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    PROLOGUE




    She stepped lightly from the bathroom holding a thick white towel around her waist. Her modesty demanded little else because her long black tresses had been pulled forward to cover her breasts.




    Well, almost.




    Only one generous nipple protruded from beneath the sheen of jet black hair, its highlights glistening in the dimmed bedroom lighting. Her light brown skin was flawless with the glow of youth etched into its silken texture.




    From where he lay naked beneath the sheets, the Australian realised nothing had prepared him for a vision such as this. Her slightly upswept eyes, high cheekbones and lips, red rich and full, without the need for any make-up, transfixed his gaze.




    Even the way she walked was mesmerising.




    Silently, she glided across the room to the half-opened curtains at a window that overlooked, from 23 stories high, the incredible panorama of Bangkok at night. As she reached outwards to draw the curtains closer together, the towel slipped from her body. Seemingly oblivious to its departure, she made no attempt to halt its progress to the floor.




    The remaining sliver of external light silhouetted her perfect shape against the distant skyline.




    Turning, she faced the lightly illuminated area of the hotel room. He could now see almost every part of her incredible face and body. Slowly, deliberately, she eased her hair from across her breasts so that he could take in their firmness, the gentle upturn of nipples, bold and taut.




    The luxuriant triangle of growth between her legs held his attention until, ever so slowly, she retraced her steps across the room, not once focussing her eyes on the man lying, almost breathless, in the bed.




    In awe, he followed each, almost feline, movement. Not until she was within touching distance did her eyes take in his. Her lips parted as though to speak but she said nothing.




    Instead, taking the sheet in her hand, she uncovered her partner for the night, eased her body above him and began an excruciatingly slow ritual that transported one fifty-eight-year-old Australian into the first of a series of celestial voyages from which he hoped never to return.


  




  

    NID




    I was sipping coffee at Starbucks on Sukhumvit Road, wondering what I would do when my last 500 baht ran out, when a voice beside me asked, “May I share your table? There are no other seats available.”




    “Yes, of course.”




    I nodded my agreement at a speaker I guessed to be in her late twenties, a few years older than I am. She gave me a brief smile then sat down and said, “Kop khun ka.” Thank you.




    She was wearing a smart, navy-blue skirt and top and I noted the Prada shoes and Gucci handbag. They may not have been originals but they were obviously the best of the copies. Not like some of the cheaper fakes I’d bartered for last week along the footpaths of Suriwong Road and was wearing now. She seemed pleasant enough and it wasn’t long before we were in conversation.




    I told her about my present predicament and she asked, “How long have you been looking for work?”




    I said, “Three weeks. I’ve tried everywhere. It doesn’t seem to make any difference that I have a university degree. By the way, my name’s Nittaya Sudhikam but you can call me Nid. That’s my nickname.”




    “Mine’s Sim,” she told me. “Short for Sirima Siriwadana.”




    All Thais have short nicknames. I suppose it’s because our family names are usually so long; at least they are compared to those of foreigners, or farangs as we call them.




    “When it comes to making money, real money that is,” she informed me, “pieces of paper don’t count. In most jobs you just end up making a lot for a boss.”




    She said nothing more for a full minute so I asked her, “What sort of work do you do?”




    Sim smiled at me but didn’t answer for a while. It was as though she were deciding whether to tell me or not. Eventually, she took a deep sip on her coffee, placed her mug on the table then said, “Got 15 minutes? I’ll show you.”




    Suddenly, because we were in Sukhumvit, which as well as being a busy shopping and commercial area, is home to many of the city’s girlie bars, massage parlours and knocking shops, I became suspicious. She didn’t look like pick-up material but there was something in her smile suggesting that when I discovered whatever she did for a living I was in for a big surprise. My suspicions were to prove correct.




    Outside Starbucks the heat was oppressive. We crossed Sukhumvit Road via the sky train overpass then turned the corner into Soi 4 which is the heart of the red light district. The streets and lanes running off many of Bangkok’s major roads are called sois and lots of them are named by numbers. Sukhumvit Soi 4 is notorious. At night time, the hotels, bars and restaurants of Soi 4 cater almost exclusively to the hundreds of farangs who flock to the area to take their pick from the many more hundreds of girls flaunting their charms until the small hours of any morning. The area is known as Nana and the most famous, or infamous, place in the whole district is Nana Plaza, towards which Sim was now leading me. Oh, no! I thought. Situated flush on Soi 4, the Plaza is a courtyard some 50 metres deep by 20 metres wide, surrounded by three stories of, at night, heavily patronised Go-Go bars, girlie bars and sex shows.




    Just as I was about to tell her I wanted out, Sim took my hand and escorted me through the jammed up traffic to the other side of the road and into the Nana Internet Café. She sat herself down on a chair in front of one of the twenty or so computers in the room and instructed me, “Get another chair and sit down.” Half a minute later, a young man approached us, took a piece of paper from the desk and wrote the time on it, replacing the paper in a plastic container resting in front of us. He smiled at Sim and said, “You’re right on time again.”




    I looked around the room. Most of the computers in use had young male farangs, in their late twenties or early thirties, tapping on them. There were a couple of older men, farangs, probably in their sixties, and two Thai girls about my own age. Beside one of these was another Thai female, watching intently over her companion’s shoulder. Sim noticed me looking at them and said, “That one can’t write English so she pays the other one to do it for her.”




