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This book tells occasionally true and occasionally fictionalized stories based on some truth; the names of places and/or persons have been fictionalized to protect individuals. 

I write as a world citizen, a non-partisan member of the human race. My concerns are humanistic, and my loyalty only to literature, to humanity, to my readers, and to the truth (and fiction can sometimes be truer than pedestrian truth, and outlast it).

Also, this book assumes a male massage-lover’s viewpoint, because it is the only viewpoint I am qualified to take. A similar book by a woman author from a woman’s viewpoint is equally necessary, and I would support such a book with all my heart. For the sake of convenience and inclusiveness, the word “masseuse” is used to embrace all women who give massages for a living, whether formally trained and certified or not.

Finally, I admire the unblinking honesty of Henry Miller, the wordplay of Vladimir Nabokov, and the humor of George Carlin; this and my other books may be unsuitable for the excessively literal, politically correct, or sexually conservative.
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​Prelude: Fool Bawdy Massage
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In any one of a dozen cities and pleasure zones of Pleasurelandia, which is a multi-national region and a state of mind more than it is a country, you have just to walk down the street, practically any street of any town or city, sometimes just walk outside your hotel or stroll on the beach, and sooner rather than later, you will find yourself having variations of the following conversation:

Want massage, Sir?

No.

Bawdy massage.

No!

Hole Bawdy Massage

No!!!

Good for you, Sir. Make happy.

No. [Hey, life is short. No point wasting your exclamation marks.]

Fool Bawdy Massage, Sir. Fool Bawdy.

Massage everything? [At this point, curiosity, resignation, amusement, and playfulness have overtaken, melted, or atomized your initial feelings of suspicion, cynicism, and irritation.]

Yes, everything, Sir!

Include what? [You want to be really sure there’s no catch. Besides, you’re the sort who likes to know the score.]

Include Fool Bawdy. But not include massage ping pong [the male tool].

How about pong?

Ok, pong, he responds — pong being the Cambodian word for egg, and also being half the word for balls.

Two pongs, ok?

Ok, two pongs. But Ping pong extra.

Not interested. I was just joking, my friend! Ha ha! You want to make my ping pong go ding dong, eh?!

Ha ha ha, Sir.

Ha ha ha to you, my friend.

[After a pause, he recovers his poise and coolly asks:] You want Bawdy to Bawdy Massage, Sir?

Really?

Bawdy to Bawdy, Sir.

Really? Wow!

Yes Sir. Lady take off everything. Nakkid Nakkid, Sir. And massage you with hole bawdy. On your hole bawdy.

Really?

Velly velly good, Sir.

And ping pong?

Ping pong massage, Sir, afterwards.

Include?

Not include, Sir. Extra. Fool Bawdy include massage with mew. With milk. But not take out your water.

My water?

Yes, your ping pong water.

My water take out extra?!

Yes, sir.

Ok, how much for everything, dammit?

1000 baht, Sir. Make happy happy, Sir. Make ping pong happy, Sir. Sleep velly good. Yes, velly good!

Happy happy, eh? How about happy happy happy? Would that be 500 baht more than just happy happy?

Yes, sir. Too happy. Happy maak maak.

Include boom boom?

No, Sir. Boom Boom 1000 baht extra.

Why extra? [Of course you know why. You’re just being perverse, you’re just having fun at his expense.]

You want massage boom boom? With beautiful lady, Sir. Have movie star.

Hmmm, movie star. Let me guess. Is her first name Angelina, by any chance?

No Sir. Angel.

Oh. And has this Angel starred in any movies that I may have seen?

Don’t know, Sir. Maybe . . . if you have seen Thai Angels XXX No.23.

[Thai Angels! Movie Star! Even a hardened man’s resistance has begun to melt.] How much?

1000 baht for beautiful lady. 2000 baht for sexy lady. 3000 baht for karaoke singer. 4000 baht for movie star. In loom 1000 extra. But no bawdy to bawdy.

Why?

