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    Author’s Note




    It astonished me that the free version of Bonking Billy’s Thailand Diary (Part I) reached No.1 in Amazon’s bestseller list under the Asia category within a couple of days of its release, so I guessed I had better get Part II out to the people who bought it as quickly as possible, so here it is.




    Bonking Billy’s Thailand Diary is probably rather nearer the knuckle and contains stronger material than the rest of the books I have had published but I make no apologies for this. The stories in the diary of Billy Essex are in no way designed to sensationalize or shock. The book is the true diary of a rough and ready young Englishman’s days in a city notorious for its raunchy nightlife and the availability of its women, which at the time was probably one of the wildest places in the world. Anything other than the way Bonking Billy’s Thailand Diary has been presented would have been watering the truth down and would not have provided the reader with an accurate picture of what was going on in Pattaya at the time.




    Bonking Billy’s Thailand Diary will be my fourteenth publication. My other books include two novels based on truth and set in Thailand and Cambodia, several books of short stories mostly set around the bar areas and night streets of the Far East, a book about a period of time spent in Isaan, two fishing guides, a cookery book and a small volume of Thai children’s nursery rhymes. Thus I think I can at least claim that my work is diverse, if nothing else.




    Most of my books have reached best-seller status in their respective categories and the novels and books of short stories have received very good reviews in many newspapers and magazines. At times my work has even outsold the Lonely Planet guides to the region, which for a bloke whose headmaster said was impossible to educate and was bound on a direct route to incarceration or destitution (I suppose there is still time), I feel is not too bad.




    In the past many people have asked me why I write, so I think now is as good a time as any to reply to that question. The simple answer is because I never feel really happy unless I have a book on the go. What I really try to do in my writing is to try to bring to life and immortalize in some small way some of the memorable and funny stories and characters that I have come across during my days in the Far East, so that everyone can share them and hopefully get a laugh or two out of them before they are forgotten.




    Also, just like everybody I know I am not ashamed to admit that I am fond of money and similar to anyone else who writes, in some optimistic corner of my mind is the hope that one day I might just achieve the Rowlingesque breakthrough that would allow me to live the rest of my life in the style I feel I was destined for, but so far have somehow sadly missed out on.




    Whether Bonking Billy Essex and his rather preposterous little diary will provide such a life-changing catalyst is highly questionable to say the least, but I sincerely hope that you enjoy his antics anyway.




    Once again, my thanks to anybody who has ever bought or downloaded one of my books.




    I would also like to add that Thailand and Pattaya are great places for a holiday for either a man or a woman on their own and also for families. The food is superb, the people are friendly, it is as safe to walk the streets as anywhere else in the world and there is probably more to see and do than in any other country on the planet. It is simply that every big city anywhere around the globe has its seedier side and this is the aspect I have chosen to write about in this book. Besides which; Pattaya has certainly cleaned up its act since the new millennium and although it still retains a very active nightlife, the city now nowhere near as crazy and raunchy as during and before the days when Bonking Billy Essex was strutting his stuff.




    Peter Jaggs, Cha-am 2012


  




  

    Glossary




    Bar-fine…………….Money paid to bar to take girl out




    Chakwow…………..Hand-job; masturbation




    Dark Side………….Anywhere over the other side of Sukhumvit Road in Pattaya




    Farang……………..Foreign visitor to Thailand, usually Caucasian




    Isaan……………….North East Thailand




    Katoey……………..Lady-boy; transvestite




    Kratong……………Small boat made from banana leaves used in festival




    Khao tom………….Soft rice soup




    Lakorn……………..Thai soap opera




    Loy Kratong………Full moon festival




    Mai pen rai………..Never mind; don’t worry




    Mamasan…………..Woman in charge of bar-girls




    Mor phi…………….Spirit doctor; fortune teller




    Short-time………….Quick sex session




    Soi…………………..Small road or street




    Somtam……………..Spicy Papaya salad




    Songthaew………….Pick-up truck converted to a taxi or bus


  




  

    Bonking Billy’s Thailand Diary Part I




    Wednesday 2nd October




    My name is William Richard Essex. Considering I was born and bred in Billericay in the county of my surname, I guess the shortened versions of my two Christian names either show that my parents had a highly developed sense of humor or had a great love my hometown. Or perhaps they were just simply barking mad. Anyway, you can call me Bonking Billy.