    “Do what for her?” I asked.




    Sim gave me an exasperated look before saying, “Mai pen rai. Never mind. Just watch the screen and you’ll soon catch on. That is if you want to learn how to make some real money.”




    So I shut up and watched.




    “Bob usually logs on early,” she said. “Yes, he’s on-line now. You can read what he’s said.”




    She hit the Reply button and I read Bob’s message while she typed in her answer.




    ‘Hello, sweetheart, how’s your day been?’ was all it said.




    And Sim had typed back, ‘Very busy, Bob darling. My boss not very nice today. Make me work hard and get angry with me.’




    ‘Why did he get angry with you?’ Bob wanted to know.




    ‘He always get angry with me and my friend Khanitee. He keep telling us we not work hard enough. Sometime very hard to not cry.’




    As soon as Sim had punched this into the machine, she turned to me and laughed. I didn’t know what she was talking about and I couldn’t understand why she was laughing when she had been writing about something so sad.




    Bob’s reply appeared on the screen. ‘I get very angry when I read the way your boss treats you. Isn’t there someone you can complain to?’




    ‘My boss, he own factory and the shop. I tell you before. He own everything. What can I do, Bob? If I want to eat I have to do like he tell me.’




    Then, speaking in Thai again to me, “Bob’s from Kansas in America. He’s a real softie. We’ve been e-mailing for more than three months now.”




    Back came his reply. ‘Well try and keep out of his way, my love. Why do you think he only picks on you two girls?’




    Sim’s eyes travelled upwards as though searching for an answer on the ceiling of the Internet café. Then she struck out again. ‘I not sure. Maybe is like Khanitee tell me but not sure about that.’




    This brought a quick response. ‘What does Khanitee think is the reason?’




    ‘My boss ask me to go out with him but I say no because I know what he want. Then another time he ask Khanitee to go with him but she say no too. Maybe he angry at us because of this.’




    Bob appeared to be having trouble digesting all this. In his delay to answer, Sim started typing again, ‘No problem, Bob. Please don’t worry for me. Today I already try to find another job. This one have bigger salary so I can help my Mum.’




    Bob’s answer to this came back straight away. ‘Why does your mother need help?’




    ‘I not tell you before because not want you to worry. She need help for bad knee,’ Sim answered. ‘When I have enough money in bank, she have knee fixed, Bob. Then she walk properly again.’




    I didn’t need to be Sukhanya the Psychic now to work out which way Sim was directing the traffic. But surely strangers like this Bob character in America wouldn’t be prepared to send money to someone they’d never even met. When I questioned Sim about this, I could see by the way she rolled her eyes she either thought I was funny or maybe stupid to even ask.




    “Nid, if you can make them believe you’ve fallen in love with them and convince them you’re having a really hard time over here, there’s almost nothing a farang won’t do for you. I’ve been working on Bob since mid-April. But today’s special because I’ve decided it’s now time for me to find out just how much he loves me.”




    “Oh, how will you do that?” I asked.




    “Hold on, kid, wait until I send this.” And she started tapping again. ‘Please don’t worry about me, Bob. I manage okay. I think I can get job I tell you about. Boss there say he tell me on Friday if I get it.’




    Now Sim took my hand in hers. This is a quite common sign of friendship among Thai females. It doesn’t mean, as it does with farangs, that you are a lesbian.




    “I’ve now left the door open for Bob to ask me a very big question. If he does, it means he doesn’t suspect anything. Watch now because I think he will ask me how much the operation will cost. If he does then the last three months’ work has all been worthwhile.”




    And suddenly there it was. Staring back at us from the computer screen.




    ‘How much would the operation cost, sweetheart?’




    I sat there, stunned! Sim’s eyes lit up as she flashed me a look that had one word written all over it. Bingo!




    “I don’t believe it!” I finally announced.




    “Shhh! The next few messages are very important,” she warned me. “Please don’t interrupt.”




    She typed in ‘Big lot of money, Bob. Take me long time to save. But never mind. I think I get lucky and get this new job.’




    ‘How much money, Sim?’




    ‘Want to see my Mum walk again, not limp like cripple, Bob, darling.’




    ‘Sim, tell me, how much?’




    Sitting back in her chair, she told me, “Now I must not answer his question too quickly. Got to make him think I don’t really want to take his money.”




    She sat there with a half smile on her face for at least a minute before typing in, ‘Doctor say 18,000 baht. Why you want to know? Oh, Bob, I just see time. Have to go back to work now. If late, boss get angry, maybe sack me. You still love me, Bob?’




    Bob’s final reply took a while to come through but when it did I was left in no doubt as to the likely success of her astonishing campaign.




    ‘You know I love you, Sim. I look at your photo every morning first thing when I wake up and last thing when I go to bed at night. You are so beautiful I can’t believe you love an old guy like me.’




    ‘You no look old to me, Bob,’ she hammered back onto the screen. ‘Please excuse me to say this but I think when we meet, you will not be like old man. Sorry, maybe I should not say this, not thing for lady to say but love you so much, Bob, very hard for me to not say this.’




    ‘You always make me feel young again, my love. And don’t forget I’m coming over to see you when I get my holidays at the end of the year.’




