated (with both sex and money), the
further away from the main drag the more desperate the gals became.
Luckily, I can still do a hundred metres, or so, at a pretty fair
clip - especially when inspired by a bit of the old fear and
loathing.

All Change, No Change!

Happens sometimes, don’t know if it is a sign of a greater
malaise, but last time I spent a night doing the Nana bars it was
completely deserted of beautiful girls. My immediate thought was of
a police crackdown - all the gals who claimed to be 18, 19, 20 were
really 15, 16, 17 and the law had cleared them out of the scene.
Makes as much sense as anything. Unlikely they had all
simultaneously failed the AIDS test, though there were plenty of
wild rumours doing the rounds - more than my life is worth to
repeat them!

There weren’t very many farang around Nana, either, a bus
load of Chinese or Taiwanese or Singaporeans had taken over a
couple of bars, mostly in the Rainbow dives. Looks likely to go the
way of Patpong! The recent beer price rise coupled with the
hardcore nature of the majority of the babes has generally pissed
off the farang.
Too much greed.

One of the girls looked about sixteen, turned out to be 24
and claimed to have worked in a department store. Hot, hot, hot...
until she said she had to send 10,000 baht a month back to Buriram
to keep her brothers in whisky. Like most of the younger generation
of Thais, only interested in farang
for the money on offer.

The disco under the Nana hotel gets pretty wild from ten
o’clock onwards, packed out with women - a total mix, from old
timers holding out for some luck to newbies not quite sure if they
are in heaven or hell. Give the DJ his due, the bass wasn’t turned
up so high that the floor rumbled. Friendly gals who aren’t in the
least bit shy about showing their interest, though you have to work
the pack to find the really cute women.

Beer is expensive, most of the gals drink some bottled
cocktail or alcohol/fruit juice shit that is about twice as strong
as the beer and tastes like it’s eighty percent sugar. No bar
fines, no commission on the drinks (the gals get hustled if they
don’t buy drinks if they are on their own)... just about anything
can happen. Much better place than it used to be.

A lot of the small Soi Cowboy bars in a bad way, only one or
two gals dancing on the stage - and this was nine o’clock in the
evening! Not so long ago the small bars were rocking, more
interesting than the big dives but now the latter are staging a bit
of a comeback with plenty of new, or at least newish, gals in them;
didn’t seem like ex-brothel gals to me and they seemed nice enough
on first impression.

Worth an amble on over, or it would have been if there
weren’t so many mangda’s
hanging out in the bars - you have to laugh, one
lot of the lads were drinking beer out of a carafe, had to be warm
– they haven’t got a clue. A few of the larger bars have changed
owners, some serious money invested.

Don’t exit Soi 23 (after midnight) into Sukhumvit by turning
left... I had one monster katoey coming at me from behind and
another two to my left, one pointing at the gold around my neck and
asking me what’s that? Armed with a lead pipe and stun gun,
might’ve taken two of ‘em out but I ran like the hounds of hell
were after me and shot up the pedestrian bridge. They didn’t come
after me, must’ve decided there was easier fare.

Patpong a mixed bag. One of the Kings Castle bars absolutely
awash with newish babes - the woollen bikinis rather cute - the
others the same old stuff. All the young gals in Safari Bar had
done a disappearing act, only old dears (anyone over 25!). A couple
of katoeys in
Kings Castle 3 who were so well turned out it was impossible to
suss their gender (except that they were working in KC3) - big feet
the only remaining clue, according to some, but I reckon the smile
gives the game away if you know what to look for.

Lots of monster katoeys, too, who have enough muscle
power to break most farang
into little pieces - the female hormone
equivalent of steroid rage. Weird shit, they didn’t even bother
pretending to be gals to me - been here too long! One asked me if I
was gay and offered that he still had a cock. Cheeky blighter! Not
the kinda place to venture without the nearest and dearest in
tow!