Because bawdy to bawdy lady not same same lady [as] massage boom boom lady. Also, extra for karaoke.

Karaoke? What made you think, all of a sudden, that I was looking for a musical evening?

Karaoke, Sir. Lady smoke your banana, Sir! Make kala-okay with your banana, Sir. Velly good. Velly healthy, Sir. Sleep velly good.

Oh, I see. And I thank you from the bottom of my heart for being so concerned about my sleep, my health, and my general welfare. But let me get this straight: Smoking-hot lady sing karaoke with and smoke my banana, but no light it on fire, right?

Ha ha, yes sir. No worry, Sir, she no barbecue your banana, Sir, no light your fucking ass on fire . . . Sir!

So Karaoke include? (By now, you understand that “karaoke” is their comical slang for fellatio, and you have also picked up a bit of the local “English” or Thinglish, in which every verb is spoken in the present tense, usually in a subject verb object format, but often dropping the unnecessary parts of speech. The Golden Rule of Southeast Asian languages being: Never use three words when two will do.)

Ha ha, sir. No, Sir. 500 extra for karaoke.

Ok, forget all that. I was just joking. How much for a simple massage? Massage no boom boom.

Solly, sir. Massage no boom boom no have. You want massage no boom boom, you go beauty salon. Closed now, open tomollow molning.

At this point, you are likely to be so frustrated that you throw your hands in the air and say, “Okay, just give me everything. And take all my money! And take me too! My cherry is still intact, and it has an S&P rating of AAA+.”

Because at this moment, your wheels or your chakras are spinning, and that is the worst moment for someone to switch off the power. Because while you may have thought you were playing him, the fact is that he was playing you all along, he has come across a hundred wise guys like you, and there is a 50-50 chance that you will at this point crumble and take whatever is on offer. Because he has subtly sold himself, even if you thought at first you were going to have some fun at that poor local joker’s expense. Your mojo wheels are spinning, and now they must either be taken care of, or you won’t be able to sleep — or worse, may have to check into the local nuthouse, and you can’t let yourself down like that. It’s like being in a swank and cavernous but windowless New Delhi restaurant on a baking hot summer afternoon when suddenly, there is a power failure, and the air-conditioner stops, and the lights go off.

Many of us will have surrendered at some halfway point in the above dialogue, if not earlier, and be stretched out on a massage table or on a bed, having the wildest time of our lives, sensuality spiced with laughter and total insanity, a scenario we couldn’t even have begun to dream of in our home countries. Because once our sexual arousal has proceeded beyond the point of containment by logic and previous experience, we men are like lambs led to the slaughter. Helpless and pitiful. At this point, only the physical intervention of Superman can save our souls.

Besides, some of us are here precisely because of this insatiable desire for touch, for laughter, for closeness and intimacy (whether or not we admit it to ourselves), of which the world, including parts of the Western world, has not enough — for even George W. Bush, had he had the First Willy massaged by a lovely Thai ping pong specialist twice weekly, might never have invaded Iraq.

On the other hand, who is to say that he wouldn’t, in such a case, have invaded Pleasurelandia and transformed it into Texas — or even worse, into a gigantic post-2003 Baghdad?

Ultra Short Glossary for the Otherly Advantaged

Pong: egg or balls, in this piece used with creative license to specifically refer to the quasi-spherical male endowments suspended below the male member (testicles, bollocks).

Bawdy to Bawdy: When a woman massages your entire naked body with her entire naked body, usually oiled or soaped.

Mew or Milk: Woman’s breast: the word for milk and breast is identical in Thai (nom), as in Indonesian (susu), and its meaning depends on the context. General rule: “mew” or milk” means a woman’s breast, unless you happen to be in a restaurant; where, if you don’t happen to have an infant with you, and if you were to order liquid milk, they will burst out laughing, liquid milk being considered unsuitable nourishment for anyone older than four. In their mind, you’re sitting at a restaurant table and ordering a woman’s breast.