    Now Sim was shaking her head but this time I wasn’t sure why. ‘I want you here, Bob. Want you hold me. Make me feel safe.’




    A few moments later when they had completed their goodbyes, and Sim had logged off the machine, I asked her, “How old is Bob?”




    “He turns forty-eight this month,” she said, raising her eyebrows as though she was expecting a reaction from me. But I stayed quiet, thinking. She interrupted my thoughts with, “He’s already sent me three lots of money, 5,000 baht, or about 150 American dollars each time. Last time he said he would send 10,000 but I talked him down to 5,000 again. Told him to save his money so he could come and visit in December. I think next time I tell him the sad story about my Mum, he’ll pay for the operation. That’ll more than make up for the 5,000-baht sacrifice I made last time. No problem, all Americans are rich!”




    I just sat there looking at the desk in front of me. Then something made me ask, “Does your Mum really need a knee operation?”




    She gave a short laugh before replying, “My Mum died when I was fourteen.”


  




  

    SIM




    I took a liking to Nid as soon as I met her that first time at Starbucks, even though I thought she was a bit naïve. That is for someone who’s spent the last four years studying at uni in Bangkok. Some students can only pay their way through uni by turning at least one or two tricks a week, but apparently Nid won some sort of scholarship. This paid all her fees and books and she says she did part-time clerical work four nights a week at a bus station to pay for her food and personal items. That’s really doing it the hard way. She lost the part-time job a couple of weeks ago.




    I liked her first up because she reminds me so much of my kid sister, Lek, who works in a shoe repair shop up-country in Korat. Lek still thinks there’s such a thing as love. She sees the whole world through rose-tinted spectacles. She even believes I work behind the counter at Robinson Department Store, selling perfume and make-up. How does she think I’ve been able to send her and my father and two brothers money every month on a salesgirl’s salary?




    I haven’t made a really close friend since moving to Bangkok three years ago, and maybe with time Nid will become one. I don’t think she liked what she saw on the computer that first day I took her to the Internet café in Soi 4. But she has been back with me five times since, to watch how I operate and boy, did her eyes bug out yesterday when I took her around to the bank so she could see me pick up the 18,000 baht Bob sent me!




    When I gave her 3,000 of it to help her through a bad time she wouldn’t stop hugging me and there were tears streaming down her face for minutes after. She said I was the only real friend she had in Bangkok ― and she loved me. I didn’t realise until after we parted company that night, and thought about everything, just how much I needed Nid’s approval. I don’t think she considers what I do on the net to be so bad now, and I’m happy I gave her the money. The girls who have apartments in the same complex as I do all think I work at one of the Robinson’s branches. They’re OK but I’m not close to any of them. I don’t tell anyone what I really do. Nid’s the exception ― but I told her not to tell anyone else.




    One of my e-mail boyfriends from Australia, that is until last year when he found out about me, was a writer. Terry was always quoting famous authors including one called Hemingway. He used to say, “The most famous advice Hemingway ever gave was ‘If you want to lose something, talk about it’. It’s a pity I didn’t take his advice because I lost Terry over two e-mails I was sending, one to him and one to an old friend in Korat, which is my home town. I put the wrong addresses on the e-mails and the one Terry got was the one I meant for Dang telling her about this crazy Australian writer who sent me 10,000 baht every month and was idiot enough to think he was going to marry me.




    Exit Terry Walpole from Lismore, New South Wales. It didn’t take too long to replace him. Like I told Nid, I like to keep five or six crazies, as I call them, on the go at all times. Any more can get too confusing and cause a disaster like the one I had with Terry Walpole.




    Crazies are the ones who fall in love with me and who send me regular money, or visit once or twice a year and give me money when they leave. I run it just like a business, because that’s what it really is and I’ve been giving Nid lessons and letting her sit in on me every two or three days. She doesn’t say a lot. Sometimes when I look at her, she makes me laugh. On these occasions, usually when I’ve been laying it on thick about my sick mother or my boss who threatens to sack me, Nid’s eyes are as big as saucers.




    She can’t understand how farangs can be so stupid as to believe what I tell them. I’ve told her never to come on with the heavy stuff until you’ve been corresponding with them for at least three to four weeks, even for several months with some. Nid hasn’t said yet that she wants to go into the business herself, but I don’t think it will be long before she does. I can sense she’s been thinking a lot about Bob and the 18,000 baht. That must seem like a bundle of money to a 23 year old straight out of uni.


  




  

    NID




    The money Sim gave me covered my rent on the apartment for the following fortnight with a little left over, and I still had about 300 baht left from my bus terminal job to buy some food and shampoo and a few other items. But without work, I knew time was running out. Either I’d need to score a job in a hurry or return home to my family in Phitsanulok. I’d hate to do that because it would be admitting failure and I knew my parents and two brothers, who weren’t working, were depending on me sending them regular money, especially now I have my degree. This is the Thai way.




    Sim says it’s time I started lining up my own farangs on the Internet and that she’ll help me get started. But she says I shouldn’t expect to make a score from this until I’ve been operating for at least a couple of months. I told Sim I’m going to need money before that. That’s when she brought me up with a start by telling me what she called ‘the hard facts of life’.




    “Listen Nid, I’ve been thinking about you. You’ve got three options and you haven’t got much time to make a choice. The first is to catch the bus back to Phitsanulok for your family to feed you. And you’ve told me you don’t want to do that.”