The bars weren’t without the odd babe sporting AIDS
lesions... All of the go-go bars have to bear in mind that there
are plenty of alternative meeting places absolutely packed out with
young gals, the only thing the go-go bars really have going for
them is the medical checks (and some comeback if the girl rips off
the farang) so
they had better get their act together or face a bleak
future!

Dog Days

The nineteen year-old babe kept a death grip on my arm the
whole time we were in Pattaya, even reluctant to let me do a solo
run to the toilet. It probably wasn’t merely my overwhelming
charisma, helped along by the Rasputin beard and almost full head
of hippy hair; more likely the mere fact that for every foreign
male there was something like fifty hot Thai gals on the prowl!
Happy days. Oddly, those few punters doing the rounds were mostly
young chaps in their prime - cheap holidays in the low
season?

Yep, I’d finally hit on Pattaya with perfect timing - no army
types, no US navy invasion and not even the mad hordes of Thai
families... true, there were a couple of bus-loads of mainland
Chinese tourists but they weren’t a problem - they’d paid up front
for their hotel and meals; only spent money in the 7-11 and even
then the beer would be shared by a dozen or so of them!

There were lots of mad Thai women parading along Beach Road -
out of their heads on the usual mixture of cheap whisky, extra
strong speed tablets and in all probability a wild old fusion of
sexual diseases. Even with the babe in tow, they seemed reluctant
to let me go on my way without some attempt at sexual harassment or
at the very least throwing a few insults my way.
Nah-hee being a popular
refrain (pussy-face, Thais generally don’t like beards).

Like many of the locals, the nineteen year-old was covered
from head to toe and sporting a rather fetching hat, absolutely
paranoid that her deep brown skin would turn Ethiopian black after
thirty seconds exposure to the supernova power of the Pattaya sun -
one of the disadvantages of moving away from the protective layer
of Bangkok smog! Or not!

Saw one Cambodian wench dragged away by the police, kicking
and screaming, she was eventually tied to the substructure of the
open back of a police pick-up and paraded down Beach Road; the
Thais found her antics hilarious and she would probably end up
being gang-raped by the cops before being released
again.

The only other activity from the cops, stopping
farang who were riding
helmetless on hired motorcycles - a bloody stupid law in such a hot
country, however many lives it saves. Suppose the fines pay their
wages and it keeps them busy.

Some of the beggars were so young they could barely walk,
others were physically deformed (some naturally, some done in by
the gangsters to increase their take) but mostly male so they
didn’t get any of my dosh (why help guys who are going to turn into
rivals somewhere down the line?). I’m a sucker for the flower
girls, even though I know they don’t keep the dosh - at least it
stops them getting beaten up by the gangsters or their families if
they don’t turn up with sufficient money.

One girl, an elder sister of some wench I used to know,
screamed my name as if I was her long lost lover (not the first,
gets embarrassing after a while). She spent most of her youth in
Chinese brothels, emerging with a kind of breath-taking beauty and
death-zone eyes. She’d had an on-off affair with an Australian guy
for a couple of years and was now sporting some big purple skin
lesions on her shoulder and a frightening haunted look as if she’d
realized she was in the no-hope (AIDS) zone.

Of course, the fact that she’d had sex with thousands of Thai
men a few years ago won’t register in what is left of her mind, the
Oz guy getting the blame for giving her the virus; the only energy
she’d have left that of mad retribution.

We didn’t linger long in her company and I managed to resist
her pleas for some loose change; the whisky breath at eleven in the
morning didn’t exactly inspire the notion that she would use the
dosh to buy a square meal. The whole of Pattaya has a slightly edgy
feel to it, never quite sure what madness was going to go down
next. Some of the foreign families on holiday looked quite bemused
by the whole parade of mad humanity... give ‘em something to talk
about once safely back home.

The local newspaper probably didn’t help, with stories of a
katoey being beaten with a toilet seat by her gay lover, mad
drivers crashing their cars into innocent walls and the police
seizing the local drug dealer carrying 100,000’s of speed
tablets!