    I have been coming to Pattaya for six months of the year for around two decades now. Every year I work like fuck all of the summer months and save up all my Thailand tokens, then around late September time, I get on a plane and gratefully leave the cold wastes of England far behind me. My job in England is so shitty and poorly paid it is always there waiting for me whenever I get back again; it seems that nobody without the incentive of six months shagging around in the Land of Smiles at the end of twenty-six weeks can stick stacking fifty pound crates of smelly fish in a freezer so cock-shrinkingly cold the tears of boredom freeze to your face for more than a couple of weeks, and having done it for five years on the trot now, I don’t blame them. Sure; the work is shit and I permanently stink like a fishwife’s fanny no matter how hard I scrub myself down when I get back home, but what the hell. It gets me back to Thailand. All the other lads at work ~ the filleters, the packers and the sorters ~ are used to me coming back around March time every year and good-naturedly take the piss out of me all summer. When I tell them my tales of Pattaya and Bangkok they assure me my dick will drop off one day and it was them who first dubbed me Bonking Billy. But you should see the look of jealousy in their eyes that appears without fail every year as the long summer days finally become shorter and the cold and frosty autumn draws nigh.




    It is now October 2001 and I have been back in Pattaya a week. If I don’t start this long-planned diary right now I guess I never will. The reason I have not yet put ink to paper is simple; so far I have been too far off my face to manage to get a pen and notebook together. Perhaps not surprisingly, the dubious charms of Pattaya’s nightlife seem to have this mind-numbing affect on many men. I thank Buddha that at least I have six months to spend here. How the poor bastards who only have a week or two to spare manage God only knows. Their holidays must fly by like a drug -crazed Hell’s Angel on a Harley Davidson.




    Anyway, here goes. Bonking Billy’s Thailand diary in the year of our Lord 2001. No literary pretensions; no bullshit. Not even much of a story really if the truth be told. Just what occurs as it does. And much of what will probably happen to yourself if you venture into the neon-lit forest of Pattaya’s night streets in search of the many dubious pleasures that are to be found there.




    I vaguely recall blundering into some of the go-go bars in Pattayaland last night. After that, I do remember that I was too pissed drunk to walk home, so I climbed onto the back of a motorcycle taxi with the intention of seeing in the early hours in and around the bars of Soi Eight and Nine. Except that I never got there. Because the motorcycle taxi boy turned out to be a motorcycle taxi girl half way through the short journey down the Second Road, and we ended up in my room for a shag instead. 300 baht changed hands and everyone was happy. I drifted off to sleep pondering how sometimes even performing the simplest of tasks task can very often turn out to have unexpected implications in Pattaya.




    Thursday 3rd October




    Last year I somehow got bogged down and stayed with a girl with tits far too big for her petite figure for three months. We used to go fishing around the local fishing parks together most days, and we had a fine old time together. Besides those magnificent knockers, one of her more endearing features to an impatient angler like myself was that she was uncannily skilled at unraveling the messes caused by my unskillful angling practices. The girl could produce a straight run of line from a bird’s nest so big a great auk might have been happy to live in it. Because of this gift everyone called her ‘Tak the untangler.’




    Anyway, Tak turned upout of the blue this morning. She says she has been up-country in Burriram since I have been gone and she has certainly been there for a while at least, because I can smell the wood smoke from the Isaan cooking fires on her hair and skin, and her hands are calloused across the ridges of the palms where she has been working in the fields. I have to ask myself; do I want to stay with her again this year or not? I guess the answer is maybe, but I have not been back here long enough yet this year and I am still firmly in bar-hopping mode. Sometimes it is hard to make a decision in Pattaya. Last year Tak didn’t like sex all that much. This year she seems to have become very eager. Either she missed me, or more likely she has been getting some lessons back home.




