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    For my lovely wife, Jasmine.




    





    





    





    A second novel to continue our adventure!




    Your only Bob




    Author’s note:




    This is a work of fiction. The book is based on events that occurred in Thailand and Burma in 2009-10. However, the characters depicted in the book and their own adventures, unless named specifically in the news at that time, are entirely fictional. Some common Thai words are used in the text – a Glossary is provided at the end of the novel for English translations.


  




  

    Part 1: WHERE IS THE LOVE?


  




  

    1: The Girl with the Crooked Smile




    She was a vision, teetering on her impossibly high stiletto heels, made all the higher through one inch platforms. Brushing the hair out of her eyes, she almost fell over, but this went unnoticed by the old man behind the food cart as he cooked chicken satay sticks on the grill. To anyone else, though, she was hard to miss. Short black mini, off the shoulder white top open at the back, with long straight hair barely hiding an intricate tattoo near the crease of her perfect bum – what a sight!




    The light drizzle was bothersome, as was the humid air. But she seemed troubled by something else. She was still wavering, swaying as if she’d had a few too many, while she waited for her order. When she turned towards him he saw that her top showed some nice cleavage too. Then, as he looked down, he saw her problem: her lower right leg was wrapped in bandages. He was about to say something when she began speaking.




    If You Can Read This T-Shirt, Then You Have Pretty Good Eyesight, she said slowly, reading the white print on his black shirt. It was written like an eye-chart, with the print getting smaller as it progressed downwards.




    When she got to the last line, a crooked smile graced her lips as she carefully read, While You’re Down There, How About a Blow Job?




    Bob stared into her beautiful, dark eyes. ‘I like how you read. We could make an arrangement if you want. My name’s Bob.’




    She didn’t reply. Instead, she scooped up her food and turned to leave. He thought of ordering some for himself, then remembered his last bout of Pattaya belly from street vendors and changed his mind.




    He could see that she was about to totter off down the street, towards Beach Road and then out of his life forever. He couldn’t let that happen. ‘Hey, can I buy you a drink! We could get out of this rain.’




    She glanced his way as she started munching on one of the satays.




    ‘We can discuss the fine print on the shirt too if you want.’




    That got her smiling again. ‘We drink first, then talk. Maybe win big prize – me – if you good. Sound OK?’




    ‘Couldn’t be better.’




    He took her arm and helped guide her up Soi 7 to a nearby open-air bar. Here we go again, he thought. Can’t keep my hands off these Pattaya bar girls. But they’re so lovely!




    ‘My name Joy. You funny man Bob.’




    ‘That’s what I’ve heard. Just wait til you see what’s under my shorts – you’ll laugh and laugh.’




    ‘Ha, ha – you’re good. I need laugh now. Need drink more. Leg hurt.’




    ‘We’re almost there. Here’s an empty stool.’ He helped her up onto it, then asked, ‘What’ll you have?’




    ‘Just beer, Bob. Fast please.’




    ‘Oh, I’m not fast, Joy. I like it slow, real slow.’




    She smiled her crooked smile again and looked at him more closely. She’d seen many farang (foreigners) in her day, but this one was different. He seemed used to girls like her; he wasn’t so needy. This could be fun.




    Their drinks arrived and she took a long draught of her bottle. Bob didn’t interrupt as she alternated between her beer and the satays. Soon she’d finished them both off.




    ‘Another one?’




    ‘Why not? You pay.’




    ‘Really? I thought you’d pay me – 2000 baht, for long time.’ (in Thai currency: about $65)




    ‘Hah! You tease me Bob!’




    ‘No, I think you’re the tease, Joy. But I don’t mind.’ He waved the barmaid over for another round.




    ‘Well, don’t you want to know?’, she asked, pointing at her bandaged leg.




    ‘I figured you’d tell me about it if you wanted to. Mai pen rai (no worries).




    ‘Drink help make pain go away. Kapun ka (thank you).’




    ‘It always works for me.’




    She smiled as she turned back to her beer. They drank in silence for a while, watching the rain fall past the bar’s canopy and the farang fall for the bar girls perched around them.




    ‘You do this before, Bob? You wear wedding ring.’




    ‘I’m on a bit of a loose leash now. Taking a break – in recovery from life one could say.’




    He sipped his beer, stared deeply into her lovely eyes, and continued. ‘Kuhn suai mak mak, Joy (you’re very beautiful). Thanks for keeping me company.’




    ‘Kapun ka, Bob.’




    ‘Listen, you have some spare time now, Joy?’




    ‘What you have in mind?’




    ‘A bit of a lie down would be nice, somewhere private, like up in my room. Anything more after we’re horizontal’s up to you.’




    ‘You have many baht for me? I expensive.’




    ‘Money’s not a problem. I just need someone special to be with – to help take away the pain you could say. Better than using booze to get there. Hey, we could help each other with that! C’mon, my hotel’s just up there.’




    She answered by finishing her beer quickly, grabbing her bag and reaching for his arm to help her down off the stool.




    As she prepared to join him, he commented, ‘That leg really looks sore. You have a doctor take care of it?’




    ‘Just a scratch. You now, doctor maybe later.’ A look of annoyance flashed across her face as she added, ‘Let’s walk, not talk.’




    They strolled arm in arm to the hotel, her hand holding his for support as she limped along at a fast clip. Wow, she’s a tough one. I’m not sure who’s helping who more here, but right now I really don’t care!, thought Bob as they approached the hotel – and perhaps a whole new chapter in his life.




    * * *




    ‘You sure it OK I watch TV – Thai channel?’ She was lying on the bed, minus her shoes, propped up with all the pillows she could find.




    ‘Mai pen rai. You need to rest, I need the company. My wife likes to do same same. You want another beer?’




    ‘Sure, Bob. You seem good man. Most man, he jump me soon I get in room! Not you. How come? You no like me?’




    ‘I like you plenty, Joy, at least what I’ve seen so far. And I thought of jumping you too – I’m only human after all. But you need some TLC now I think.




    ‘TLC?’




    ‘Tender Loving Care. Here, I’ll show you what I mean. Let me rub your feet a little – you just relax.’




    He started massaging her feet, being careful not to go higher – he didn’t want to disturb the bandaged part.