Also, “Big Mew” means “Big Breasts.” And “massage with mew” means a massage using the breasts instead of the hands to massage a customer.

Water: Joy juice, Water of Life, Essence of Man, also called semen (not excluding semen from a seaman).
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​Thailand
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Nothing about my years of living in America had prepared me for what I was to discover in Thailand. At first, I would just use Bangkok as a massage and rest stopover for 3-4 days on my trips to other Asian countries which I was visiting to research my novels. But after a bad divorce, and partly because of Southeast Asia’s comparatively low cost of living — a dollar or two for a meal, as little as fifteen dollars a night for an air-conditioned room, and seven dollars for a massage — my objective had now changed to survival, emotional, physical, and financial, until I published a commercially successful book. I started spending long stretches in Thailand and Indonesia, months and months, always planning for just a month or two each time. Unexpectedly, all of these months added up to more than four years spent in Thailand and Indonesia combined, and two more years in other Southeast Asian countries. And on all these trips, I took my willy along with me. Which, according to one wise guy on the Internet, is one of just two things a man gets to keep after a divorce (frankly, I still don’t know which the other one is).

Briefly, I found myself in a scenario I couldn’t have imagined in my wildest dreams: totally cut off from children, ex-spouse, ex-home and ex-society. For someone who had lived for years with abundant affection from his wife and children, it was now more important than ever: not just total intimacy with a woman, but mouth to mouth kissing. I tongue-kissed anyone who would let me kiss them, sometimes perfect strangers — so long as they unambiguously belonged to the female sex, which can be an illusory distinction in Thailand with its gorgeous and often convincing lady boys. No doubt it would often lead to sex, but guess what? Western psychiatrists don’t tell you this, because they want repeat business from you, and get no business if their patients get cured. But I have conclusively discovered that, for a man, the most effective antidepressant is a loving woman’s arms, and her soulful mouth-to-mouth kisses, followed by or interwoven with sex. (Which makes me think: Why not replace the Peace Corps with a universal Kiss Corps — which would be so much cheaper than war, antidepressants, and talk therapy?)

At first, after a month’s visit to Thailand, when my Thai tourist visa expired, I would return to the U.S. Back in the U.S., I would find myself isolated and in an emotional wasteland, there being only so much fun and comfort to be gained from mocking my own sadness by singing along to Ray Charles’s blues, songs such as “Lonely Avenue” or “Drown in My Own Tears”, or B.B. King’s “Three o’clock Blues.” So I began to plot spending more of my time in Southeast Asia, overcoming visa time limits by moving from country to country, and sometimes crossing the border for just a few days, or for 15 minutes, and returning to Thailand.

Then I discovered that massage need not be merely massage, but could be a short cut to intimacy . . . sometimes, nay often, the masseuse was herself someone who had been jilted in love, who had been abandoned by a lover or a spouse after being impregnated or left holding the baby/babies, and who, like me, was also looking for tenderness and affection. And when I sensed that, we were instantly attracted to each other, overflowing with healing love.

This is the unspoken element in all of this narrative: my explosive, almost insatiable post-divorce desire to be intimate with a woman, have my skin brush against hers or be in deep contact with it, and to suck on a lovely breast, whenever I could — some of the most beautiful and tender of the massages that occurred after my divorce would be those in which a woman, usually Southeast Asian, offered me her breast to suck, yes, right in the middle of the massage. Where in the entire boring, fucking New York State Massage law is there a provision for such a thing, and where in the next million years will there ever be one (dream on, you patriots and cheerleaders for the American Way)? I wanted to run as far away from New York State Law as I could, I wanted to be in a land where kindness and tenderness were not regulated, not measured or doled out in coffee spoons, prices naturally regulated and subject to New York State sales or service tax . . .