    Last night Pisshead Harold was very drunk. This is nothing untoward, because Pisshead Harold is almost always very drunk, at least during his waking hours. In Stringy’s bar in Soi Eight there is the biggest, fattest and ugliest lady-boy you have ever seen in your life. (In Thailand, lady-boys are known as katoeys for future reference.) Anyhow, this colossus of a katoey was waving her big fat arse all over the bar, which because she is so hideous was little less than a parody of sexual flirtation. Pisshead Harold ~ as usual inebriated enough to believe the mammoth posterior belonged to a female ~ lifted up her dress at the back, pulled her g-string to one side (with hindsight, an act that must have been extremely painful on the poor creature’s tucked-up-out-of-the-way sexual equipment) and gave her bum crack a good licking right there in front of everyone. The other real girls in the bar erupted into hysteria, a passing Taiwanese tourist took several photographs, and several customers with weak stomachs left the establishment immediately. This morning, Pisshead Harold claims he can’t remember a thing about the incident; a claim which given the amount of Chang beer he poured down his throat, is certainly entirely possible.




    I saw Jelly’s new girlfriend for the first time this morning; very nice. Jelly is actually Gerry, but as the Thai girls cannot pronounce the letter ‘r’ the name Jelly has now stuck, which is a little unfortunate, as the guy in question has a rather wobbly gut which he is none too proud of. When all is said and done though, I suppose Jelly is a pretty good sort of bloke, even if he is an Australian and sounds like Rolf Harris about to burst into his famous rendition of “Sunrise.’




    Tonight I left Tak watching lakorn shows in the room and went to a bar where Dirty Den has just started work as a bar manager. The bar is owned by an English Thalidomide victim and is called the Legless Arms. Now that’s what I call a sense a humor ~ as well as a pair of balls. Astonishingly, the thalidomide victim’s best buddy across the way appears to be afflicted with some form of Parkinson’s disease and shakes like a leaf all the time. His bar ~ just down the way from the infamous Dog’s Bollock’s bar ~ is called the Nervous Wreck. Sometimes in Sin-City, the truth is stranger than fiction.




    After that it was onto Stringy’s bar, which is owned by a bloke who is a dead ringer for Peter Stringfellow himself, minus the cash, of course. It wasn’t long before a real arsehole turned up and started giving one of the girls a hard time. After telling the girl in question that if her brains were as big as her tits she would be dangerous (a fair observation), he continued to wind her up by telling her (in Thai) that he did not much like Stringy’s bar as he did not like to see monkeys in captivity and believed they should be free.




    Somebody had brought along a big battery operated plastic worm thing about a foot long that twitched and crawled along the floor. The arsehole undid his flies and hung the wildly gyrating worm out of the gaping opening of his pants and chased a screaming new girl who had just started work fresh from the fields of Isaan down the street outside, all the way up to the Hollywood Bar. Whether or not the newbie thought the fake phallus was real or the guy simply a nutter was never made clear. When the arsehole returned Pisshead Harold joined in the fun. Using the worm as a prop, he disgusted perambulating holidaymakers passing by on their evening strolls by pretending to give his buddy with the giant worm a very realistic blow job. Unfortunately, the fake invertebrate was a child’s toy and was not built to last such rough sexual treatment, and with one last pathetic wiggle, it finally died and refused to function anymore. The mamasan (who it belonged to) became violently angry and attacked Pisshead Harold and the arsehole with a bamboo broom and drove them from the bar. Another member of the dubious band, Smarmy Steve (who always became very concerned if he was not the total center of attention) attempted to remonstrate with his out-of-control friends, but after being greeted by nothing but gales of drunken and stoned laughter, he stormed off in disgust. Yet another member of the gang ~ Romantic Robert ~ sloped off somewhere quietly alone for a lovers’ tryst, obviously not wanting this circus to turn up at his intended’s bar and put her off him for life. And the arsehole? Well, yes. He staggered off back home up the Second Road to the V&M Terrace apartment and the increasingly ardent embraces of Tak the Untangler.