    “I don’t. I couldn’t bear the shame,” I told her. “My family expects me to send money, anyway.”




    “Okay, then what are your chances of finding work before the rent’s due again?”




    Well, what could I say to this? I’d already been walking and taking buses all over town for weeks trying to find a job. I’d offered myself for everything from office work to sales positions, even as a low-paid factory worker and the answer had always been the same. ‘Nothing available at the moment. Maybe try again in a month or two.’




    Then Sim said what I’d been dreading she would. “That leaves only one option, Nid. At least until your Internet business is up and running. You’re going to have to take a farang customer or two from Soi 4.”




    “I can’t do that,” I told her. “I’ve never done that.”




    She took my hand gently in hers and looking straight into my eyes, asked me, “You’re not telling me you’re a virgin, are you?”




    No-one had ever asked me that before and it was a bit embarrassing but I told her, “No, I’ve been with two men before but no-one since I was 21.”




    She just shook her head and smiled at me, before saying, “Welcome to the real world, kid. You’ve got a lot of catching up to do. Once you’ve got a few crazies on line, you can be choosey about who you invite to your bed but until then, you’re going to have to take what’s offering. Starting tonight.”




    “No! I can’t do it. Besides, I’ve never been with a farang.”




    Squeezing my hand, Sim said, “Listen to me Nid, farangs are a lot easier to handle than Thais. And most important of all, they pay much more.”




    Then I remembered what some of the girls at uni had said about them. So I asked her, “But aren’t they big?”




    “Some are but you soon get used to that. Tonight you and I will visit Soi 4 together. In the meantime I’ll tell you how to negotiate so you get paid enough and what to do so you don’t have to stay too long. How much a night did you get paid at your bus station job?”




    I told her 90 baht. “For how many hours work?” she wanted to know.




    I said it was supposed to be for six hours but more often than not this was strung out to seven or even eight.




    This is what she said to me then. “Nid, tonight I’ll help you find a farang. You can tell him you only work short time and he has to take you to a short time hotel. He’ll have to pay the hotel 280 baht and you tell him he has to pay you 1,000 baht. If he argues about the money tell him it’d cost him 2,000 baht for a girl as pretty as you at the Plaza and another 500 for bar fine, so he’s well in front.”




    I said again I didn’t know if I could do it and what would he expect me to do?




    She told me to be quiet and listen carefully.




    “He’ll probably try to get you to go short time for 500 baht but you have to stay firm for a while, then at the last minute when he looks like walking away, tell him, Okay special price for you, 700 baht. He’ll agree to that so then you take his hand and go straight to a short time hotel. I’ll show you where two or three of these are. As soon as you get to reception, let him pay the 280 and you go to the room they give you the key for.”




    I was about to ask Sim something else when she told me to be quiet. She had something more to tell me.




    “If you’re smart about it, you’ll pocket at least 500 baht in less than half an hour. That’s the same as nearly six nights’ work at the bus station. Now, after you’ve got the 500, you should ask him very sweetly, ‘Could you please give me a tip, sir. Just a small one.’ Don’t forget the sir, they love it. Some say no, but most will give you an extra 200, especially if you’ve given them a good time. Now, any questions?”




    I had so many I didn’t know where to start. Then I asked, very quietly, because I was feeling so embarrassed about it, “What do I have to do with him?”




    She asked me how long I wanted to stay with the farang. An hour or more or just twenty minutes? I told her as short a time as possible.




    “Then go straight down on him!” she instructed. “Most farangs won’t come back for a second time if you give them a really good blowjob but if they have sex with you they’ll want to lie there afterwards until they get their strength back then jump back on top of you and do it all again. It’s your choice, Nid.”




    I can tell you I was a bit shocked. I told Sim I’d never done that in my life but before I could say any more, she got angry and silenced me with, “Come on. We have a call to make.”




    We had just finished a hamburger and coke at McDonald’s, opposite the Sheraton Grand Hotel. Sim took my hand in hers and strode off, dragging me along behind her until we turned into Soi 5. Fifty metres or so down the soi is the Foodland Supermarket. Inside, she released my hand and made a bee-line for the fresh vegetable section. She wrapped one large carrot inside a plastic bag and without another look at me turned to the nearest check-out. I think she was tired of all my questions, because once outside the shop, she didn’t even bother to check if I was following her, but simply skipped across the soi and walked straight along the road until she reached The Tunnel.




    Aptly named, this narrow, crowded laneway hit my senses with a variety of confusing signals. My eyes gradually adjusted to its dimly-lit interior, revealing a maze of bars, laundries and miniature food stalls, some with seating facilities. The aroma of heavily-spiced cooking fought with the scent of burning incense while the wail and thump of some modern-day music would have made it impossible to conduct a conversation. Not that this was going to happen as Sim’s pace made it almost impossible for me to keep within talking distance. I almost tripped up as a bob-tail cat shot under my feet just as we emerged from the exit into Soi 7.Turning left, she swept ahead for a minute or so then turned abruptly into the foyer of the Park Hotel. I followed, still several metres behind. It was as though I wasn’t even there. Sim didn’t even spare a glance for the curious receptionist or any of the guests strolling through the foyer. She’d obviously been in this hotel before and she kept her smart walking pace up until she’d reached the rest rooms at the far end of the ground floor. Inside, she walked directly to the toilet, only pausing for an instant at the door to make certain I was still there. I wondered what on Earth she was up to.




