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Hit And Run Interrogation

William's Creek, Australia, November 2000

Did you ever stitch anyone up at the beginning of a long walk?

No, how do you mean?

Like putting a heavy rock in their bag.

I laughed

No

Have you ever put a sign on anyone's back?

Yeah, when we were kids we used to write 'Kick me' and stick it to someone's back...

Odd young people asking odd immature questions. Or were they were speaking in metaphor? They were speaking in metaphor. 'Long walk' was their metaphor for life. 'Putting a sign on someone's back', a metaphor for making someone the target of abusive behaviour. By laughing at the idea of putting a rock in someone's bag before a long walk and admitting to having once put a sign on someone's back, these young, stern looking people assumed my consent to have the same to thing done to me. They, or whoever they represented, planned to 'put a rock in my bag' for the long walk of life and turn me into a target for abusive behaviour, a hunted man. Occult targeting, mind control, psychotronic weapons and satanic gang stalking were all unknown concepts to me in the year 2000.

It went on... What were your childhood ambitions? What's your favourite song lyric? What's your favourite movie scene? What's your favourite movie quote? How old were you when you first masturbated? What's the worst thing you ever heard of someone doing for drugs? What are you afraid of? What toothpaste do you use?

These questions and hundreds more like them have been thrown at me by complete strangers at various times and places all around the world. Unusual, inquisitive, personal questions. The sort a young child might ask. A lot of the questions were asked more than once. They stick in the mind, not so much for the subject matter but more because of the way they are asked.

A common scenario goes something like this: a single person, pair or small group of, usually, young looking people you've never seen before approach you in the social area of your hotel or bar. Its a place you feel comfortable and communicative and, being a public area, you're expecting to encounter unfamiliar people. They engage you in conversation before throwing in a few personal questions out of apparent random curiosity, but they're trained personnel. They know exactly what information they want and how they're going to use it against you.

Young looking people are often used to profile a target because they can risk asking personal questions without raising much suspicion. These particular young guys in Australia had a gravely serious demeanour though. Their body language was guarded, their questions specific and their tone commanding. Cult-like, in hindsight.

When you spend a lot of time living in backpacker's hostels and cheap hotels – months and years at a time - you get to meet thousands of people from all over the world. Most are cool - decent people out in the world living their adventure. A tiny minority are, though, hostile agents with strange beliefs and deeply sinister methods, motives and agendas. At twenty five years old, on my own and 'down under' on the opposite side of the world to home, I had, unfortunately, come to the attention of such people.

Most of us know very little about mind control, psychotronic weapons, Satanic targeting, Satanic Ritual Abuse (SRA), 'black magic' or the occult. For the vast majority of people sextortion, blackmail, poisoning, drugging, honey traps and gang stalking are obscure, distant concepts from the movies. James Bond stuff. Hollywood fantasy. We see it on the Big Screen but its never on the news so it can't be true. Besides, who in their right mind wants to sit down after a hard days work, put their kids to bed and start looking into these things? Who wants to spend their day off learning about child trafficking and elite paedophilia? Who wants to find out about how everything they've ever been taught is a lie; how every politician they've ever trusted has been a crook; or, why every celebrity they've ever loved has been a stage-managed illusion? Who wants to know how many generations deep they are into psycho-social engineering by mass media? Or that their religions are all co-opted and inverted incarnations of what they were originally meant to be? Who wants to know about the subliminal sexualisation of children through Disney movies, the behind-the-scenes Satanic depravity of the music industry or the re-writing of history by Hollywood? What? Are you some sort of conspiracy theorist? Fuck that. Stick the footy on, crack open a beer and chill out man! seems to be the attitude of most people. And who can blame them? Dealing with life as it comes to us is hard enough. Sticking your head down the rabbit hole of our occult reality is too Earth shattering for most people to deal with. Believing in and conforming with The Grand Illusion provides security and group belonging. It can pay well too.

This story is about all of that shit. Its about the Dark Side. Sex, drugs, poisons and psychotronic weapons. Honey traps, surveillance, mind control and gang stalking. Its about dissociation, alienation, ostracisation and dehumanisation. The corruption of desires, the inversion of perception, coded language and misdirection. And its all true.

Profiling

Profiling is the collection of as much personal information as possible from and about the target. This includes favoured books, music, movies and games. A picture can they be built of what makes them tick and what pushes their buttons - what excites, scares and angers them. It would be impossible to recount all of the subtle ways and instances that this information was used to manipulate me and those close to me, but, to give the reader an understanding of where I was coming from in a cultural context when all this started, here's a small sample of the books, movies, music and comedy that was prominent in my life at the time.

Those who know the stories, lyrics, scenes and concepts and also have forensic knowledge of my targeted life will be able to see how this has been used to manipulate me and the people around me in deeply disturbing ways.

Books: The Last Testament of Lucky Luciano, Mr Nice, Papillon, Catcher in the Rye, Banco, Snow Blind, Damage Done, Off The Rails In Phnom Penh, Fingerprints of the Gods, Magicians of the Gods, Supernatural, The Cosmic Serpent, The Alchemist, The Wire

Music: Hip Hop, esp. KRS ONE, Drum and Bass, Psytrance, 'Madchester', Reggae, Asian Dub Foundation, Ganga Giri, Suicidal Tendencies 

Movies: Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas, Fight Club, Scarface, The Godfather, Blazing Saddles, Where the Buffalo Roam, V for Vendetta, Stay Tuned

Games: Worms, Street Fighter II, Backgammon

Humour is important to them. They like to know which comedians and jokes people are into so they can invert the joke against the target, thus turning humour to misery. Trauma Based Mind Control. It is a form of spiritual attack: Bill Hicks, The Fast Show, Harry Enfield, Black Adder, In Sickness and In Health, Only Fools and Horse, Smack the Pony, Father Ted, Shooting Stars and more.
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Early Warnings

Australia, November 2000

Life was good. I was young, fit and relatively healthy with a bit of money in the bank, six months on my plane ticket and freshly arrived in Australia. South Australia to be precise, and signed up on a Groovy Grape bus tour from Adelaide to Alice Springs by way of a scenic ten day route through the Outback. Chauffeured and free from responsibility for the duration. A solo tourist thrown together with a small group of other tourists from Europe and North America. It was the first month of my extended foreign adventure.