    ‘Ooh, that nice, Bob. Kapun ka!’




    ‘Yeah, my wife likes me to do that too.’




    ‘You talk about her a lot – you miss her? How come she not here?’




    ‘Well, that’s a long story – why she’s not here, that is. Yes, I do miss her, each and every day. She’s visiting her parents now in Isaan. Been there a few weeks. Maybe I could tell you more tomorrow, over breakfast, when we’re fresher.’




    ‘You want me stay long time then?, she replied with a smirk.




    ‘As long as you want. And I’ll pay the going rate too no matter what happens later on. Is that OK with you?’




    ‘Pretty good deal for me – what about you? You no need woman?’




    ‘Let’s just get to know each other first, then we’ll see about that. Listen, I’ll run you a tub while you finish your beer.’ She smiled at his kind offer, so he continued. ‘Those satays weren’t much – how bout some room service too?’ He reached over to the bedside table and grabbed the menu. ‘Here, you pick something you like while I deal with the bath.’




    She was staring at him now. ‘You treat me too good. I just bar girl, not wife, not mia noi (little wife or mistress). How come?’




    ‘Don’t worry, I don’t need a mia noi – too much trouble. No, I just want some female company for the night and I think you need a bit of help, plus I’m paying and you seem available. So, let’s not fight it, OK?’




    He left her with the menu and went into the bathroom. When he emerged in a few minutes she was on the phone, speaking rapidly in Thai. ‘I get food. You want too?’




    ‘Maybe later, I’m not that hungry now. Your bath’ll be ready soon. The food should be here in about 20 minutes or so, enough time for you to relax in the tub first.’




    ‘Good idea. I get ready. You help me?’




    She got off the bed carefully, holding Bob’s arm for support. He steadied her while she took off her top. Then she unzipped her miniskirt and wiggled out of it.




    As she stood before him in only a tiny g-string and push-up bra, she looked glorious. After he helped her to the bathroom, he said, ‘Here, sit down on the toilet so I can help you with your bandage.’




    ‘No, leave it.’




    He bent down to turn off the taps, then offered, ‘Let me help you into the tub at least. I don’t want you falling over in here.’




    ‘OK. First I pee. You go.’




    After he left the room she got up and closed the door, locking him out. Well, she doesn’t know me that well I guess. Maybe there’s something else she doesn’t want me to see. Then he thought, I hope that she isn’t really a he – I don’t need a ‘katooey’ (lady boy), that’s for sure!




    He listened at the door, hearing her get into the tub. Then he went to lie on the bed and watch some (English) news until the food arrived. Another Pattaya night – each one stranger than the last!




    * * *




    He woke on the far side of the bed, clutching his pillow. She was still out of it, snoring softly near her edge of the bed, the sheet only barely covering her bottom. She was lying on her side with her back to him. He couldn’t help staring at her lithe body in the morning light.




    My, but she’s beautiful. One tattoo low on her spine, another peeking out on her outer left thigh. What a vision!




    He got up quietly to relieve himself in the toilet. Then he padded back to the bedroom, drawing the curtains slightly and peering through the gap to see what kind of day it might become. Well, the weather looks allright out there – it’s what might start happening in here I don’t know quite yet.




    He climbed back onto the bed, being careful not to disturb her. Admiring her form was such a nice way to start the day. She started to stir, rolling over toward him and shedding the sheet as she did so. What a beauty! And she’s woman all the way!




    She opened her eyes to meet his gaze. ‘Like what you see?’




    ‘Of course, Joy. You’re a dream come true for any man.’




    ‘A bit early for that, Bob. Here, help me off bed. I need toilet.’




    ‘Sure, off you go.’ He watched her round bottom retreat around the corner.




    She was back in a few minutes. He noticed then that the bandage still clung to her leg. ‘Is it sore?’, he asked, pointing to her damaged limb.




    ‘What you think?’




    ‘Let me have a look at it. Maybe I can help.’




    ‘No, not now. I need food. After that, we talk more.’




    ‘OK. Your leg, your rules. I hope it doesn’t fall off, though. You look better with two legs. Plus they hold your ass up you know, and it’s a mighty fine ass.’




    She laughed as she pulled on some shorts she’d gotten out of her bag. ‘You make me smile, Bob. Now, get my shoes please so we can go.’




    He hesitated for a moment, so she added, ‘Yes, the heels. That all I got. Come on!’




    ‘Boy, you sound like a wife!’




    She pulled a face at him as she slid on her shoes, followed by her slinky white blouse, cut to show the world that a goddess was coming their way.




    As she dabbed on some make-up he asked her, ‘You do this sort of thing often, Joy? You know, long time?’




    ‘I used to dance, go go bar, then this happen!’, she answered, pointing at her leg. ‘Night with man – that my job now – OK with you?’




    ‘Sure. Well, breakfast is part of the deal, so let’s go for it.’




    * * *




    She loaded up her plate at the buffet downstairs and took it to the table. Then she returned for a bowl of rice soup and a side plate of fruit. He brought the coffee and fruit juice. She didn’t make time for speaking, digging rapidly into her various temptations.




    ‘You’ve got quite an appetite, more than most Thai ladies I’ve seen.’




    ‘Mmphh’, she managed as she chewed her food. ‘Kapun kaaaaa.’




    ‘This hunger of yours, is it just for food or do you feel a need for anything else in life, anything, say, more meaningful?’




    A single arched eyebrow was his only reply.




    He decided he had permission to continue. ‘You’re tough, beautiful, independent. Maybe you know muay thai (kick boxing) too. You think you don’t need anyone’s help, yet here you are, after having a restful night in a nice bed, getting a good feed off me. What about tomorrow, though?’




    ‘I do fine’, she uttered between mouthfuls.




    ‘Maybe you will. But listen please, Joy. I’ve got some time on my hands and would appreciate having you around. Seems you could use some attention too, or at least your leg could. So, what do you think – us two, together, for a little while longer?’




    She paused to emphasize her answer. ‘I not your woman. I NO ONE’S woman! I eat, I leave! You too nice man for me!’




    She was making a scene now, so he quickly replied, ‘Up to you, Joy. Jai yen yen (calm down).’