    Friday 4th October




    I went out for a couple of beers at Timmy’s bar at four o’clock p.m. today and came back to the V & M Terrace and Tak at seven a.m. Wednesday morning. Cat, a street-smart ex-bar girl with big tits and shifty eyes, who now owns the laundry next to Timmy’s after having scored it off a love-struck punter, had become bored with washing socks and underpants stained with the insalubrious residue of Pattaya and had bought a couple of bottles of Thai whisky. She seemed quite prepared to share them, so I sat in Timmy’s with her and got pissed drunk. A truly beautiful girl who was sadly way off this planet due to sniffing enough glue to stick together a full scale model of the USS Midway came in and ponced a couple of drinks and showed an interest, but although undeniably gorgeous, she was too far gone even for Bonking Billy to consider. After that a pretty deaf and dumb streetwalker came in for a nose around, but she didn’t seem have a lot to say for herself either. During the course of the day and night’s drinking session I tried grinning at a very pretty waitress working at the little Thai eatery right next to Timmy’s for several hours, that mostly caters to the hunger of motorcycle taxi boys, but unfortunately to no avail, as she would not crack a smile at all. Old Tom said he had been to see Dirty Den at the Legless Arms bar the afternoon before and had spent the night with the ballsy owner trying to work out an anagram for the word ‘thalidomide’. They came up with ‘I am the Dildo,’ which I reckon was not half bad considering the amount of ale they had both drunk.




    Tonight Tak the untangler broke the news to me that she can’t stay with me anymore as she wants to go to work in Bangkok. I suspect a Thai boyfriend lurking. Not to worry; in truth I am quite relieved, because as much as I like Tak, I feel I have been there and done that. She says she is off Saturday or Sunday. Mai pen rai and watch out Soi Eight.




    Saturday 5th October




    It is four a.m. in the morning and I have just come back from Stringy’s bar in Soi Eight. There is a petite girl named Lek in there who is very cheeky and needs a lesson and will eventually be getting one, sometime after Tak has departed. Smarmy Steve got the arsehole with me as I kept calling him a fucking baby because he would not come fishing with me today because there were a few spots of rain in the air and he didn’t want to spoil his perfect, Elvis-like quiff . In truth, I suspect in reality it is I who is the infantile one.




    On to Timmy’s bar, where someone had been passing around the herbal tobacco far more than was wise and everyone ~ both staff and customers alike ~ were completely off their faces. Some poor unknowing punter walked in and ordered a prawn cocktail and the stoned cook, who had never made one before but was vaguely aware of the ingredients, made a passable effort but didn’t realize you are not supposed to cook prawn cocktail. The look on the diner’s face when the unappetizing mess was given to them was memorable.




    Due to this generosity with the wacky backy I could not be bothered to write any more tonight, apart from jotting down one comment which I regard as rather memorable. There is a cat in Timmy’s named Julia Roberts for some reason, which is heavily pregnant, and Romantic Robert asked me how long I though the animal might have been in the family way.




    “I really don’t know,” I replied lazily through the mists of fragrant smoke given off from a surfeit of Bob Marley king size funny fags.




    “I can’t remember when I fucked it.”




    And so to bed.




    Sunday 6th October




    Tak and I went to see Wichai, his wife Nid and their baby Mr. Pea today. They used to run Timmy’s bar and the laundry next door before selling the drinkery-cum-café to Ian and Som, and flogging the laundry to the punter who kindly presented it to the ever resourceful Cat, in return for a taste of what lies beneath her skirts. Wichai used to work in a go-go bar in Boyztown once upon a time, where a gay Kiwi medic called Doctor Duke took a shine to him. Doctor Duke used to pay Wichai’s long-time bar-fine and the handsome Thai guy traveled all over Thailand with him on paid holidays. After a while Wichai began to feel rather sorry for Doctor Duke ~ who he had grown very fond of ~ and told him how he had a wife and child and wasn’t really a bender at all, but simply sold his arse to provide his family with the good things in life. Doctor Duke still loved Wichai so much he bought him a business, an expensive motorcycle and a car, despite now knowing the truth (for the full story, see the book Thailand Bar Girls, Angels and Devils, Booksmango 2012).