The Australia trip felt very much like a punctuation mark in life. At twenty five I'd survived my youth and all its relatively minor indiscretions. My third grandparent had just died, the one to which I was closest, and I'd just completed the purchase, renovation and sale of my first house. I'd funded that through selling hashish. That was all finished now. When I decided to start dealing I set my goal, reached it a lot quicker than expected and then cleaned the money through the house purchase and renovations. I was also recovering from a severe neck injury which prevented me from doing anything close to a decent days work. The injury would come good in time but, there and then, I needed a break. When the cheque from the house sale cleared I made a beeline for the space, adventure and newness of Australia. Youth was behind me, adulthood ahead. It was something of a coming of age trip. Life would be whatever I made it and I was the master of my own destiny. Or so I thought.

We stopped for an overnight rest at a cattle ranch in William's Creek along with a few other bus loads of tourists. Everyone was eating, drinking, smoking and socialising and we were all in good spirits as the Sun went down. At one point during the evening I was sitting at a picnic bench chatting with a few other travellers. One guy sat in the shadows opposite me. Moody and quiet. Hunched over and, for the most part, non communicative. Middle Eastern. Arab looking. The subject of Israel and the Second Intifada came up, possibly when I found out where he was from. I voiced my cider-enthused opinion on the matter. The exchange went something like this:

Holy shit man, I'm sorry!

Why?

You've got a cunt of a government! I mean, all governments are cunts but yours takes the fucking biscuit.

We have to live with terrorists that are trying to kill us every day so we need a strong government.

Fuck off man - Sharon provoked that conflict by going to the Temple Mount when he did and he knew full well what the Palestinian reaction was going to be. Your government provoked that war cos it wanted it.

I was right and he knew it. So did everyone else in earshot. He leaned towards his friend and muttered: we have to get him to Thailand. I heard what he said but thought nothing of it. Probably just an addendum to a conversation they were having earlier... The Israeli stood up, looked at me like I was scum and left the table without saying another word. After he'd walked a few paces into the darkness his friend, who I'd barely noticed and hadn't said a word up to this point, stood up. He focused me with a scowl. 

You wanna be careful mate, that guy's a Mossad commander and he will seriously fuck your life up.

He was English, or maybe Australian.

Fuck off man, what's he gonna do about it? I ain't Palestinian, I ain't Israeli. This is Australia, I'm English and the last time I checked we were all allowed to have political opinions...

With that the grumpy friend snorted his contempt, turned his back and followed the Israeli into the darkness. The night moved on, as did I. I didn't think any more about it. Grumpy tossers. You get them everywhere.

The day after the night at the cattle ranch, a few of us Groovy Grapers were stocking up on drinks and snacks at the local shop. I was waiting outside for some of my fellow travellers to exit when two or three young guys approached me. They were serious looking, but too young and clean cut to be taken as anything other than moody teenagers, especially when they started asking questions.

What sort of women do you like?

I dunno, I like all women – Japanese Aussies are pretty hot 

Who's your favourite Spice Girl?

I hate the fucking Spice Girls But which one's your favourite?

Scary, I guess.

Who's your favourite comedian?

Bill Hicks

Who's your favourite female comedian?

Caroline Ahern

What's the most important thing in life?

Health, of course, you have to keep healthy to make sure you can take advantage of all the opportunities life throws at you

What do you hate about women?

I don't hate anything about women.

What do women do that pisses you off?

When they look down their nose at you and flick their head away, fucking tossers!

Is there any criminal code where you come from?

Yeah, don't fuck around with women or children.

What do you want to be?

I dunno, the only thing I ever really wanted to be is a Dad.

Do you know any sex jokes?

Yeah. I repeated a joke I'd heard from a comedian just before I left the UK: I'm not bisexual, I'm trisexual – I'll try anything sexual!

It was a bombardment. A seemingly juvenile conversation with juvenile interrogators. I half expected their parents to turn up looking for them. There were plenty more questions. It wasn't all about women and sex but that was the main focus. They amused me more than anything – their stern faces and ultra serious attitudes were comical in light of their small body frames, teenage appearance and infantile questions. The whole exchange only took a minute or two, ending when the rest of my group came out of the shop and wandered over to join us. A Canadian woman who'd been standing by my side and caught some of the exchange turned to me:

Didn't that scare you?

What? Those kids? No chance! Nothing scary about them. 

That was very weird.

She looked concerned. I didn't let it bother me, not thinking to connect it with the argument I'd had the previous evening. I should've done though. I should've trusted her intuition. I'd just made myself a very evil enemy.

Nothing noteworthy happened for the next few weeks. The tour group split up in Alice Springs. After a short week exploring town, I caught a slow bus to Cairns where I crewed up with a German girl and a pair of Canadians. We hired a car to explore the local mountains and rain forest. Just before we got out of town on the first morning, a giant Bungee Jump sign came into view. It was early, about nine am. I was the first jumper of the day. The attendant up on the platform was still tying knots and securing equipment. He saw my nervousness:

You look tense buddy – its not good to stand around doing nothing while your heart's pumping like the clappers. Do some chin ups or something, give your heart a reason to be working, its much better for you.

I tell the story because that is some of the best life advice anyone ever gave me. When the rush of adrenaline that comes from extreme psychological pressure or anxiety takes hold, or when that cortisone is flowing, jump down and crack out a quick set of push ups or chin ups to take the pressure off your heart. Better that than drugs.

Back at the hostel in Cairns, another traveller offered me a cheap hop-on hop-off again bus ticket down the East coast on the Oz Experience buses. I snapped it up. He almost gave it to me.

We had to book our journeys on the Oz Experience a day or two in advance to be sure of getting a seat. It was guaranteed to be rammed full of backpackers with the Sydney Olympics just finished but, aside from that, it was a cheap and flexible ticket: from Cairns all the way down to Sydney, and anywhere else I wanted to hop off in between. On one of the first journeys, I took my allocated seat and immediately noticed a book shoved down the side of it. I pulled it out. Catcher in the Rye by JD Salinger. I'd read it before and I read it again. For those who haven't read it or don't know about its connections to mind control/assassin programming, its about dissociation and social isolation and its also widely believed to be a CIA brainwashing tool. When the police arrived at the scene of John Lennon's assassination Mark David Chapman, the supposed assassin, was still there, leaning against the wall and flicking through his copy of the book.