    He looked down to avoid her eyes, noticing her lovely leg sticking out past the edge of the table. As his gaze moved upwards from her high-heeled shoe he couldn’t help seeing that her bandage was seeping blood.




    ‘Um, your leg, Joy. Maybe we could have someone check it? It doesn’t look so good.’




    ‘You no worry my leg, Bob! It MY leg! It OK!’, she threw back at him. Then she bent over to see for herself. As she did so, though, she started losing her balance.




    Bob quickly moved to catch her as she fell. Then he waved a waiter over to help him. ‘She’s fainted; here let’s lift her up.’ They carried her toward the elevator. ‘We’ll take her to my room.’




    Soon they’d manoevered her into the elevator, up to his room and onto the bed. ‘Tell the front desk to get a doctor here soon’, he ordered the departing waiter. After he left, Bob soaked a hand towel in cold water and brought it over.




    She moaned as he dabbed her forehead. ‘Ohhh. What happen? Where am I?’




    ‘You fainted, so we brought you back here. Rest, please. I’ve called a doctor.’




    She tried to sit up, but soon flopped back onto the bed. ‘You no help me. I trouble.’




    ‘Let’s wait to hear what the doctor says about your leg first. Then we can decide what to do next.’ He looked down her body and noticed that her leg was still dripping blood. ‘Can I look at this, maybe remove the bandage?’




    ‘No. You leave me alone!’




    ‘OK, OK.’ He heard a soft knock at the door. ‘Wait here, Joy.’




    As he opened the door a slight, bespectacled Thai man stood there. ‘Is this the room with the lady, the one with the injured leg?’ He peered past Bob, then added, ‘Aah, I can see the bandage on her.’ As he brushed past him, he asked her, ‘What’s your name?’




    ‘Joy.’ Then she started speaking in rapid fire Thai, sometimes pointing at Bob.




    The doctor turned to talk with him, ‘She’s upset. She says you shouldn’t interfere in her private business.’ Shaking his head, he stated, ‘She’s a stubborn one. I’m going to examine her leg now. You stay and assist me.’




    ‘Sure doc. I’m Bob, by the way. What do you want me to do?’




    ‘Get a fresh towel and put it under her leg. And bring me some water – bottled, from the fridge.’




    After they’d placed the towel in the right position, the doctor began snipping through the bandage with scissors. ‘There, that does it. Now I’ll peel this away and see what’s under here.’




    As the bloody bandage came off, they both saw that her leg had a deep gash about six inches long zigzagging down her shin. The wound was swollen and red in places, with purple bruising around its edges. It was oozing both blood and pus.




    ‘Yes, this leg does need some work. I think it’s good you called for me when you did.’ Turning to Joy, he added, ‘You should’ve seen a doctor earlier. How long ago did this happen?’




    ‘Two, no three day now. It sore. You help me?’




    ‘Yes, I need to give you a shot of local anaesthetic before I clean the wound. Then I’ll stitch you up and give you some antibiotics. I’ll leave you with some pills to take each day. Plus you’ll need to rest this leg for a while. Otherwise, you could get gangrene.’




    She shot a questioning look to him and then one to Bob.




    ‘It means, Joy, that you could lose the leg unless we take care of it. You can stay here with me. Will you do that?’




    For a few seconds she hesitated, her face hardening. The doctor looked at her and started shaking his head, then his finger.




    ‘You listen to the nice man, young lady. After I do my work you have to rest. You can do that in a hospital or here in this room. Is that clear?’




    ‘Chai (yes), doctor. Here OK.’, she said, finally relenting. ‘Kapun ka.’




    ‘Well, now that that’s settled, you lie back and let me clean this up. Bob, you help by holding her hand. I need to freeze around the wound first.’ He turned to her to add, ‘This may hurt a little.’




    She grimaced in reply as the needle went in; after a few minutes he started to clean the wound, first with some water and then alcohol.




    ‘Aahhhh! THAT HURT! Chihp hai (dammit)!’




    Bob held her hand as she continued to swear at them. The doctor used a scalpel to remove some of the worst bits of infected tissue. He turned to smile at Bob, saying quietly, ‘Don’t worry, I’ve heard a lot worse. My name is Wu, by the way, Dr Wu.’




    As she gradually relaxed, Bob reached over and shook his hand. ‘Well, thank you Dr Wu for stopping by.’




    Then he saw the doctor pulling out another needle. He dipped it into a small bottle to withdraw some fluid. ‘The antibiotics. She needs a strong dose of this. Bob, roll her over on her right side.’




    Bob helped position her for him. Dr Wu moved her leg up and got the needle ready to inject her flank, near her buttock. ‘OK now, don’t kick as I do this. Bob, you hold her leg for me to make sure.’




    Bob got over her to do the doctor’s bidding, whispering in her ear, ‘Jai yen yen. It’ll be over soon. The doctor needs to do this for you.’




    She looked into his eyes with something approaching trust, flinching as the long needle went in. This time she held onto his hand tightly. Afterwards, the doctor expertly bandaged her wound.




    When it was done, Dr Wu passed a bottle of pills to Bob. ‘Here, have her take two of these antibiotic pills a day, morning and night, until they’re done. Here’s some sedatives too. She’ll need a couple of them soon. And this is a number for a nurse that can stop by to change that dressing each day. She’ll need to rest a few days. You let me know if she needs any further treatment.’




    He got out one of his cards and wrote the cost of his visit on the back. Bob nodded, reached into his wallet and pressed a couple of 1000 baht bills into his hand. ‘Thanks much, doc.’ Then he escorted him out the door.




    Joy was eyeing Bob as he returned to the bed. ‘Don’t worry. Just cuz we’re sharing the room doesn’t mean I’ll be trying to boom boom you. You can really rest here – I mean it. Now, let me clean up this stuff. I’ll call room service too if you want. You need anything?’




    ‘Maybe later.’ She was still staring at him when she said, ‘I thought woman angel, Bob, not man.’




    ‘Well, I guess this is your lucky day, Joy.’




    ‘I guess so.’




    He brought her a glass of water and handed her the sedatives. ‘Take these, then lie back and forget about everything else.’




    For once she didn’t argue with him. Soon she was out of it and he had peace again. Only now it came with a sleepy Thai woman sprawled across his bed. Sorta like being home.