    As soon as she had made sure we were the only ones there, she pulled the carrot from the bag. The next moment, the hand she plunged into her shoulder bag came out holding a penknife. Holding the carrot over the little rubbish bin in the corner, she carefully shaved its skin until it was smooth. Then in one quick action, she snipped the head off it and said, “Now, see the outside of the carrot. It’s smooth and has no marks on it. Watch closely what I do with it.”




    Slowly, she slipped the thick end of the vegetable into her mouth until six or seven centimetres of it had disappeared. Then slowly, she pulled it out. She kept on sliding the carrot in and out for about half a minute, then holding it in front of my face, said, “Look at the skin now, Nid. Can you see any marks on it? No, because I don’t ever let my teeth come in contact with it. Watch how I only let my lips close around it because that’s how you’ve got to do it tonight around the farang’s ……..”




    I must have been pulling a face at the thought because suddenly she stopped mid-sentence, shook her head at me then said, “Put the carrot into your bag and go home and practise. And here’s a couple of condoms. Remember what I told you about using one every time unless it’s just oral you give him. Make sure you meet me tonight outside the Nana Hotel at 8 o’clock. And you’d better be there, because if you’re not, I’m finished with you.”




    With that, she turned on her heel and let herself out of the toilet room.




    I was so stunned that I stood frozen to the floor for a few moments. Then I jumped in surprise as her head suddenly re-appeared around the door, “And if you want to score another five hundred baht tip, let him finish in your mouth. Farangs love that.”




    Then she was gone.




    ***




    Finding Nid’s first farang that night was easy. The girls had only been standing outside the Dynasty Hotel for a few minutes before a group of half-drunk Americans came waltzing past. One of them, tall and blond, in his thirties, took one look at Nid and, in a booming voice, said to his mates, “Okay, guys. I’ll meet you back at Alex Bar after I’ve buried the bishop with this one.”




    Then, almost in the same breath, he turned to Nid, “How much you want for a short time, honey?”




    When Nid hesitated, Sim, who was standing beside her, quickly answered for her, “One thousand baht sir. She 20 year old and give you good time.”




    “Okay, let’s go.”




    Nid didn’t even have to bargain for the price. Sim had shown Nid a laneway just seventy metres up the soi where working girls had the choice of three short-time hotels. Nid led the farang into one of these which was called the Royal Nana Mansion, although judging by its external appearance, there wasn’t likely to be much that was royal about it. Sim had followed, at a discreet distance, making sure her charge didn’t back out at the last minute. Satisfied, she returned to the Dynasty, entered the foyer and sitting down at a table, prepared to order a cake and coffee. They had arranged to meet here as soon as Nid was finished.




    The room inside the hotel was sparsely furnished, a queen-sized bed taking up most of the room. An ancient air-conditioning unit whirred noisily from a wall leading to a miniature bathroom. The American had taken a stubby of beer with him. He sucked noisily on this as he eyed Nid. She had an innocent-looking, almost angelic face and she was built the way he liked his Thai women, slim and not too tall. Unlike a lot of the younger women of Bangkok these days, her hair hadn’t been cut short or dyed some other colour. Jet black and shiny, it fell waist-length down her back.




    The American was more intoxicated than Nid had noticed out on the street. Looking her up and down, he ordered, “Get ’em off, baby.”




    Turning her back to him, she began to strip slowly until she was down to her underwear. Then his hands were all over her from behind, unclipping her bra, pulling it off, his hands moving lower to tug impatiently on her panties.




    “Kick ’em off, darling,” he instructed. Nid wasn’t aware he’d been undressing also but now, as, from behind, he ran his hands across her breasts, coarsely kneading her nipples between his fingers, she felt his hardness thrusting against her naked bottom. She didn’t have time to consider Sim’s advice about giving head. Turning her around to face him, the farang frog-marched her backwards to the edge of the bed, then laying her across the cover, sprang onto the bed with surprising agility. He’d already peeled on a condom. Then he was on top of and inside her before she could do or say anything. It was all over in a couple of minutes and although he was big, it wasn’t anywhere near as bad as she’d been dreading. The worst thing was his beery breath as he’d insisted on kissing her on the lips and neck.




    Nid started to climb off the bed to dress when his gruff voice stopped her, “Don’t go, baby. Edward G Dickenson don’t pay 1,000 baht for only one event. Now pass my beer to me.”




    Fifteen minutes later, he was at it again, and this time it took what seemed like an eternity to Nid. She hadn’t thought to use the cream Sim had given her and his wild jabbings and lungings were now hurting her badly. This time, when he finished, with a loud, extended groan and a savage thrust, she thought he was going to send her clean off the side of the bed. They lay there for a while, he still inside her, she not game to even move. Eventually withdrawing, he discarded the second condom in the toilet and staggered to the shower, beckoning her to follow. By the way he handed her the little soap packet supplied by the hotel, it was obvious she was expected to unwrap it and lather him up.




    Later, when he stepped out of the shower, she stood under the hot, stinging water herself, wondering how in the world she had ended up here. She hadn’t dried herself by the time the American was towelled and dressed. Handing her two 500 baht bills, he said, “Thanks darling. By the way, what’s your name?”