    Despite duping Doctor Duke Wichai is the first Thai man in twenty years who I feel really comfortable with and despite his checkered career I (almost) trust him.




    Later I moved on to Timmy’s where there was not much to report except that Geriatric George ~ a really nice and apparently normal pensioner (a rarity in Pattaya) from the East End of London ~ had apparently nearly had a fight with his best mate Miserable Norman yesterday over some imagined insult. After the incident, for some strange reason the seventy year old had seen fit to dye what remained of his sparse hair bright purple. Smarmy Steve and I guessed that this was perhaps an attempt to make his normally genial appearance look much more dangerous and violent in the eyes of his new enemy.




    Monday 7th October




    Today was a very sensible day indeed, for a change. A day spent fishing at Jomtien Fishing Park, where like almost everywhere and everything else in Pattaya, is a place where the usual limitations of life back home are completely blown away. Those fishermen who spent their childhoods’ dangling worms on bent pins and catching stunted two ounce perch and roach by the sides of muddy canals and farm ponds back home can come to Jomtien and with the help of the fishing guides there, immediately start reeling in the twenty pound monsters that they could only dream about during their schooldays, however limited their angling ability. Comparatively, I suppose it’s a bit like the situation with the girls in Pattaya really. Blokes used to ugly fat birds back home can come over here and immediately start shagging chicks with the looks and bodies of centerfold models, so long as they have a bit of cash in their wallet. Ah, Pattaya; truly the place where many a males’ dreams are finally fully realized; for a price, of course. Later, after catching seven fish big enough to make the front page of any angling magazine back home in England, I finally made it to TOPS supermarket and bought some stuff with which to fill up the fridge in my room; strange how this relatively simple operation took almost two weeks.




    It appears the evening is now going to get less sensible, because Smarmy Steve just gave me a call to say that for some nebulous Thai reason there is free beer for all at the reception area downstairs. Can’t stop now.




    Tuesday 8th October




    A bit of a downer today. Tak the untangler goes off to Bangkok, probably never to be seen again. Such is life in Fun City. I gave her 2000 baht to keep her going and told her to tuck it inside her panties, but no doubt the lurking Thai boyfriend I suspect she is returning to will have his hands on that within minutes of her arrival. Oh, well; they come, they go and you can only do your best.




    Jim the Perv turned up from England this evening for a two days holiday in Pattaya (???!!!!) Is it worth it? I remember once reading about ‘Japanese torture meals,’ a practice during the war where the warm-hearted Japs gave their POWs miniscule morsels of the most delicious food on the planet, which apparently, was not ample to nourish them, but just enough to titillate their taste buds into paroxysms of expectant agony. I guess a mere week here would be a similar proposition for a bloke’s knob and libido, let alone just forty eight hours, which is all the Perv has available. In my opinion, sometimes a fleeting a taste of delight is worse than experiencing none at all.




    Smarmy Steve fancies cheeky Lek down at Stringy’s bar and has been attempting to assure her how yours truly is a cruel and insensitive rotter (possibly a grain of truth in this) in an attempt to put her off, but Thai girls being as they are, it appears this has only made her more interested. It seems Smarmy Steve has not realized yet that like so many girls around the world do, a certain type of Thai woman just loves a good bastard. Anyway, fuck them both.




    Back to bed ~ alone for a change ~ to experience horrible nightmares which may in some way have been due to the ten bottles of Singha beer I imbibed and a gigantic chip butty that I made up and consumed just before I turned in for the night.




    Oh yes, I forgot to mention that happily, Miserable Norman and Purple-haired George are now the best of friends again and were seen in the Hollywood bar together guffawing loudly and with their arms around each other. All’s well that ends well, for there surely cannot be much for two old geezers to find to fight about in Pattaya. Or perhaps the purple hair dodge worked after all. I must try it myself sometime.