  




  

    2: Getting to Know You




    She awoke feeling refreshed for a change. As she slowly got up she noticed a cup sitting by the TV, a saucer covering the top. Since her host didn’t seem to be around, she lifted the lid to find steaming coffee inside.




    Better this inside me, she thought. Where’s that man?




    In answer to her question, the doorknob started turning. Bob propped the door open with his foot then entered, carefully carrying a tray of food.




    ‘I had my breakfast already downstairs. Thought I’d let you sleep a while longer – you’ve been out of it since yesterday. Brought this up for you – a selection of stuff you might like.’




    He placed the food on the small table near the sliding door to the balcony. Joy went to freshen up in the bathroom, calling after herself, ‘Kapun ka, Bob. You let me sleep in peace. You make me coffee. You bring me food. What next?’




    ‘While you’re eating I thought I’d go out and get you some things, seeing as you’ll be here a while. You don’t have much with you.’




    She eyed him as she limped over to inspect the food on the tray. ‘Don’t do too much, Bob. I not your girlfriend.’ She lowered her eyes and started turning away as she muttered to herself, ‘Not yet anyway.’




    ‘No, of course not. Just helping out. I’ll be back in about an hour or so.’




    He patted her on the arm as he went by, grabbing his hat and sunglasses near the door. ‘I’ll see about a nurse for you at the front desk too. I’ll have them call this number the doctor gave us. Bye.’




    After the door shut, she settled down in a chair to enjoy the food. Boy, this guy’s too good to be true. Maybe I will stay here like the doctor says.




    * * *




    He’d gotten her a few things, as he said he would, including some sexy underwear. She was trying on a tiny black g-string and matching lacey push-up bra set when Bob came out of the bathroom. ‘That shower felt good, but you look better! Wow!’




    ‘How you know my size, Bob? You measure me when I sleep?’




    ‘Nah. I know a lot about women. You like ‘em?’




    ‘They’re great. Here, help with shoes please. I want see in mirror.’




    She sat on the bed, her long legs dangling over the end, as he helped her slip on her heels. He deftly tied her ankle straps. His excitement at viewing her lovely legs up close was demonstrated by his straining shorts as he stood up.




    ‘My, you do like me Bob!’




    ‘I’d have to be dead or gay not to. You’re a fine woman, Joy.’




    ‘Here, help stand up.’




    He took her arm as she got to her feet. She carefully stepped in front of the mirror, with him still holding on to her.




    ‘This good, Bob, very good. Kapun ka!’




    She turned to look into his eyes, liking what she saw. ‘You sit on bed this time.’




    He plopped down awkwardly. Slowly she got down beside him, then eased herself to the floor. Kneeling in front of him, she tugged his shorts down over his knees.




    ‘You good man, Bob. You treat me good. I think you deserve reward.’




    ‘I help you because I want to and you need it. Plus you’re a real beauty, Joy.’




    ‘No need for smart talking. You got me now.’




    She reached forward and grasped his manhood lightly with her left hand. Then she started slowly stroking it up and down. She was about to bend her head down when his mobile started ringing.




    ‘Don’t worry – I’ll get it later. Carry on, please.’




    She had just started sucking him when they heard his wife leaving a voice message. ‘Hi honey. Call me when you can. Hope you’re having fun down there!’




    That brought a momentary smile to both of them before she got down to business, sucking him expertly. He was so excited, and she was so smooth in her movements, that it didn’t take long for his response to this unexpected treat to gush forth.




    She carefully swallowed all his come, then slowly licked him clean. ‘My special way say kapun ka. Here, help sit.’




    As he pulled her and then his shorts up, she noticed that his cheeks were flushed. Feeling their heat with her hand, she looked deeply into his eyes and smiled warmly.




    He looked back at her, saying, ‘That was beautiful, Joy. I haven’t been this excited for quite some time!’




    She giggled, leaning in to kiss him.




    After a long, mushy exchange, he quietly said, ‘The nurse will be here in a couple hours. I’ll get some room service for us, OK?’




    She answered with a smile, crawling up on the bed to lounge against the fluffy pillows and watch Thai TV. Maybe this will be a nice rest, for both of us!




    * * *




    He was having a dream. That’s what it was – or maybe it wasn’t. She was asking him, ‘Do you think I’m pretty?’ And he answered, ‘You’re the opposite of ugly.’ That always brought a smile to her face. But whose face was it? He would see his wife, then Joy, then Fon, then his wife again. It must be a dream . . .




    ‘Bob, wake up. Wake UP, please!’




    ‘Huh? What – who, who is it?’




    ‘It me – Joy. Your mia noi if want. You say, Kuhn suai mak mak. You talk to me?’




    ‘I was dreaming, I guess. But you are very pretty.’




    ‘You sure?’




    ‘Of course – why, you’re the opposite of ugly!’




    That brought a wide smile to her face, followed by a quick kiss on his cheek. ‘I enjoy time with you, Bob. You call wife yet?’




    ‘Soon. Let me wake up a little more.’ Boy, I’m sure glad I had that dream! I needed those words for her then – thank you, God!




    * * *




    He was about to call her when his mobile started ringing in his hand. She’s like that – always on my wavelength – no, on our wavelength.




    Walking down the hall first, he answered, ‘Hi honey.’




    ‘You alone now?’




    ‘No, not now, not with you on the phone with me.’




    ‘Smart talking again. Don’t you ever stop?’




    ‘You bring it out of me. So, how are you doing my sweetie. Are you still my wahn jai (sweetheart)?’




    ‘Of course. What’s this about not alone? You have someone there – some good time girl?’




    ‘I’m in a bit of a situation here.’




    ‘Oh? What’s her name?’




    ‘Joy. She’s sleeping now. Found her two days ago when I went out for a walk. She had a hurt leg.’




    ‘Uh huh. Picking up strays again. And she’s beautiful, right? A bar girl?’




    ‘Yup. With tattoos too. A bit bitchy at first – you know the type.’




    ‘Not another Fon – that one turned about to be a katooey (lady boy). You check her?’




    ‘Oh, she’s all woman. But, no boom boom.’ Not yet anyways. ‘I’m just helping her a few days. Don’t worry.’