Before I made it to Sydney, I got a surprise email from one of my former partners in hash dealing crime, an old classmate. Paul had a ticket booked and wanted to meet me there in three weeks time. He'd be as hectic as it gets, but he owed me a couple of thousand pounds, I was going to be there and he was coming to see me so I couldn't exactly say no.

Paul arrived looking a right state. His head had swollen to twice its normal size and he was horribly pale and pasty: 

Alright mate! Fucking hell! I did a load of Valium for the flight over and I still had some left in my pocket when we arrived but they've got sniffer dogs fucking everywhere so I just necked the rest of them in the toilet... I had to get out of the UK – two cunts trying to kill me, they tried stabbing me through the window with a kitchen knife when I was stopped at traffic lights on Mutley, cunts chased me round town with the knife and when I got back to the car they'd fire bombed it!

Here we go. Exactly the sort of shit I came to Australia to get away from.

I'd found us some space in a rented house in the Mosman district of Sydney. A group from the hostel - me, two couples and a single girl, all English - chipped in and took up residence just before Paul arrived. I got on well with everyone apart from one of the other guys. He was the oldest of the group by a good few years and he seemed to enjoy belittling me and criticising me whenever he got the opportunity. I'd never met him before we moved in. We didn't get on. The opal stones I'd bought in Coober Pedy went missing. Someone in the house had pinched them out of my backpack. No doubt about it. My suspicions turned to him. Within a day or two of that happening, I injured my lower back diving off a local pier. That same night, Paul got into a bar fight while he was out with the rest of the household. First I heard of it was Vicki storming her way back into the house, slamming doors and shouting my name: Ed, your fucking mate is crazy – he's just got into a fight with a local at that bar we were in, smashing glasses and pinning him up against the wall – what the fuck? He's fucking crazy!

I had warned them: look at him the wrong way and he might punch you. They'd laughed. Now they could see I hadn't been joking.

He nearly got us both into a fight at a pool bar in Melbourne. He was, still is, like that. A proper scrapper. Punch first ask questions later. Useful to know when you're selling kilos of hash every week but a total liability in anything remotely close to respectable company. And he was skint. I had hoped he'd pay me back at least some of the money he owed me when he arrived but he blew all of his meagre couple of hundred pounds spending money on crap in the first few shops he saw. Then he wanted to borrow another hundred and fifty pounds to send back to the UK so he could get a hundred and fifty ecstasy pills sent over – they were going for a lot more than a pound a pop in Sydney. He also wanted me to act as his manager and arrange some private prize fights. Drugs and violence, the only two ways he knew how to get paid.

A week or so of Paul's bullshit was more than I could handle. I wanted out of the house, away from Paul and his madness and away from that other twat I suspected of stealing my opals. I did not fly half way around the world for suburban living, drug dealing, underground fighting and hanging around with people that did my head in. A day or two after the bar fight, I got up early, left a note for Paul telling him where I'd gone and jumped on a Greyhound bus to Canberra. The energy, enthusiasm and openness I'd had at the beginning of the trip had, by the time I left Sydney, turned into feelings of dissociation, depression and melancholy. I was starting to feel like Holden Caulfield – the central character from Catcher in the Rye.

...

Bush fires surrounded Canberra when I arrived. The city's air was thick and grey with smoke. The capital of Australia doesn't hold many attractions for tourists but all I wanted was a bit of time and space to clear my head and hatch a plan for onward travel. It was good for that. I met Australia's oldest living politician at the hostel. He was a wealth of knowledge and experience: if you ever want to know anything ask a hooker, buy a whore a cup of tea and she'll tell you the world! Hookers know everything. I made no other friends and spent most of my few days in town reading a book on a bench by a roundabout and wandering around the city centre. Paul sent me an email saying he wanted to meet up again so we arranged to meet in Melbourne a few days later.

I rented a car in Melbourne to drive the Great Ocean Road to Adelaide, and then further west, all the way to Perth. We stocked up on weed in Adelaide and sped across the great Nullabor plains, barely stopping until we got to Freemantle. It was an intense journey. Right the way across the bottom of Australia in about a week. Feeding Paul hadn't been a problem between Melbourne and Freemantle and accommodation cost us nothing, but, by the time we got to Perth he'd become a liability again. I had to pay the full $700 repair bill for a few dings on the rental car and feed and house him until he could beg, borrow or steal some money of his own. It was like having a naughty child for a travel buddy. We had a stand-up row in the middle of the street in the middle of the day outside some busy shops in Perth. That finished up with me forking out another three hundred Aussie dollars for a bus ticket back to Sydney for him. He said his Uncle would give him some work on a building site. I saw him off and wondered what next.

It was Valentines day, 2001. I checked my email.

Hi Ed, I'm in New Zealand for the next few weeks, its awesome out here, miss you loads, hope to see you again soon.

It was from Katie, an English girl I'd met in Byron Bay. She was stunning, and as smart as they come – training to be a medical doctor. This was the first I'd heard from her since the couple of days we'd spent together in Byron. Katie, in New Zealand? That sounded like a plan. Wanting a break from Australia, I booked a ticket from Perth to Wellington and flew to New Zealand a couple of days later.

Claire

New Zealand, 2001

I let Katie know I was in Wellington and waited a week for her to get in touch, but she never did. I moved on. Emotionally and geographically. I headed south, across the water to Nelson where I spent three days getting my PG1 paragliding license. That was exactly what I needed to re-stoke the fires of adventure and get me fizzing again - three days paragliding. I loved it. I had no idea that Nelson was home to a 'Five Eyes' Fusion Centre - a place where intel agents from the USA, UK, Canada, Australia and New Zealand all work together to pool intel and scratch each other's backs. Israel is the unofficial 'sixth eye', or 'the second eye' according to Benjamin Netenyahu.

After paragliding at Nelson, next stop was the Franz Josef glacier. A fit and lively busty English blonde befriended me on the bus journey. She was alright. A little too pushy for my liking but smart enough to hold my interest and she was good conversation so we moved into the same hostel and booked onto the same glacier trek together. The glacier trek was a good day out and, by the end of it, I'd met another captivating young English woman – Claire.