Whenever the massages spilled over into sex, it would usually be the unplanned result of some combination of chemistry, personal initiative, and excess libido, outside the massage parlor, either in my hotel room if she had paid a house call, or during a date outside the massage parlor and without the permission or knowledge of her employers. Sometimes, it was I who was seduced, and many or nearly all of these women told me later that they usually had sex just once or twice a month, and in rare cases once or twice a week, and were in some cases sex-starved for months, because the local men, who are usually fixated on women under 22, saw them as "over the hill" — divorced or single mothers — or not “fresh” goods. And in every case in which we made love, and a few times when we didn’t, I would suck on their breasts, and four out of five times, they would be so affected as to draw my head closer and to close their eyes while I was doing it. Which I found very moving.

But all that happened later. When I first visited Thailand, landing up in the City of Life and Brazen Pleasure, Bangkok, with its signs such as “Darling Turkish Bath,” “Pussy Show,” and “Sexy Teen Massage,” women were visible everywhere, vibrant, standing tall, assertive at times, and often running the city, the shops, everything but the buses, taxis, police stations, and the Army. And I was bowled over by how easy and relaxed the Thai masseuses were with the human body, with the body of the complete stranger they were massaging, and what a peaceful and even playful thing a massage in their hands could be. 

As with this masseuse, Nu: a mother in her thirties. Once I flop face-down and naked onto my rubber-sheeted foam mattress for my oil massage, she draws the blue screen partition around me to shield my nakedness from peeking eyes, and then treats my body as if it were her two-year-old baby’s. Her strokes have the fluidity and grace of a champion rowing a boat, the forward and return movements so easily blended into one continuous rolling motion. For part of this massage, she is sitting beside your buttocks, drawing her soft hands up along your inner thighs, and gently giving a feather-soft massage to your gratefully expanding balls before circling around your buttocks and reaching down towards your knees.

It is almost as if she had been born to do this. You don’t discern the slightest conflict in her as you would in the masseuses of certain other countries, who must ceaselessly battle with an internal tormentor and Puritan censor who harangues them with the suggestion that what they are doing is not respectable, or that certain parts of the body are “dirtier” than others.

And their names! Even listening to the names of the Thai masseuses is enough to make me laugh out loud and relax me. For only in Thailand could you be massaged by a Pook (the sound of a fart), who may have earned her name by farting at the moment of birth. I have also been massaged by Fon (rain), besides Meow (cat), Nok (bird), Mot (ant), Goong (shrimp), Gai (chicken), Yo, Poom, Boom, and Pooh (crab).

After the first time I entered Thailand, this knowledge of the complete acceptance of my body, this promise of warmth and uncomplicated sexuality, had made such an impression on me that the moment I landed in Bangkok on subsequent occasions and stepped into the taxi to get to my hotel, an indescribable calm and joy would slowly sink into me, making me feel generous towards humankind — optimistic, grateful. And I would think, “What a gracious people. How lucky I am to be here.”

Meow and Why Standing Up?

In many a Thai or Southeast Asian massage parlor, any statement such as “Thai massage” or “Body Massage” is simply an opening statement — there are no defined categories, and anything can turn into anything else, all depending on the situation and the mood. Words are just words; they don’t prevent Thais from being human and extremely flexible. Especially if something is “standing up.”

As with Meow. Meow, long dark hair, short, is called in to my beachside hotel room in the Kamala Beach section of Phuket, an island in the sun surrounded by blue waters and a blue sky adorned by a few powder puff clouds. The hotel’s lavish rooms are located in independent bungalows set on a terraced hillside, each bungalow with its own view of the sea, framed by gardens and trees and blue sky. Minutes after I call the receptionist and order an oil massage, Meow arrives at my door with a basket full of scented oils and creams and small towels, smiling, wai-ing, or offering me the traditional Thai folded-hand greeting, her body language signaling an absolute eagerness to please. She’s wearing white shorts, and so is her companion, a trainee, an unexpected gift who will also massage me in the process of learning. In hotel rooms, the Thai masseuses, who are usually short, climb on to the usually king-sized bed and in a sense climb over you from various directions, thus becoming an adjunct or extension of your body. Sometimes, they sit on top of your bum or thighs, and sometimes they stand on your body. Admittedly, when they stand on your body, you better protect your balls, or at least pray for them; but the rest of the massage is relaxed and intimate. You rarely encounter the strict separation of roles that you find in Western massages, in which the masseuse is the Director, the Boss, the Doer; whereas you, the customer, are the passive recipient, and you better not make any sudden moves unless you are dying to hear police sirens within the next ten minutes and wish to face charges of molestation or indecent behavior.