    ‘I know, mai pen rai. You like the lost girls, the ones who need a bit of help – if they’re pretty, that is – you never change.’




    ‘That’s why you love me. I’ve helped you a lot over the years, haven’t I?’ Leaving that lead in to register, he decided to change tack. ‘How’s your family? Everything OK there?’




    ‘Um, ka (yes). No problem. They appreciate your help and so do I. I just miss you.’




    ‘I miss you too. Pom rak Jasmine (I love Jasmine).’




    ‘Ka. So, she OK now?’




    ‘She’s getting better. She had a bad cut on her lower leg which got infected. I got her a doctor yesterday and a nurse will be treating her wound today. I just bought her a few things too.’




    ‘I’m sure you did. And she’s not giving you anything in return? No nookie?’




    ‘Well – she did go down on me earlier. Her way of giving thanks. That OK with you?’




    ‘Ka, ka. I know you have your needs, Bob. Laow deh kuhn (up to you).’




    ‘Kapun kup, my love. She seems like a nice woman – now she is anyways. A bit of trouble at the start.’




    ‘The pretty ones always are. What about me – am I trouble too?’




    ‘No, of course not! Not usually, anyways. You know that, if I could, I’d be there with you right now! But you said you needed some time with your family.’




    ‘Ka, I know. You could’ve fought to stay with me a bit harder, though. Will you still fight for me again, Bob, like before?’




    ‘You know I will, my love. Those were difficult times, our last trip here. But you’re stronger now. And Pattaya’s quieter. The economy’s been hit pretty hard, you know.’




    ‘Yes, riots do that. Thai people might figure that out one day. But it’s nice here in the village, peaceful even. The trouble is, I’m getting bored. I want more shopping, some dancing, a good movie. And I really miss you! I get horny!’




    ‘Well, I could help with that. How much longer will you stay there? You could come stay with me.’




    ‘It sounds a bit crowded there now. Three’s company, you know.’




    ‘Not always.’ He chuckled as he headed back towards the bed, ‘She’ll be here a little while, til she’s stronger. Will you join me soon?’




    ‘I’ll let you know. Talk to you tomorrow. Bye for now.’




    ‘Bye my love.’




    After he hung up Joy turned to him and said, ‘She sound like good woman.’




    He saw her looking at him from the other side of the bed. ‘Yes she is. My woman. I love her – too much sometimes. And I miss her.’




    She crawled over to him and wrapped her arms around his waist as he sat on the edge of the bed. ‘Come here. I know how make happy.’




    He moved over to the middle of the bed with her, then hugged her close. ‘Thanks, Joy. You must be getting better.’




    ‘Thanks to you, Bob. Now, no talk.’ She pulled off his clothes and they entwined their bodies. He grabbed a condom from the dresser beside the bed before they went further. He didn’t want any bad mistakes to come out of this union. Then their bodies became one, for a very long time.




    * * *




    They were woken by someone tapping on the door. Must be the nurse – I didn’t order room service again. ‘Just a minute!’




    After he pulled on his shorts, he went to the door, opened it a crack and told her to come in. ‘She’s in there, on the bed. Go ahead – I’ll be in the shower.’




    When he came out Joy was all smiles as she perched on the bed, a fresh bandage on her leg, waiting for him. ‘You look good, Bob! And you do good to me in bed too!’




    ‘Kapun kup. I’ve learned a few things about pleasing a lady. I like to see them happy.’




    She took his hand in hers. ‘Nurse say I get better – can go out, short walk. You want go out tonite? I get bored in little room.’




    ‘Sure, why not. We’ll go out for some dinner nearby. You can choose the place – it’s your town after all.’




    ‘Kapun ka, Bob! You my number one man! Maybe get room service first? I hungry nid noi (little bit). Then I get cleaned and dressed, OK?’




    ‘Sounds fine, Joy.’ He ordered some snacks then laid back on the bed and turned on the TV. Flicking to the news channel, he thought, boy, these women are much the same. I feed ‘em, treat ‘em right, give ’em some lovin’ and they do the same to me. Karma, I guess. I wouldn’t want it any other way.




    * * *




    The restaurant she picked out was a little pizza joint near the hotel. He didn’t care – he was content that the lady on his arm was the most striking woman within eyesight – and that says a lot in this place! She was still wearing her heels, as he’d forgotten to get her some walking shoes. Each step in them made her wince. It forced her to hold onto his arm tight. He didn’t mind that: she made great arm candy.




    As they sat at the table overlooking the street he marvelled at the endless parade of sexy Thai ladies strutting by, some with a chunky farang hanging on to them and others eyeing the street hungrily for new business. The show never stops here.




    ‘So, what’ll you have for dinner, Joy? Anything interest you here?’




    ‘I came here for you, Bob. I get food later up road. I not fussy.’




    He looked at the menu and said, ‘We can do better than this. C’mon, we’ll go a couple doors up the street to a place I know.’




    They quickly exited and were soon in front of another restaurant, styled like an old English pub. He helped her up the steps, then opened the door for her, closing it carefully behind them. They lingered in the quiet foyer until a waitress appeared to escort them into its bowels.




    As he bent to ease her onto her seat in the booth, she’d finally had enough, ‘Bob, I not cripple! I strong lady!’




    ‘I know, Joy. I’m just concerned about you. How’s your leg doing?’




    ‘Hurt bad. But had worse. Mai pen rai!’




    ‘OK, ok. I could say jai ren ren to you too, but I won’t. I’m just glad you’re here with me. I’ve got the prettiest girl in all Pattaya out with me tonight!’




    She couldn’t help breaking into a wry grin at that. ‘You make sweet talk, Bob.’ But, as she looked down at her menu, she frowned. ‘No Thai food here. What about me?’




    ‘Aah, I know the owner. He has a Thai wife. She’ll make sure you’re taken care of. Let the waitress know what you want when she comes back.’




    A cute Thai waitress was coming into view, so he waved her over. She jotted their orders down on her notepad, then hurried off to the kitchen.




    ‘Now that food’s taken care of, perhaps we could begin a nice conversation, like people do over dinner. Any objections?’




    She shook her head. She wasn’t used to being the centre of attention in this way – men were usually more overwhelmed by her body and didn’t care much about talking. It was all too civilised for her. Her cheeks reddened as she readied herself to speak. Finally, she blurted out, ‘My, my name not Joy. You should know that.’