    “Nid,” she answered timidly and he was gone out the door even before the tears started running down her cheeks.




    Edward G Dickenson would never know it but he was the determining factor in Nittaya Sudhikam’s decision to become a full-time Cyber Girl. As quickly as possible. When Nid had seated herself at the Dynasty, Sim had no need to ask how her friend’s first Soi 4 encounter had gone. It was written all over her face.




    All Nid said was, “How soon can you get me started on the Internet?”




    Sim showed no surprise. “I just happen to have someone you might like right now,” she answered quietly. Then scooping up her bag, “Let’s check him out.”


  




  

    KEVIN




    When I got the redundancy package at 58, I thought the idea of early retirement was the greatest thing since sliced bread.




    Let’s face it, I’d been working at W D Taylor’s Smallgoods since the day before my 26th birthday. My house and the two cars were paid off and my wife and I didn’t owe anything to anyone. When Peter Cranfield, the bumptious new General Manager, asked me would I consider leaving work if the company gave me $440,000, I felt like asking ‘Is the Pope Catholic?’ I didn’t like any of the fresh ideas the new breed was introducing anyway. And there were so many things I’d rather be doing with my time than preparing quotes and sending out invoices. Like fishing for flathead and snapper in the Broadwater or playing tennis during the week instead of squeezing a match in on the weekend. Or even just reading a good book. And capping it all off, we live on the Gold Coast, which might not be the perfect place to live, but in my opinion it comes pretty damn close.




    Yes, early retirement was fantastic. At least at first. Jane had retired from schoolteaching 12 months before and now spent three days of every week playing that wretchedly obsessive game of bridge which left me at home alone to do my own thing. So, after the first six months of what was basically a very lazy lifestyle, I started to get bored.




    It was at about this time I ran into Cliff Perron at the Runaway Bay Shopping Village. Cliff used to be a Taylor’s customer; we’d hit it off first time we met, and even had a beer together from time to time. He owned a couple of delicatessens, one in Southport and one further down the Coast strip, but he left managers in charge most of the time.




    “How about a drink after you finish work one night?” he asked me. I told him work was a thing of the past so we agreed to meet in half an hour at the Runaway Bay Yacht Club.




    “So what are you doing with yourself, now you’re out of the daily grind?” was his initial inquiry.




    “Oh, a bit of tennis, bit of fishing, catch a movie, take a swim. Sure beats pushing a pen at the office.”




    “Shit! That’s alright for the first few weeks, mate, but you must be bored stupid after six months of that.”




    Cliff Perron never was one for beating around the bush.




    “Well to tell you the truth, I have been lately. I’ve even thought of getting a part-time job or starting a small business. I need something to keep the old brain cells charged up and working,” I admitted.




    That was when he said something which was to change the entire course of my life.




    “You should have been with me a couple of months ago, Kevin. I was in Thailand. Now there’s a place which keeps more than the old brain cells up and working.”




    We had a good laugh after this because I knew exactly what he was talking about even though I’d never visited the place.




    “Well, that’s another area that’s been a bit boring lately too. I mean, no complaints about the wife but when you’ve been married 33 years, it’s a bit hard getting excited over the same old thing isn’t it?”




    “That’s the trouble, mate, you said it. It’s a bit hard getting a bit hard. What you need is a slinky little Thai lady, about 25 years of age with long black hair down to her cute little bum and who’s red hot for you.”




    Well that really did it. I’d heard a few boozy Ockers’ reports about the beauty of the Thai women and what happened during visits to the much-vaunted ‘Land of Smiles’, and put most of these down to an excess of grog talking. But Cliff Perron was no loud mouth. He was, to my knowledge, a respectable, successful businessman and well-regarded, at least as far as I knew, in the community. Now that we were talking about travel and Thailand, I seemed to recall conversations in the past where he had said he was either just leaving for, or just returning from a trip to the East.




    “I’m going again in about eight weeks’ time. Why don’t you join me?”




    I asked him what sort of money it would cost and where we’d stay and were the women really all that available there as I had heard. That was when he told me, “Listen, mate, I’ll give you a tip. Unlike Australia, where the sheilas regard any bloke over 40 years of age as too old, in Thailand you can take your pick from a thousand little sweeties, from 18 years old up.”




    “You’re joking. Sounds too good to be true,” I said.




    “I know it does but that’s how it is. Most Aussies just buy one over there and I do that occasionally too. But what I also do while I’m still here in Australia is line up something special in Bangkok’s amateur department. This also stops me from getting too bored in between trips,” he said with a wry smile. “You got a computer?”




    Twenty minutes later at my house, Cliff logged onto the Thailand Friends and Lovers website. He had to nominate an ID number then his password and he told me it cost $US29 a month to be a member.




    “Now watch what I can pull up out of the thousands of Thai members.”




    He grinned at me then punched in some specific requirements including Female, Aged Between 25 and 45, Living in Bangkok and Only Members With Photographs.




    Then he told me, “If you’re smart enough with what you write, and suss out ones who know a bit of English, you can line up a real honey, or three, even before you take off out of Brisbane.”




    “Wow! Some of these ones are gorgeous. Are you saying if I strike up an e-mail friendship from here with one before I take off, I’m likely to score with her when I got there?”