Whereas the comely Meow massaged me nude (I was nude, she fully clothed), often nonchalantly brushing over my penis, or letting it nuzzle against her elbows or forearms, warming them and passing on some electrical energy while she was massaging my belly.  In other words, the penis was never to her an object of dread, but simply another democratic member of the physical world, like a lamp, or a tree, or a rock, or a pencil, except that this was a thicker pencil covered with skin and topped by a brown-pink hat. There was no need to inconvenience herself or me simply because of a piece of elongated flesh called a penis, an object of variable length (depending on that inner sexual dictator that controls my moods, and is giving me a slight hardon at this very minute, as if to remind me of its power), no need to get a crick in her neck or a strained muscle because of having to bend or perform a gymnastic maneuver just to avoid touching the Evil Snake. 

And as her hands roamed freely over my belly, her forearms kept brushing nonchalantly against a now completely vertical cock, resulting in a sudden spray of sticky white fluid into the ecosphere. An embarrassing moment for me, yet she, without a flap, without a heart attack, and without a word, simply picked up a towel from the chair, wiped clean the evidence, and then, with Buddha-like aplomb, continued with her massage. I could have embraced her for that acceptance, for that naturalness, for not putting me on the spot or grilling me like a Grand Inquisitor for that innocent biological accident. Only way towards the end, about half an hour later, when her proximity to my pecker provoked a second cockstand did she ask me if I wanted her to “take care” of it (quite a few Thai women seem to have this endearing motherly desire to “take care” of you).  Until then, nothing in her demeanor had suggested that she would even honor such an obscene request had it come from me.

Meow, being a little older (perhaps 27), was a bit sedate, lacking the playful sense of humor I found in Pooh, the nineteen-year-old girl with a babydoll haircut who had given me an untraditional (me nude, masseuse in sexy white shorts) Thai massage the previous day, and who was so natural, so much at peace with life, that she just pushed my penis away when it obstructed her lawful path, sometimes watched it in wry amusement, and at other times mock-seriously scolded it as she might a naughty two-year-old boy, “Why standing up?! Why not go to sleep?!” Why indeed? An eternal question, standing tall in comparison with “To be, or not to be?” or “What is the meaning of life?” — Pooh’s question, even more than the other two, is a question that I have pondered for decades without much enlightenment.

At other times, Pooh playfully shook her finger at my erect dick and then took matters into her own hands: she pushed the insensible and recalcitrant thing down to “sleeping” position to make her point. And she was so relaxed as she climbed over me and crossed over me, my big feet and long fingers at times touching, or brushing against, her breasts and her pussy; she was so absorbed in the Zen of giving me a massage, as if her ergonomic efficiency and comfort, and my comfort, and the massage itself, were all that mattered, that two separate identities had merged, at least for the duration of this massage. She was no more going to twist her body into unnatural shapes for “modesty’s sake” than a cat would, for modesty's sake, lift up its behind and tilt its body so that its balls wouldn't touch and thus possibly contaminate its owner’s sofa.

––––––––
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The Hotel Call-In Massage

This is the kind of massage where you respond to one of the phone numbers advertised in the maps, tourist brochures, or “guides”, which are full of advertisements whose main interest is to provoke your lust and relieve you of your cash. Many of these numbers offer round-the-clock service, unlike the hotel’s own massage staff, if any. This is the kind of massage situation in which anything can happen, and the creative and erotic possibilities are infinite; because, once you are in your room, your privacy is respected, and no sexual practice is illegal in actuality in Thailand, the laws to the contrary mainly having been written to please paternalistic Western governments.
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