    Wednesday 9th October




    Six thirty p.m. I have just come back to my room for a quick sarnie and some herbal sustenance. It has been a fine Pattaya day so far; I woke up at noon and went down to the Seaside Restaurant for a cottage pie. Om ~ one of the waitresses there ~ was kind enough to give me a lift back home on the back of her motorbike and she came up to room 401 for an hour for a quickie, before she went back to work. Om is weird. She is there whenever I feel the need of her and will never take any of the money I offer her. Yet. Nobody else seems to have been able to shag her to date; Jim the Perv, who likes to try to shag everybodys’ girls (and why not, indeed, for this is Pattaya after all) took her out a few times and was a lot nicer to her than I am, but was disgusted not to even score a peck on the cheek. Once again, this just goes to prove that the strange ways of women all over the world and not just in Thailand will surely always remain a mystery.




    Later on it was down the go-go bars in Pattayaland for an afternoon session. There were hardly any customers about at all, and the girls were all over me like fleas on a monkey, which made for a lovely few hours. I must remember not to forget the nice one with the orange hair and skinny little bum in Lipstick a-go-go.




    I saw one of Romantic Robert’s old flames named Tukotah in the Nice and Sleazy bar today. She didn’t say anything, but I happen to know that she recently won six million baht (about forty grand sterling) on the National Thai lottery. Whatever she is doing still playing cashier and mamasan in a dingy knocking shop in Soi Yamoto Buddha only knows. Thai girls? Who can ever understand them?




    Two twenty a.m. and it was off to the few bars in Soi Chiyapoom. Pretty good. I made an arrangement with one of the girls to come back and see me when she has finished her shift, but her slightly distracted attitude tells my instincts that she will most likely not turn up.




    Soi Chaiyapoom is becoming increasingly popular amongst long staying pervs these days and seems to be taking over the mantle of good old Soi Yodsak, which used to be the worst kept secret in Pattaya, but has now really been discovered and very sadly, is threatening to become somewhat of a tourist trap.




    I put my head into Timmy’s Bar, but everybody was drinking Chang beer in the little Thai eatery next door, no doubt in order to ogle the pretty waitress I mentioned earlier, whose name turns out to be Pen. This place has become known as Fantasy Island, because the woman who owns it has a son in residence who is a dwarf and looks just like the little guy of the same name from the TV series. When I arrived, Smarmy Steve left almost immediately (no great loss), so I had a few beers with Romantic Robert, OldTom and Jim the Perv. There were various street girls coming and going and trying their luck all of the time, but foolishly ~ like everyone else did ~ I only had eyes for the waitress, Pen. She did crack a small smile this time, but my gut Pattaya feeling (which rarely fails me) tells me this one is not going to be on for any of us horny bastards, however hard we might try.




    Thursday 10th October




    Like the fool I am I went down to the DK bookshop in Soi Post Office this morning and bought a little Thai-English dictionary for Pen the waitress, hoping to ingratiate myself. I proceeded onto Fantasy Island for a breakfast of minced pork omelet and to give her the small tome, which she received with some amazement. Later on it was into Timmy’s bar to see off the fleeting Jim the Perv. Then onto a party outside Tony the hairdresser’s beauty salon, accompanied by Cat from the laundry. Old Tom came along too, but left in some disgust after being charged 70 baht for a bottle of Chang beer. Fair point.




    Cat came back to my room for half an hour under the guise of wanting to see my pad. She kept insisting we are just friends (me think the lady doth protest too much) but this did not stop her from lifting up her dress half a dozen times as she lay on the bed, in order to show me how she had nothing underneath but a very hairy pussy. Now, there’s a mate for you indeed. However, for once, I did not attempt to take things any further, as for some reason my infallible Pattaya radar was bleeping loudly on ‘trouble mode’. This girl is a lot smarter than I am and although I enjoy her company greatly, I do not trust her one little bit.




    Mercedes Dick turned up at Timmy’s earlier with his Thai wife who has been living the high life with him back in England on a council housing estate in Bradford. Dick looks happy; she has that faraway Thai look in her eyes that usually means troubles impending. I firmly predict they will not be seeing their Golden Wedding Anniversary in together.
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