For the last few years in the UK I'd avoided socialising much while I immersed myself in selling hash, stacking cash and renovating the house. A few negative experiences with local girls had jaded me when it came to women so I was well out of practice, but now I had two competing for attention in the same time and space. I liked Claire more – she was younger, calmer, gentler and better looking than the big titted blonde, and she wasn't pushy at all. Claire, Blondie and myself were all heading to Queenstown next so we booked tickets on the same bus and became a trio.

Blondie soon picked up on the vibes between me and Claire and moved on a couple of days after we arrived. Being so out of practice with women, I didn't know how to make the first move so Claire and I spent the rest of our week in Queenstown getting cosy with each other without anything sexual happening between us. We were sussing each other out, getting to know each other a bit. Learning to trust each other. She told me she'd not long broken up with her previous boyfriend and spent the last six months doing an internship with Coca Cola. 'Internships' with major transnational corporations are a common cover for intelligence operatives, but I had no reason to disbelieve her and never even thought about such things so I took her at her word. Twenty years of hindsight later, I'm not so sure. I still don't want to believe that I was an assignment for her but, given where I met her and how things turned out, the chance is at least significant.

A week in Queenstown had me wanting to move on. Dunedin was the next stop. I left alone. Claire followed, arriving the day after. She came to the hostel I was staying in and we booked a double room together. I went out on to the balcony to smoke a joint. She came out to join me. I don't remember if she smoked any of the spliff. At one point we both moved to kiss each other. She pulled back. We shouldn't... We paused, then we kissed. I was clumsy and awkward. She slowed me down. Five minutes later we were in bed and shagging for all we were worth. She was on the pill and I hadn't had a girlfriend for about five years so we didn't bother with condoms. Years of pent up frustration. It was intense stuff, physically and emotionally. A couple of hours later the reception staff, who were working directly beneath us, greeted us with smiles and admiring glances when we went out to get some food.

We made our way up the east coast of the south island. With only five or six weeks total on my ticket to New Zealand, I had a flight back to Perth looming just three weeks after we'd met. We said a tender and teary farewell and parted company at the ferry port.

CO2

Australia, 2001

Two weeks and a nine day tour up Australia's west coast later, I found myself with a couple of days to kill in Port Hedland. Claire was on her way. She'd flown to Perth. There was nothing to do in Port Hedland, but I was happy. This signified a deepening of our relationship. A couple of weeks together while we happened to be in the same time and place is one thing, but flying across a continent to be with me indicated, to me at least, that she wanted more than just a holiday romance. I liked her, and loved the sex we had. She was joining me for my last month in Australia and wanted us to continue our travels together in Thailand – the next location on her ticket.

She arrived in Port Hedland after a long flight and a couple of thousand kilometres of bus journey so I wasn't too concerned about her looking knackered and pretty pissed off when she arrived. She'll perk up... Claire had already told me she had a recent messy breakup with her ex of a couple of years so I understood her conflicted feelings about starting another relationship, but, surely, her flying to meet me again was a sign that she'd moved on and wanted to be with me. She'll be smiling in the morning... But she wasn't. I did my best to get her excited about camel rides in Broome and a trip to Kakadu national park but, looking back on it, the whole time I knew her she was distracted and hesitant. At first I assumed she was just a reserved kind of girl with a few personal issues but the more time we spent together the more I started to think there was something she wasn't telling me. It was that which was making her uncomfortable. Always keen and eager in bed though. We had a sex based relationship.

Broome was alright. The camel ride was fun, we ate well and enjoyed each others company, physically at least. Little things had started to bug me though. Her lack of enthusiasm for what I wanted to do and total lack of any ideas of her own made her a bit of a passenger when it came to life outside the bedroom. I had to lead the way every where, all the time, and it often felt like I was the only one of us interacting with the world. It was, perhaps, partly this relationship dynamic that led to what happened next.

I thought nothing of it at the time. It wasn't until years later that I even thought about it on a deeper level but, if I am not sorely mistaken, something happened between us at Kakadu that would act as catalyst to a vicious chain reaction of abuse and persecution which has caused untold tragedy, trauma, misery and suffering for countless people around the world.

We were on a three or four day camping tour around the huge national park in Australia's Northern Territory. The threat of poisonous spiders and venomous snakes was ever present so I always made double sure to zip the tent up as tight as possible. This meant that by the time dawn was breaking the tent was full of the carbon dioxide we'd been exhaling all night. It'd never been a problem before but that particular morning our tiny little tent was baking under a furious Sun. Within a couple of minutes of the hot sun shining on our exterior shell, the temperature inside started to skyrocket. We were, essentially, sleeping sealed inside of a giant plastic bag full of carbon dioxide and a rapidly rising temperature.

There's a well known sexual activity that involves near-suffocation with a plastic bag to intensify orgasms. In a high CO2 environment the body's natural reaction is to force extra blood to the extremities, which, in men, includes the penis. I remember feeling extra horny, shedding my sleeping bag and cuddling up to Claire when I first started to stir. I wanted sex. She moaned and didn't put up any resistance as I kissed and caressed her before fully entering her. It was no different to any other morning we'd woken up together, apart from our location, and, for me, that just added a bit of spice to the occasion.

I didn't even open my eyes until I was on top of her. I remember how green she and everything else looked as the Sun blazed through the green canvas of our tent. Gross. I closed my eyes again. Not wanting to wake our fellow campers up with sex noises, I made love to her as quietly as possible then passed out again.

A few minutes later the temperature became unbearable. It was time to rise. I leaned over towards the door, unzipped it and felt a whoosh of cool air pass my face and rush into the tent. In the heat of the morning that 'cool air' would've been at least twenty to twenty five degrees Celsius but it felt like I'd just stuck my head into a fridge. A few of our fellow campers sat around the camp fire, staring into the flames. Most looked like they'd just woken up. One guy was grinning a big grin straight at me, coffee in hand. I guess we hadn't been so quiet after all.

We went on a long bush walk around Kakadu that day. Claire seemed more distracted and sombre than usual but she wouldn't tell me what was wrong. I'd gotten used to her being like that and decided not to let her put a downer on the last few days of my trip. I was happy to be going home after six months away and, I guessed, that which made me happy was the same that was making her sad. Our separation loomed again, and, again, it was me catching the flight and her seeing me off.

We spent our last few days together in Darwin at a four star hotel: Please come to meet up with me in Thailand in a couple of months time...