    He reached across the table. Grasping her hands as he stared into her eyes, he quietly told her, ‘Joy, Noi, Am, it doesn’t matter – they’re all nicknames – maybe just street names. I want to know you, that’s all.’




    For the first time she really looked at him. Here was a man who wasn’t after anything. He wanted to know her. She could feel his sincerity, but it made her wonder, Who is the real me that he wants to know – can I still find her?




    She squeezed his hands tightly. A tear formed in her eye. Then she began. ‘You too much for me, Bob. I use men, then move on – that my job. I no get close. Not me – never.’




    His reply was instinctive. He clasped her hands in one of his and used his other to stroke her forearm soothingly, continuing to gaze deeply into her eyes.




    ‘Stop that, STOP IT, BOB! You too good to me!’ But she let him keep on stroking her.




    Then he got up and slid in beside her. He tilted her chin up so that he could kiss her softly. ‘I think I know you already. You are woman, and I am man.’




    ‘Oh, Bob’, she sighed as she leaned into his body.




    Their appetisers arrived as he held her. He indicated to the waitress to put them down and leave. After a little while he quietly asked, ‘Now, maybe we should begin with some introductions? That’s how all good stories start, with the main characters.’




    He passed her a tissue so that she could wipe away her tears, then went back to the other side of the table. ‘My name, as you know, is Bob. Last names don’t matter just yet. And you?’




    ‘Supaporn. But please, you call me Joy. That OK?’




    ‘Yes, Joy. I’ll always know you as Joy.’




    ‘I from Surin, east of Korat.’




    ‘I know that place too – I travelled through there before. My wife was in the hospital there for a short while.’




    That caused her to raise her eyebrows. ‘But before I carry on with my story, maybe you could tell me a tiny bit of yours?’




    She looked at him quizzically, indicating her confusion. After a few awkward moments he could tell that she didn’t know where to start, so he helped get things started, ‘Your leg – I mean the cut on it. Perhaps you could let me know how it happened? You said you’d tell me yesterday over breakfast, but then you fainted. ‘He paused for a second, then added, ‘And please – the truth this time.’




    She reached across to hold his hands before beginning. ‘I, I in fight. There was a, a – ’




    ‘A struggle?’




    ‘Ka. She push, I push back. Hard.’




    ‘And then?’




    ‘She kick me and I fall. My leg – it hit glass table – on corner.’




    ‘Who was this woman? Someone you know?’




    ‘My roommate, Fon. She like my girlfriend – before anyway.’




    ‘Hmmm. I used to know a lady named Fon. But she turned out to be a katooey. Very pretty though.’




    ‘She knew a Bob too. That you?’




    ‘Probably. Not many of us in Thailand, I don’t think. But Fon, she went away with Som, a retired chief of detectives, a while back. Sort of a romantic getaway.’




    ‘Yeah’, she replied between bites of her appetiser. ‘But she bored. Him too old, just want play golf.’




    ‘Hum, that’s too bad.’ He also dug into his food before continuing, ‘You two know each other long?’




    ‘Couple year’, she managed between mouthfuls. ‘She from Isaan.’




    ‘I know – Ubon. She was a big help to us before. She said she was working here. Funny that you two were together – she never mentioned that. Sorry about your leg, though.’




    ‘Leg, it heal. Heart, maybe not.’




    ‘Been there; well, I mean, my wife has anyways.’ He paused, then asked, ‘You said girl-friend – you like men too? Or just for business.’




    She giggled as she replied, ‘I like both. You the most – so far.’




    ‘Thanks.’ He squeezed her hand as he looked deeply into her eyes. They were interrupted by the waitress with their orders. ‘Here’s our mains. Let’s eat for a bit, then we can talk more after, OK?’




    She nodded as she began chewing hungrily. She was enjoying her meal, only looking up occasionally as she ate, but she seemed quite content to just be there with him.




    Once he’d finished his steak, he thought he should begin. ‘Um, you know, I’m very happy that you’re willing to stay with me a little while. I like your company.’




    She smiled up at him and replied, ‘You like boom boom too.’




    He smiled back. ‘It’s great with you. My wife, Jasmine and I, we were the ones in the news a few months back. You know, Justice, Please! and the protests last April?’




    ‘Ka. You make police look dumb. Government too. It good what you do.’




    ‘Thanks, Joy. It was tough for us then, though. My wife, she almost died, you see. We rested on Koh Samet for a couple weeks after that ordeal, then saw her folks in Isaan for a bit. After that we went back to Perth, in Australia, for more rest. Spent a few months there. She really needed that. There was a lot of media around us for a while, though. I did some interviews, wrote a few magazine stories. And we got a lot of donations to help us, through our Facebook network. I set up a charity that we manage – we donate to those who need it most and it covers our costs. We were able to quit our jobs because of that.’




    ‘That good. Most job boring.’




    ‘Mine especially – working for the government was frustrating and without much excitement. It became very tiresome, being an ego manager for the deadwood there. That was why we were in Thailand on vacation in the first place. I needed a break, some living again, you know? But we got a bit more than we bargained for.’




    She stared directly into his eyes before she asked, ‘Something you not say, Bob.’ She reached across to hold his hand, adding, ‘You can tell me. It OK.’




    He looked back at her, uncertain whether he should confide in a woman he didn’t even know existed a few days before. Then he thought, Oh, what the hell. ‘Yes, there is something, Joy. But it’s hard for me – still.’ He looked down at the table and shook his head a couple times, lost in thought.




    After a little while he began speaking again in little more than a whisper, ‘She, she was pregnant, you see, when we got back home. I didn’t know it til later on, when she complained about stomach pains. I thought at first it was just anxiety, after what she’d been through. But when it carried on, I insisted she see a doctor. That’s when we found out – but by then it was too late.’




    Joy looked concerned and squeezed his hand. He looked up then and she could see that a tear was forming in his eye. ‘She lost the baby. The doctor said she’d been under too much stress for too long. He said she needed more rest, and not to worry so much. And she needed counselling too. So we did all that, but it only helped her a little. I could feel her withdraw from me. It was winter then too, stormy, cold – raining all the time – and we got the flu too. It didn’t help matters.’