Although there was an endless parade of lovely young women,
there was also an excess of elderly ladies who, for some reason,
kept giving me the evil eye; most likely down to the nineteen
year-old lacking bar-girl’s eyes and still having a proper smile,
two traits that ninety-nine percent of b-girls can’t hide from
people who’ve been in the scene a while. The corollary to that, of
course, is that once a farang
has been shaken down by a bar girl he can’t hide
the hurt in his eyes!

Lots of really vile-looking Western old-age pensioners
wandering around with Thai women in tow, the men insist on cuddling
and kissing their whores in public even though the local council
has failed utterly to provide a useful quantity of sick-buckets.
Most of the women well past their prime, happy to get into
farang money any which
way but they looked like they wanted to die of embarrassment in
their gaudy clothes. Worse yet, some of the old clowns insist on
dancing in the discos! The Thai cure for such outlandish behavior
is poison in the farang’s food (some of it quick acting, heart attack inducing),
which can almost be defined as natural justice. Almost!

Jomtien had an air of being deserted, no-one wanting to brave
the polluted waters and the vendors following us for ages with a
kind of desperate greed. Big signs saying we were in a rabies-free
zone, but the dogs evidently couldn’t read English and a couple
needed a boot around the ear to keep them in check. Lots of
abandoned buildings along the sea front, a good hour’s walk to get
from one end of the bay to the other but a minor gale blowing in
off the sea and palm trees filtering out the sun. Almost
paradise.

Plenty of small hotels and guest houses, a lot of the
restaurants couldn’t be bothered to open for business. Cheap
condominiums, marvellous sea views but not a lot of nightlife! Most
of the mad Thai women thankfully stayed over on Beach Road, though
one old katoey managed to be big-boned and sport withered muscles
at the same time. Thank God I wasn’t on my own, she kept giving me
the eye!

Back in Pattaya of a night, just about every kind of
entertainment available... the gal liked the boxing shows and live
music; as neither required any energy on my part, other than
lifting the odd bottle of beer, I could live with those. Midget
boxing seemed the thing of the moment, one dwarf equipped with a
hunchback and no neck. Pretty sick to what is left of my mind but I
suppose it keeps them in loose change and off the
street.

One beer tasted ancient, when I complained the old biddy
behind the bar said she would improve matters by shoving the bottle
up her pussy; wasn’t too amused when I shoved two fingers down my
throat like I was about to throw up. I managed to drink it anyway
and left her with the threat that if I was ill the next day I’d
come back with a grenade by way of retribution. The silly old dear
thought I was joking. To be fair, no-one tried to palm warm beer
off on me. Both the food and water in Pattaya liable to cause
serious food poisoning.

Pattaya famed as a halfway house, gals from the country
turning up there to check out the scene, either in the go-go or
beer bars, before moving on to the bright lights of Bangkok.
Another exodus - of washed up old dears from Bangkok to the resort,
who given half a chance try to mess up the new girls lives as well
as their own. To be honest, I’ve never had much luck with Pattaya
girls but purely in the interests of research I poked my head into
a few go-go bars and there seemed to be plenty of youngish girls
with a tinge of innocence on ‘em. Won’t last long, get down there
fast!

There seems to be just as many gay bars, many of them sited
next to the girlie bars - completely nasty given the penchant of
couples to work each (a sign of true love, as the guy doesn’t live
off the gal but plays gay instead!), the Thai guys’ love of living
off the gals and even the b-girls armed with a bit of money paying
for sex with the guys of a night. There is nothing anyone can do
about this kind of madness, the Thais are in their own country and
they have to put themselves first, farang a long way down the pecking
order, even compared to a gay lad taking it up the whatsit every
night, practically bathing in the virus. And you can bet that the
gals don’t bother with condoms.

On our last day, saw a big sign erected on the somewhat
rickety pier on Beach Road - welcome to the US navy. Not
a-f..king-gain. Not surprisingly, the place had a bit more of a
buzz to it with the gals practising their smiles, if not their
lines of bullshit, and the vendors rubbing their hands with glee;
even the walking-wounded beggars looked like they might awaken from
the death-zone…
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