She'd mentioned Thailand several times but I hadn't committed. My plan had been to take a six month break from the UK and then go back, get some qualifications and try to earn some decent money. Besides, Thailand? Isn't that place full of sex tourists? I'd never had any desire to go, but I promised to think about it.

Landed back in the UK, Dad met me at Heathrow to give me a lift down to Devon. It was a wet, grey, motorway day. A world away from the sunny skies and wide open spaces of Australia. The government's reaction to a foot and mouth outbreak was in full swing. Emergency check points, bathing stations and imposing signs dotted the roadsides. We passed a large pile of smouldering something a couple of fields away. Cows? Probably not, but that was the thought that came into my head. Fuck this... Less than an hour in England I'd already decided: I'm going to meet up with Claire in Thailand.

I called her by phone as soon as I could. She said she missed me and gave me her Thailand dates and flight details. I went to the local travel agent and booked a ticket to arrive in Bangkok on the same day as her with the return leg booked on the same flight home. Three months in total, and then we'd be flying home together. Hopefully. I was, in my mind, now fully committed to a relationship with her and figured it'd only be a matter of time before she got over her ex and started to engage with me mentally and emotionally in the same way we engaged physically.

I called her back a few days later, ticket in hand.

Er, ok, but I've met someone else.

What? Who? Where? The news hit me like a brick. It made no sense.

Its a guy called Andy, he was a contestant on the first series of Big Brother and now he's finished that he's out here and we met and, well, were together.

Having watched the first couple of episodes of the TV show I knew who the guy was – the first one voted off. I didn't shout at her. I didn't know what to say, apart from goodbye and no hard feelings. We never saw or spoke to each other again.

I was gutted. Back home, unsettled, dumped and with two months to wait until a flight to Thailand: Ditch a non-refundable four hundred and fifty pound ticket to Bangkok? No chance.

I wanted to visit the Angkor temple complex in Cambodia after seeing a documentary on the Discovery Channel - that was just across the border, and several independent travellers I'd met in Australia had recommended Thailand. The Full Moon parties were world famous, it was a cheap country to travel in and, I was assured, its natural beauty and true charms were wrongly overshadowed by its reputation as a sex-tourist destination. Claire had led me to Thailand, free, single and with no particular plan in mind.

If Claire was not an agent, member or affiliate of some shadowy organisation like the Scientologists or Mossad, organisations known for their gang stalking, she did a great job of luring me into their clutches in Bangkok. She'd learnt a great deal of personal information about me and I'm pretty sure she accused me of raping her that morning in Kakadu, without even bringing the issue up in conversation with me once. I'd been heavily profiled while I was in Australia months before I met her. Was she connected to that?

While I was with Claire in Australia two other notable things happened. The first came via email from my brother: 

Mum told me not to tell you... We've both just inherited about £40,000 from one of Dad's old mates.

That was big news. Forty grand was about the amount of money I walked away with after risking my freedom selling cannabis for five years. If I'd known it was just going to fall into my lap like that I wouldn't have bothered. It was a strange feeling.

The second incident of note, seemingly insignificant at the time, happened in a didgeridoo shop in Darwin. A high energy didgeridoo dance album was playing on the sound system. I asked what it was and bought a copy: Ganga Giri – Manic Organic. Claire was with me. It was only her and possibly a couple of friends back in the UK who new I liked that album.

Big Bad Bangers

Bangkok, Thailand. June/July 2001

All the action is in Khao San Road – that's where you want to go.

The taxi from the airport dropped me off at the end of Khao San Road around ten o'clock at night. The sky was black, the lights were bright and the street was packed. Tourists, locals, bars, street stalls and all manner of street vendors, beggars, drunks and cops filled every free bit of space. It was hot, humid and noisy and the seething mass of people was made up of, predominantly, young, free, sexy twenty and thirty somethings from all over the world. Fucking Wow! From rural UK to tropical down town Bangkok in less than twenty four hours. Quite the culture shock, even after Australia. Khao San Road was a 24/7 tropical street party. I had a tip for a place to stay in a nearby street, but, exhausted after the flight, I grabbed the first single room I could find. That turned out to be almost exactly half way down Khao San Road.

I checked in, freshened up and headed straight outside to explore the madness.

Barbecued chicken and a bottle of water sorted out my immediate needs, then I wandered up and down the street just to observe it all.

Holy smokes! A big, angry looking ladyboy was striding down the pavement towards me. Fuck that! Crazy bastards, I've seen you guys scrapping on the Jerry Springer show before – look like women but fight like men, fucking nut jobs! The only transgender I ever met before was back home. It was a sad story. When the guy was young he'd been a drinker and a fighter but he was declared criminally insane and sent to prison after going on the rampage and beating up some cops before breaking his mate out of the local holding cells. While he was in prison the psychiatrists convinced him his anger came from his being a woman trapped in a man's body. He got taken in by all their psycho babble and agreed to a sex change. 1980s style. It was a rough job. The guy was well over six foot in heels, tough looking and as butch as they come.

Twenty Superkings lights please, and the paper.

It was a deep voice. I turned to grab the cigarettes from the shelf behind me without looking up. A big man's hand with bright red finger nails put some coins on the counter in front of me. Seventeen year old me looked up, horrified. I saw a butch, stubbly face made-up with red lipstick and blusher. Sad eyes looked out from underneath a dodgy wig. He was dressed in an old lady's overcoat. After he left, Sylvia, the woman serving on the till next to me, told me his story. As soon as he got out of prison he regretted his decision but he was stuck like it so he spent the rest of his days living as a woman.

Half expecting to get thrown out of the way if I didn't move fast, I crossed the street before the angry looking ladyboy got a step closer and I made my way back to the hotel. It was a hot, sweaty, noisy sleepless night. On first light I checked out and made my way to the recommended accommodation a couple of streets away. That place was full, so I went next door to My House Guesthouse on Soi Ram Butri. The same part of town as Khao San Road, but separated from the main strip by a large Buddhist temple.

I checked into a cheap basic room, dumped my bags and had a shower before parking myself on a triangular lounge cushion in the lobby with a book for company. People gradually started to fill the place up - checking in, checking out and ordering breakfasts. I was keen to get talking to other travellers who already knew the city, country and region. I wanted the heads-up on what was what, where to go and what to look out for. The only thing I knew about Thailand that interested me was the Full Moon parties on the islands down south but I hadn't a clue how to get there.