    She passed him a tissue and he nodded his thanks. ‘The steel buckshot that we got out of her at the temple in Phrathat Phanom, that saved her life. But I think some of that steel stayed in her soul. When she emerged in the spring, she was not like a butterfly any more. No, she was hard as nails. Tough, you know?’




    ‘I bar girl – I know tough. I live it every day.’




    He smiled at that. ‘I’m sure you do. But it was different for us. We were from the suburbs. Well, I thought seeing her family might help, so we came back to Thailand in early September. I took her there, stayed a few days, then came here for a break. Been doing some photography of pretty Thai models the past couple weeks – sexy shots, to keep my interest up you know, since then.’




    ‘That only thing up?’




    ‘You’re clever, Joy. Yeah, that gave rise to my desire again too. You see, we hadn’t had any sex since she lost the baby. That’s why she told me to have fun here – she felt a bit guilty I think.’




    He squeezed her hand as he quietly said his next words to her, ‘Sorry I have to say this again to you, Joy, but I do still love her. She’s my wife and I stand by her. You’re nice to be with and all and I really thank you for that, but she’s my long time woman.’




    ‘Mai pen rai. I know she that. Maybe I be mia shur kow (rental woman) for you, OK?’




    ‘OK, thanks. That would be very nice.’ He smiled as he gazed into her eyes, saying, ‘You’re tops, you know that?’




    She smiled back as she held his hand in hers. What a good man. Why do I only meet the creeps? Must be my kinda work, I guess.




    ‘My turn. I talk – you listen. I be here two, maybe three year now. Pattaya OK, business OK, men no good. You first good man I meet. Fon, she stay too. We pay rent. We eat, we drink, we have man together sometime. Business. After, we laugh, hold each other. But she have temper too. Katooey, not good friend – moody – worse than woman.’




    He hadn’t heard her speak so much since he’d found her on the street. He looked her over, noticing that she looked strong and confident now. More rested and alive. ‘Go on, this is interesting.’




    She took a sip of her drink, smiled demurely at him, and continued, ‘I get tired, this life. No fun, no money – I have to buy shoes, clothes – lady have to look good, my business. All cost money – hair, make-up, tattoo.’ She pointed toward herself, ‘Man, he just expect lady be perfect!’




    ‘Well, to me, you already are.’




    ‘You talk again. Let me talk.’ She briefly looked disturbed, but then stared into his eyes and continued. ‘Extra money? Not much. I send some home, sometime. I save for boob job, get more business maybe. But no spare money.’ She paused then, looking like she might start to cry, before continuing. ‘I tired now. Need break. Then my leg – it get hurt. Girlfriend, she no good! Humph! So, I get break, but in funny way.’




    ‘That’s how it works, it seems. Sometimes when I was working, the only way I got a break was when I was sick.’ Then he added, ‘At least God threw us together, didn’t he?’




    ‘You too smart, Bob.’ She squeezed his hand again, saying, ‘So, Buddha, he good to us. You help fix leg, you good to me. Now I better soon – what next?’




    ‘I don’t know. How bout we sleep on it and talk in the morning, over breakfast?’




    ‘Sleep on leg? No good, Bob. It still sore.’




    He laughed at her joke. No, I sleep with you, not on you.’




    ‘Maybe you want something before sleep, I think.’




    ‘You’re right, Joy. Maybe I do’, he concluded as he squeezed her.




    He called the waitress over and got their bill. Then he helped her up and held her hand on the way to the cash register. She wasn’t protesting at his assistance now. Soon they were back on the street, headed toward their hotel. He had his arm around her slim waist, steadying her on her heels as they walked, when he heard a voice call out from behind them.




    ‘Wow, what an ass! Best I’ve seen in some time! Hey, mate, you pickin’ up the walkin’ wounded to get laid?’




    He turned to her after looking back, ‘Just ignore them. Couple of drunk Aussies, that’s all. We’ll be at our hotel soon.’




    ‘MATE! You hear me? You look a bit old for that bird too. How bout you let us take care of her? We’ll show her a good time. Maybe a long time – she’d be good for that!’




    She froze as they yelled at them. He’d seen that they were tall, young and muscular. Their singlets didn’t hide the tattoos on their upper arms either. Being drunk, he knew they’d be even harder to handle. So he whispered to her, ‘Mai pen rai – they’re just young and pissed. Look, we’re almost there.’




    But she turned around to face them. ‘You talk to me? You drunk – you go home! Leave us alone!’




    ‘Hey, honey’, they said as they strolled closer. ‘Don’t worry, you can have fun with us instead. Pay you top dollar too. Leave that old guy – young studs are better for a woman like you!’




    He saw her face harden as they approached. He got ready to defend her, but he didn’t need to. In a flash she dropped his hand, whirled on her good leg and landed a spinning kick square in the chest of the closest guy. As he fell back she positioned herself again, then quickly hit the other one with a drop kick under the chin, knocking him down on his back. She was ready for more, but he was out cold.




    ‘You no trouble now. Scum!’ She spat on him, then turned back to Bob.




    He watched the first guy get up slowly, then start to drag his friend over to the sidewalk. The girls at a nearby open-air bar simply nodded at the show before them, before twirling back on their stools to tend to their drinks. Just another night in Pattaya.




    She was limping more as Bob walked her up the stairs to Reception. He picked up their keys, then escorted her to the elevator. Once back in their room he sat her on the bed and got down to look at her leg. Blood was trickling from her wound.




    ‘You’ve opened this up a bit. We might have to call the nurse, or maybe the doctor.’




    She looked at her leg as well. ‘Not bad. Had worse. You call if want – laow deh kuhn.’




    He went to the bathroom instead to get some antiseptic. Dabbing some on a tissue, he tended her leg, carefully placing a fresh bandage on it afterwards. ‘Well, you get Doctor Bob’s help at least.’




    Then he sat on the bed beside her and held her. At first she struggled, but after a while he felt her relax in his arms. ‘You are a tough one, Joy, I know that. You know, we all need someone sometime. Here, let me help you out of those shoes.’




    She shook her head and turned to kiss him instead. ‘No, I horny now. Take me, Bob! I want you.’