    “Of course. I’ll give you an example from my last trip, my 29th, incidentally in the last 15 years,” he answered, then returning to the Home Page entered an area called Advanced Search. Pumping in Siriporn 777, the screen blinked a couple of times until there appeared a member’s profile and a picture of an attractive young Asian woman.




    “Here she is. Her name’s Siraporn, or Porn for short,” Cliff said.




    I had to ask him. “So are you telling me that on your last trip to Thailand, you and this….Siraporn here…ah… had it off?”




    His answer really made me think. “Mate, when I got to her apartment in Bangkok, she welcomed me with open legs.”




    Now Cliff’s not what you’d call ugly for a guy in his mid-fifties but you wouldn’t call him good looking either. I mean he looks his age. On the other hand, Porn is a stunner. Right there and then, I made the decision to join Cliff Perron on his next trip to Bangkok. Taking my Amex credit card from my wallet, I signed up for a three month membership period with Thailand Friends and Lovers.




    Cliff continued to guide me, “Now I’ll tell you what to say in your first contact with them and as long as you don’t get sucked in, this will be the best thing you’ve done for yourself in your whole life.”




    “Sucked in? What does that mean?” I asked.




    “Mate, these little honeys will take you to Heaven and back. After you’ve had your first fling with one, you’ll never look at an Aussie bird again. I’m serious. But never forget one thing. They’ve all joined the club for either money or to get married to a foreigner, which in their book adds up to exactly the same thing.




    Don’t ever fall in love with them and no matter what they do or tell you, don’t ever believe they’ve fallen in love with you. Because over there, mate, there’s no such thing as love. It’s all about lust and money.”




    Prophetic words from someone who’d savoured the joys of Thailand so often. I decided to heed them carefully. Cliff had told me there were so many great opportunities within this website that I shouldn’t waste time on any bird who didn’t have good looks, a great body and who couldn’t speak at least reasonably good English. So, about an hour after Cliff left, when my confirmation of membership arrived, I started scanning through all the Bangkok members between the ages of 20 and 45. Some claimed to have joined in order to improve their English, others said all they wanted was a pen friend but by far the majority offered themselves quite openly for some sort of relationship, if not straight out for marriage.




    Cliff had shown me how to locate those who were on-line at the same time as I was. I called up the first attractive one I found. And although thousands of kilometres away, there I was, instantly corresponding with this little darling whose picture I was watching on the screen in front of me. I found this exciting. But not for long. Wanida’s English was so bad it was almost impossible to understand what she was trying to say. It became such a struggle I gave up in the end and told her I had to go. The next one I hooked onto wasn’t much better and I was beginning to understand Cliff’s advice about finding someone who could communicate with reasonable English.




    I began scrolling again, page after page of smiling little angels, profiles of members claiming a desire to correspond with foreign males so they could improve their English or learn more about foreign cultures. Some offered love and loyalty, the guarantee of a loving, lifelong marriage partner; others simply expressed the wish to make new friends.




    I had viewed 60 to 70 more members before a cute, little, bright-eyed face caught my attention. She looked barely in her twenties but there was an arresting quality about her that prompted me to check her profile. Nid turned out to be a Bachelor of Arts university graduate who worked as a cashier/clerk at a Bangkok wholesalers. Her membership profile said she was 23 years of age, single and would like to correspond with an American, European or Australian for mutual exchange of cultural ideas. When I scrolled further down the page, I found three other pictures of her. The full-length one revealed a slim, girlish figure with small, pert breasts thrusting urgently against the red sweater she was wearing. I thought Wow! but could she correspond in English?




    ‘Hi Nid,’ I began. ‘My name’s Kevin. I know I’m quite a bit older than you are, but would you like to correspond with me?’




    Her answer didn’t take more than a few seconds to come through. ‘Sure, Kevin, which country you come from?’




    Okay, she could speak pretty good English. We were off to a good start.




    ‘Australia. I plan to visit Thailand in September.’ Then I wondered if I should have told her that so soon. Cliff had warned me about giving away too much info too early.




    ‘Thank you for visiting my country. I hope you have an enjoyable stay. What sort of work you do Kevin?’




    Before Nid had to leave to meet someone, we talked for a good half hour during which time we got to know quite a bit about each other. She sounded like a real little lady and rather cute with it. I made notes about some of the things she told me. This was so I wouldn’t forget next time we e-mailed as we’d arranged to do at the same time on the following afternoon. I admit I told her a few white lies including how old I was because I didn’t want her abandoning me for someone younger. I thought I couldn’t change my age too much as if I ever got to meet her in person it’d be a disaster ― so I said I was 51. I had to do this anyway because this was the age I had put in my club profile which she could look up anytime she wanted. I spent a while longer just cruising through different profiles.




    The only other one I contacted was a 27-year-old woman called Malee. This one worked as a dental assistant. She sounded keen to meet up with me again so I made a note of her member number. Her English was good enough, just, for us to correspond intelligently but there was no picture attachment so I had no idea what she looked like. Cliff Perron had said never go on a blind date with one unless you’d first seen what she looked like.




    Then I heard Jane coming in the front door so I quickly signed off. And for the next few minutes tried to pretend my mind was on how she had performed at her exciting game of bridge that day.