A confident young Japanese woman stepped up off the road into the wide entrance of the guesthouse lobby. She caught my eye. Not the best looking girl in the world but certainly not the worst. She had short blonde dreadlocks, a don't-fuck-with-me expression and a small cotton dress that was so thin it showed off her skimpy green underwear. She looked like she was up for it. Whatever it was. A punky hippie. No frills or pretensions. She had a funky attitude and a strong sexual energy.

The wide open lobby lay before her. To her left was a scattering of travellers, including me, chilling out around the low wooden tables, eating, drinking, chatting, watching whatever movie was on the big TV, or reading. Or waiting to meet someone. Straight ahead of her was the pathway to reception. To her right were a few cafe-style tables where other travellers sat eating, drinking and watching TV. She scanned the room from left to right. I watched her from over the top of my book. She strode towards reception, stopping close to the desk just a few metres away. She scanned the room again from the opposite angle and then, just as she looked like she was about to leave, we made eye contact. She smiled, set herself and walked straight over.

Hey! Can I sit with you?

Sure

Small talk was easy. Satoko was the first person to approach me for a relaxed, friendly conversation since I arrived the night before. She laughed at all my jokes, got instantly close and touchy-feely and was not at all shy about holding eye contact for a suggestible amount of time. A proper little live wire. Said she'd spent the previous couple of years living in Australia with her boyfriend but they'd broken up. She'd left Australia for good and had a few days in Bangkok before flying on to India. Her new favourite album was exactly the same as mine – Manic Organic by Ganga Giri. Coincidence? Maybe. Satoko was twenty three years old. Same as Claire. And a 'Japanese Aussie', of sorts. Back in Australia when I'd been profiled by those 'kids' who'd peppered me with questions I'd said I liked Japanese Aussies. This was a trap. Satoko was the bait, but I didn't made the connection.

You like to smoke?

Fucking right!

Come with me, I know an Israeli!

A couple of streets distant, we made our way up to the third or fourth floor of an Israeli guest house. Satoko knocked on a plain wooden door which opened into a dark, dingy, smoky room. The occupant was a short, skinny, long haired and bare chested junkie-looking Israeli in his twenties smoking a bong in the far corner of the room. Satoko scored some Nepalese charas from him in a very close and hush hush exchange. I was left in the opposite corner of the room, not being able to hear what was said. We ripped a bong each and then left. In the corridor outside his room, Satoko took my hand:

Come, there's a rooftop bar here. They play music and we can get a drink.

Sweet!

The bar was empty. Satoko got the drinks in. The DJ turned on the sound system and played just for us while we sat on our bar stools facing each other. Small talk was harder after the bong though. It was good hash but, in the bright light of day, she looked different. There was something about her vibe that had changed and I started to feel a bit uncomfortable. Or was it just me? Something had passed between her and the Israeli downstairs, just a few words but it was clear they were muttered in a way that would prevent me hearing what had been said.

Fuck it dude. It's a new country, you're jet lagged, stoned and tripping out, its just paranoia...

My gut was telling me to get out of there, but my head was making excuses. The initial spark between the two of us had gone. Satoko picked up on my growing discontent:

You want to dance?

Not really.

She shrugged her shoulders, got up and started grooving away in front of me, beckoning me to join her on the empty dance floor. The music was bad. Cheesy Euro trance. She didn't have much of a body either, but I could feel a stirring in my loins as I watched her move. I smiled. She smiled back then bounced over, standing between my legs as I sat on the bar stool.

Come! Come on, dance with me – are you shy?

She was lustily close.

I can't.

Why?

Her face twisted into an exaggerated look of bewilderment. 

Check that out!

Her eyes followed mine down to my groin. My cock was rock hard, making a tent shape in my thin surf shorts.

Wow! You wanna go back to the guest house?

She was keen.

Er, yeah, alright then.

My room was on the ground floor of the Guesthouse, directly behind the reception desk and right opposite the bottom of the stairs everyone else had to climb to get to their rooms. It was a busy place with well over a hundred guests coming and going at all times of the day and night. Serving staff bustled past constantly between the kitchen and the lobby and the walls of the room were made of three millimetre thick hardboard. Right outside my door was a footfall most businesses would pay a fortune for but the room was little more than a windowless cardboard box.

I closed the door behind us. We turned to face each other. Alone, in private for the first time. I took her by the hips and went to kiss her on the lips. She turned away, opening her neck for me to nuzzle. I knocked off her shoulder straps and that skimpy little cotton dress fell lightly to the floor. Satoko wrestled with the waistband of my shorts. They dropped. I stepped out of them and pulled her close. I felt strange. There was no real chemistry between us and I didn't even think she was that good looking but my dick was telling me otherwise.

Wait!

What?

Hit me!

Eh? Hit you?

I balled up my fist and held it to her face.

Yeah!

Fuck off, I'll break your jaw!

She was only little, and that delicate Japanese bone structure didn't look like it could handle much of a punch.

Hmm. Not impressed. Ok then, whip me!

With what?

She reached into her bag and pulled out a thick, studded leather belt.

Fuck it, ok. If I say no to that she'll think I'm a right boring twat and be out the door in a flash...

She handed me the belt, stood on the bed, faced the wall, spread her legs and put her hands up as if she was about to get frisked by a cop. Butt naked, demanding, submissive and shameless. Crazy bitch.

Crack!

Harder, that was shit!

CRACK!

She yelped.

Woah! Keep it down girl, there's only three mil of hardboard between us and the rest of the hotel!

CRACK!

She squealed again, even louder. I cringed with embarrassment.

Fuck this, are you trying to get me arrested or something?

Standing there butt naked in a grimy little single room whipping that freaky Japanese nymphomaniac with a studded belt did nothing for me, but I was still rock hard and raging to go. I took control, went straight for the honey pot and gave her a good old fashioned seeing to. She loved it. She was the noisiest fuck you could imagine. I almost felt like a spectator. After the first half hour or so with nobody interrupting I figured we were going to be left to our own devices so we fucked as loudly as she wanted until we could fuck no more. Hardcore sexercise.

Satoko had three more days before her flight to India so we got a bigger, double air-conditioned room on the top floor.

Claire became a memory. Over the next three days and nights Satoko and I fucked our way through countless packets of condoms, barely stopping to eat, drink or smoke. There was no emotional engagement from either of us though. I felt a strange kind of detachment the whole time we were together - like I could fuck her forever but it meant nothing to me. All I had to do was think about sex and I'd be rock hard and ready to go again – Superman style. It didn't even matter if we'd just finished. I was fully erect and primed for action at a moments notice. I put it down to a combination of the food, hot weather, jet lag and the multitudes of sexy, scantily dressed women we'd see in the street – tourists and locals alike, all hanging around and looking their down-dressed sexy best. The flesh and beauty on display was more than enough to fire the desires of any red-blooded human, regardless of gender or persuasion.

Satoko asked me to tie her up, so I obliged. It was demanded of me. A dominant submissive – that's what this girl was. Wrists behind the back, ankles together and then wrists to the ankles with good, tight knots.

You want a gag as well?

She paused for a moment.

Uh huh!

I gagged her and stood back. She looked hilarious, a right state. The fake dreads, ugly face, small, shapeless flabby tits all hog tied with strips of ripped sarong.

Fuck it!

I started getting dressed.

I'm off!

Uh?

I'm going out for a bit, see ya later!

She was doing my head in. I needed a break. I went down to the lobby, ordered a 7Up, smoked a cigarette and sat watching a movie for fifteen minutes. It was nice to have a bit of peace and quiet – time and space to gather my thoughts. I figured she liked being freaked out so she was probably getting off on the situation in a perverse sort of way. Something about it all was bugging me but I couldn't put my finger on it. This city was a proper trip. I looked around. Plenty of bored looking single guys. I could pimp this crazy bitch out and make a few quid, she'd probably love it! I had a good chuckle with myself at such an insane idea. She was lucky. I'm not like that. This is no Tarantino movie, but, as I sat there in the lobby with a 7Up and a hog tied Japanese nymphomaniac locked in my room after two days in the country, it almost felt as if I was living through one. Thailand – the land of smiles. It certainly had me smiling, if only at the madness of it all.

Satoko was relieved to see me again. I let myself in, rolled a joint, removed her gag and gave her a few tokes before cutting her free from bondage. I wanted her pacified first. She showed me a lot more respect after that. She might even have warmed to me a little on the emotional side, but when she left our goodbye was brief and fleeting, as if our short but intense time together had meant nothing to her at all.

We'd made friends with a few other travellers in the lobby just before she left. Three of those and I headed back up to my expensive (aircon) room to smoke the last of the charas she left me with. It was two English guys and a girl from Jersey. We had a laugh. An hour or so later the two guys made their excuses, leaving me alone with the girl. She stepped in close but I didn't respond. My cock was red raw after four days hardcore with Satoko and I still couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong. The last few times we'd screwed I'd talked Satoko into riding bareback. She took a little bit of convincing but my pump was dry and our sex was constantly being interrupted by breaking condoms and having to go out to buy more so she relented. She didn't feel right inside though, a bit dry and lumpy.

I didn't fancy struggling with Thai condoms again and I certainly didn't want to expose this Jersey girl to anything nasty I might've picked up so I put her off as gently and tactfully as I could. It didn't work. The next day:

Please, please fuck me, I had an all over body wax this morning, feel that...

She was a beautiful, gentle woman literally begging for me for sex. Her desperation was the only unattractive thing about her. I was starting to feel like a dildo on legs. I stood firm and refused, for her own safety, and to give my own equipment some time to recover.

Satoko used the oldest trick in the book to pull me – a spiked drink, and, no doubt, more than one. Coming from rural England, I wasn't prepared for that. Back home drink-spiking and sex was always framed as a male on female phenomenon – men spiking the drinks of unsuspecting women with knockout 'date-rape' drugs like GHB. The issue was never spoken about the other way around – women spiking men with sexual stimulants. I'd been raised fully conscious of the predatory instincts and actions of men and how frowned upon that was, but I'd never been alerted to the predatory instincts and actions of women. As a young, white male in Thailand I was a prime target. A dumb walking wallet ripe for the taking. This was an inversion of the reality I was used to, and one which I was going to have to learn about the hard way. But why? She didn't rob me. Was she really just a legit nympho looking for some action? She looked like she'd come to the guesthouse searching for someone, me specifically?

Regardless, she was gone now. Jersey girl left after a couple of days. Time to go exploring.

Koh Pha Ngan and the Full Moon parties beckoned. After a decade of fame, the island and its party scene were already heavily commercialised affairs but, with so many new tourists arriving every month for a first time experience, there was still a constant vibe of excitement about the place. After five weeks chilling out in a bamboo hut, soaking up the intense atmosphere, living a mildly hedonistic tropical lay-about life and tolerating too many hippies who thought they were the reincarnation of Jesus, I started to get bored again. The underlying pollution, crime, violence, narcissism, corruption and constant drama of the island's monthly party cycle, once experienced and understood, starts to cast a menacing, ever-present shadow over the whole place. Robbery, rape, murder, extortion, vicious assaults, druggings and police raids are all sadly far too common on Thai islands but they're rarely publicised. That'd be bad for tourism. The locals don't like people talking about it either. Once you learn a few things and come to the attention of certain people its wise to move on. So I did. Back to Bangkok.

It was around this time I got befriended by an Australian mining engineer. He was a man's man – six foot tall, fit and strong with a bald head and short beard. He liked a beer. Not into drugs. Back then I thought he was just another guy passing through. Time has changed my opinion of that though. He told me a couple of stories. Or were they veiled threats, or warnings?

His first story was about Koh Pha Ngan, the island I'd just come from. He said he spent his days there walking up and down the beach warning tourists about the rape gangs operating during the day and at the Full Moon parties. Tourists, mostly women, would find themselves getting drugged and passing out on the beach before being picked up and carried away into the nearby maze of bars, hostels, shops and restaurants. It wasn't just women being targeted either. One guy got drugged, beaten up, robbed, raped and left for dead on the rocks by a ladyboy. Real horror stories.