  




  

    CLIFF




    Kevin Salter seems like a decent sort of fellow. The last time I saw him he was working at W D Taylor’s, looking all stressed out like everyone else who works there. It beats me though, how someone, obviously as high in testosterone as he is, could live for 58 years in a country that’s a virtual sexual desert when all those beautiful girls are only eight hours away. But I think, in his own interests, I’m going to have to keep an eye on him. Just watching how he reacted to the girls on the Internet was a bit frightening. He was like a kid with a new toy ― but it was his comments that worried me most.




    Remarks like, “She sounds like a decent young woman.”




    And “This one sounds genuine.”




    And especially what he said when he scrolled onto that obvious little gold digger. “Oh, look at this kid. She’s had it tough. Has to work 12 hours a day to pay the medical bills for her sick mother.”




    I nearly said, ‘Oh, my God, spare me the tears, Kevin.’




    Anyone could see the little whore even had her game written into her profile. She probably calls into the Internet café for an hour on her way to her night time job in some bar at Nana Plaza or Patpong. And most likely also has a scribe doing her writing on the Internet. Most bar girls can’t write English all that well. I’d have to warn Kevin Salter again about little tarts like her.




    I’ll have to keep a close eye on him until he gets to know the ropes. Don’t want him to become another casualty like Kerry Wilson. His bloody wife still hasn’t forgiven me and that happened 10 years ago. It’s rather fun though, introducing a greenhorn to the wonders of Thailand. I can’t wait to see Salter’s eyes pop the first night I take him out to Patpong or Nana Plaza or Soi Cowboy.


  




  

    NID




    Sim phoned me last night. It was quite late. She rang to tell me what had just happened to a friend of hers. And to make sure I included her advice on this in the Book of Rules she had drawn up for me the first week I became a Cyber Girl.




    “If a crazy says he wants to stay with you in your apartment, it doesn’t matter how much money he offers to pay you, just say no,” she started. “My friend, Aweena, just got caught. This rotten farang from Denmark insisted he stay with her rather than at a hotel. That should have told her enough. He was supposed to fly home next Friday but when Aweena got back from the 7-Eleven tonight, he was packed and gone”.




    “Did he leave her any money?” I asked, rather stupidly, I suppose.




    “He didn’t give her a single baht the whole time. He’d said before that when he left he was going to give her so much money she wouldn’t have to work for six months. All he paid for in the 10 days he stayed with Aweena was the bills at restaurants when they ate out. What a cockroach! Put it down in your book, Nid. Never allow a farang into your home.”




    You’d think Sim had been ripped off herself, she was so worked up about what happened to her friend. I’d only just arrived home when Sim’s call came through. This was my fifth week of servicing farangs picked up from Soi 4. I was seeing one a night now. The money was unbelievable but I hated doing it. I couldn’t wait for my work through the introduction agency to start paying off. I had six regulars I’d been e-mailing with for at least a month and I kept contacting and testing a flow of new ones, as Sim had taught me to do, the whole time. By now I felt two of my regulars were close to committing to some sort of payment.




    Especially, Malcolm Baker, the recently retired butcher from Yorkshire in England. I’d sent him extra photos of me through e-mail and convinced him that here in Thailand, a huge age difference didn’t matter. Six days ago he’d admitted, for the first time, that he’d fallen in love with me. I told him how my heart thumped in my chest every time I read his e-mails and the next minute my mobile had rang. Yes, it was Malcolm. He said he just had to hear my voice and that he hadn’t been able to concentrate on anything properly since first realising how much he cared for me.




    He was pathetic really. After all, he’s 55 years old. I don’t understand how he can believe me when I tell him I think he’s handsome and that I love him. He’s got a great belly on him, almost no hair on his head and he speaks with a lisp.




    “I want you to know I’m coming to Thailand soon for a fortnight so we can work our future out together,” he said. “I haven’t told my wife yet but I will after my trip. We don’t have a real marriage anyway these days.”




    I’d just started on him the week before with the ‘little sister’ story. That’s the one where she’s been struck by an illness and my family and I are trying to get her into a private hospital, rather than the government one, so she can get the only sort of treatment that will make her better. I was going to stretch this out over a couple of weeks before introducing the problem of money. But now he’s talking about visiting in a month or less, I’m going to have to bring my closing date forward. Never know what might happen once he gets here and talks to a bunch of other farangs. But I’ve learned how to make him walk into my trap. Sim taught me how to do this so the farang thinks he’s the one whose idea it was to send money, not mine.




    I think Malcolm Baker’s almost ready to grab the hook, as Sim puts it, and if he does it means I’m definitely going to have to sleep with him when he comes to Thailand. Worse still, Sim says I’ll have to spend time with him during the day, walking into shops and restaurants holding his hand, looking meaningfully into his eyes, pretending to be madly in love with him. I’m so glad no-one from my home town will be here to see me. I really don’t fancy sex with him. I’ll have to smile and say nice words while that great, slobbering hulk huffs and puffs and perspires over me.




    But Sim maintains one week or two spent giving a farang the sort of bedroom bliss they haven’t known since their honeymoon means a small fortune in payments for the following six to 12 months. What it means most to me is that I won’t have to give myself to just any drunken, loud-mouthed farang who offers 500 baht or more on Soi 4 each night. Not that the money hasn’t been good. It’s been fantastic but being a street pick-up makes me feel like I’m the dirtiest whore in Bangkok. But I’d still rather do this than work in one of the bars.
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