The second was more personal:

Back when I was seventeen I had everything going for me – I was good at school and sport, I had a fucking hot girlfriend and the future was ahead of me. All of a sudden though, I started to get an itchy arse. I couldn't understand it. After a while I went to the doctor. He told me he thought I had herpes on my arse. Fuck off! I wanted a second opinion so I went to another doctor and he told me the same thing. I was devastated. I'm not gay, but I tried to remember all the parties I'd passed out drunk at. Had someone raped me? Seventeen fucking years I had that itchy arse. It broke up the relationship with my girlfriend, plagued me all the way through uni and then I got a job as a mining engineer. I'd be standing at a white board in front of rooms full of strong, hard bastard miners and my arse would be tearing me apart – I'd be dying to scratch it but I couldn't, not in front of them. Anyhow, I saw a program about people with rare allergies and that got me thinking. I'd started travelling to Asia a bit and whenever I was there my arse would stop itching. What was different? I did a few experiments and, after a while, found out that I was allergic to one of the chemicals in Australian laundry detergent. The more infected I thought I was the more I cleaned my arse but that was just making everything worse. They don't put the same chemical in Asian laundry detergent. Seventeen fucking years.

He'd figured it all out quite recently. I didn't know whether to laugh or feel pity for him. The pain of those years was etched in his face as he told the story. Was it true? Why was he telling me all this? Who was he really?

Bomb In The Jungle

Kanchanaburi

I was sitting at a table on the pavement outside My House Guesthouse wondering what to do and where to go next when I got talking to a guy in passing. He approached me, made some small talk and suggested I check out Kanchanaburi.

There's a standard three day/two night tour you can do around the region – the bridge over the river Kwai, Erawan waterfalls and all that, it's really good. You can book it through that travel agency just across the street there, some of them are dodgy but that one's pretty good.

Sounded alright to me. Kanchanaburi was only a couple of hours drive away so I checked it out and booked my ticket that afternoon. Organised tours can be hit or miss affairs but, as a single traveller, they take a lot of the stress out of planning, research and logistics - there's guaranteed company, local knowledge, pre-booked accommodation and you get to see the best of the local attractions so it was an easy sell.

The minibus arrived to pick me up the following morning. I clambered into the back and took my place in the middle of the back seat with an English guy on one side and an English girl on the other. They were friendly enough. When we reached Kanchanaburi they left to do their own thing. Then I found out that all the other people in my tour group were Israelis. Nine of them and one of me. Oh well, I'd heard a lot of stories about them from other travellers in Bangkok, all bad, but, I thought, they can't all be psychos, can they?

It was all very uneventful for the first day and a half. Only a couple of them made any effort to speak to me and my attempts at instigating conversation usually fell flat. I was very much the gooseberry of the group, but I didn't mind that – it was only three days.

At the always-busy Erawan water falls national park I met a few more sociable tourists and had a good day hiking up the waterfalls and bobbing about in the lower pools with them. It was the end of the day. At least a couple of hundred tourists, equally split between Thai's and foreigners, gathered around the lower carp-filled pools of the river savouring the last few minutes before our buses were due to leave. It was an idyllic tropical paradise and, despite the hundreds of people, the atmosphere was beautifully calm, friendly and peaceful.

A young boy crouched by the edge of the biggest pond, throwing handfuls of rice into the water for the carp to eat. The fish were going wild for it. He had a metre-wide ball of carp fighting and feasting at his feet. A lot of us were watching the innocent spectacle. One of the Israelis in our tour group stood up, picked up a thick length of tree branch and walked towards the scene until he stood directly behind the boy on the river bank. The boy was completely oblivious to the Israeli towering above him, whose feet were a good two metres above the boys head. Then, holding the chunky four inch thick club-length piece of wood, he raised his right arm above his head and threw it, full power, directly into the ball of carp right in front of the crouching boy.

Pandemonium erupted. Water and fish exploded into the air. The splash soaked the young child, who burst into terrified tears. Two local park rangers rushed over to the scene. The crowd fell silent. The Israeli stood tall, glaring at us all, silently challenging anyone to stand up to him. What the fuck? Knowing vaguely who he was and that he had eight 'friends' in our little tour group, I kept my mouth shut. The local rangers and his own group of friends were closer to the front of the line when it came to dealing with this psychotic twat. Nobody said anything though. For the evil bastard to commit such an open, unprovoked and horrific act of violence without any response from the local rangers or his own friends shocked me as much as the act itself. None of the other Israelis in our group dared say a word. They were petrified of him.

We boarded our minibus for a quiet ride back to the riverside guesthouse, at which we were the only guests. Dinner was called. I was the last to arrive at the table. The only seat left was opposite the head of the table, where the offender sat bare chested, wearing only a tiny pair of white speedos. He looked repulsive with his long, curly, greasy hair, his mean expression and big hairy chest. He, and all the other Israelis, completely ignored me. They refused to make even eye contact. Words were mumbled between them in low tones. After one particular mumble, followed by a glance of contempt toward me from the offender, I lost my cool. I stood up and ripped into them all for their rudeness, then I launched a scathing verbal assault on the speedo-wearing thug sitting opposite me. I cursed him for his behaviour at the waterfalls and again for his disgusting state of undress at the dinner table. Then I called out the cowardice of the other Israelis for putting up with him. They all fell silent, heads bowed, staring into their dinner plates. Fucking tossers.

My temper is like a tropical storm – lots of thunder and bluster but I haven't struck anyone in anger since I was a child and I blow out fast. Once I've got whatever it is off my chest I return to calm very quickly. I didn't give a fuck what they all thought of me after my rant but I was glad I said it. One day left of their bullshit and I'd never have to see them again. The near-naked beast emanated hate towards me since the moment we met, never once attempting to share a smile, joke or even a common courtesy. There was, though, a familiarity about him. Had we met before? I didn't dwell on the matter.

The rest of the Kanchanaburi tour passed without incident, taking me back to Bangkok after the scheduled three days. Time to book a ticket to Cambodia. The plan was to spend most of my time in Thailand and then finish the trip with two weeks in Cambodia to visit the vast temple complex at Angkor. Disillusioned with the islands and pissed right off with the tour group of Israelis, Bangkok and its masses of non-Israelis was the place I felt most comfortable. As a city it had everything to offer at a very affordable price. Temples, markets, bars, food and massages are all abundant, its home to the famous Lumphini Thai Boxing stadium, and, what would be a trip to Bangkok without a visit to a 'Ping Pong' show? It wasn't on my list of things to do but a friend of a friend insisted. My first strip club experience. It was as seedy as it gets. Ugly, garish, cheap and painfully exploitative. Not a pleasant experience.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