    He didn’t need any more encouragement from her. Pulling her top off and then her skirt, he helped her up the bed. They embraced as he felt her taught body, running his hands over her breasts and then her mound.




    ‘Oh, yes – like that! Good!’




    He rubbed her clit under her g-string for a few minutes until she came. Then he rolled her panties off, leaving her bra and heels on. ‘My, but you are a vision. Maybe I’ll take some photos of you later.’




    He put on a condom, then wasted no time before entering her. ‘Unh. Oh, thank you – OH!’ He quickly got into a rhythm, with her fucking him back this time – hard.




    ‘That good, Bob. YES!’




    She came as he did. At least he thought she did. No matter – that was the best sex they’d had yet.




    ‘Wow!’, he exclaimed as he rolled off her. Throwing the used condom into the bin, he added, ‘You’re hot tonite, Joy!’




    ‘I kick, I fuck! OK with you?’




    ‘Oh my, yes. You kick more often, OK?’




    She laughed as she lay sprawled across the sheets. ‘Photo OK too – you want now?’




    ‘That’s a good idea. Something to remember the night. Just lie there a bit longer.’ He went to the desk to get his digital camera. Soon he was taking snapshots of a steaming hot bar girl, his bar girl.




    After he put the camera down and crawled back into bed, she snuggled in beside him. ‘You good for me, Bob.’




    He switched off the light and they snuggled close, the aircon helping to cool their bodies. ‘I hope so. Listen, did you really come tonite?’




    ‘You think I fake? No, you not business. I come. You do good, Bob.’




    ‘Thanks, Joy. I’ll try to keep doing that then.’




    His last thought was before drifting off was, Wow, I made her come! And she’s good for me too! What a woman! I haven’t felt this way for a long time!


  




  

    3: Finding the Path




    He watched her in the soft morning light. She was still wearing her black bra as she lay sprawled across the bed, sound asleep. Her heels were lying near her feet at the foot of the bed. There were no covers to interrupt his view and he delighted in gazing at the contours of her lithe body. Carefully reaching across to the bedside table he picked up his digital camera. Setting the flash on, he leaned back to get a photo of the goddess before him. Luckily, she didn’t awaken at the sound of the camera.




    Feeling bolder, he slid off the bed to take a couple more pictures of her. She was a real delight. He carefully slipped the heels back on her feet and was able to get a few more pics before she stirred. Placing the camera on the table, he got back into bed. Stroking her soft shoulder brought out a muffled, ‘Oommph.’




    ‘Good morning, Joy. I hope you slept well.’




    ‘Ka. Best sleep after sex.’




    ‘Best sex with you. Kapun kup.’




    ‘You jai dee (good heart) – too much for me. I just bar girl.’




    ‘I’m sanuk (fun) – that’s good for a bar girl – makes her laugh. You’ll find out more after you get better.’




    She raised her eyebrow at him, then blurted, ‘Maybe. Now I need pee. Back soon.’




    She pulled off her shoes and retreated to the bathroom as he drew back the curtains to let sunshine brighten the room. She returned looking dazed, squinting at the light.




    ‘I wear shoes to sleep, no remember. Maybe I need rest.’




    ‘That’s right. We can relax here some more today if you want. Let your wound heal. I’ll order room service.’




    ‘Good idea.’




    After he’d ordered, he came back to the bed. Unfastening her bra, he cuddled up to her warm body again, snuggling into her breasts. ‘I could get used to this.’




    ‘Food first. I hungry.’




    ‘OK.’ He reluctantly eased off a little, but continued to stroke her body. ‘Say, you know something I noticed about you that makes you different from the other girls out there on the street?’




    ‘What.’




    ‘You don’t smoke. Fon didn’t either. Most bar girls smoke like a chimney.’




    ‘Body a temple. I take care.’




    ‘And I worship at it every day.’




    That brought another wry smile to her lips. She turned to look at him as he stroked her breasts. ‘You have mia (wife). Why you need me?’




    ‘My wife, as I told you yesterday, hasn’t boom boomed me for a while. Plus I like soft, female company at night to cuddle up with and maybe a bit more. I’m a man with needs. I’m just glad I found you to take care of them.’




    ‘Maybe take care too much. I own woman.’




    ‘You’re a lot of woman, Joy.’ As he stroked her, he couldn’t help getting aroused. Then he had a bright idea. ‘Listen, mind if I take a few photos of you? You’re very beautiful.’




    ‘Kapun ka. You take photos, they go Internet?’




    ‘No, of course not. They’re for my personal use – memories of our time together. That OK?’




    ‘Sure. Have fun. Photo this way, that way – laow deh kuhn.’




    He quickly rolled over to get his camera, then got her heels for her. Soon he was above her, snapping pictures. Surprisingly, she came alive as he took the photos. She was posing for him on the bed, pouting at the lens and smiling provocatively. He had her place her legs to hide the bandage as best she could.




    When he was done, they got back on the bed together. ‘Can I see?’, she asked.




    He turned the camera on so she could flick through the pictures he’d just taken. ‘You see how lovely you are? You truly are a goddess.’




    She beamed as she scrolled through them, only frowning slightly as she saw the ones of her sleeping earlier. ‘You like photo sleepy woman in heels?’




    ‘I like you any way I can get it.’




    ‘Humph. Photo here – who this?’




    He looked briefly at the camera before telling her, ‘Oh, that’s Xaxi. Very pretty, young Thai model. From Bangkok. Nice, eh?’




    ‘You take good photo. In sexy underwear too. She suai (beautiful).’




    ‘She sure is. I met her through her older sister, Xanny. Xanny wasn’t available; she was going to Singapore for a shoot or something. But Xaxi there, she’s a real cutie.’




    ‘You two boom boom?’




    ‘Well, I wanted to, but – no, not this time. I hope to see her again, though.’




    As she handed him back the camera, she noticed that he was now very hard. ‘You take photo of me, get horny?’




    ‘Oh, yes, very much. Think we have time before the food gets here?’




    ‘Ka. You warm me up. I like sex.’




    ‘Me too.’




    They didn’t say much for the next 20 minutes or so. Afterwards, as they lay in each others arms, they heard a polite knock on the door. ‘Good timing.’




    ‘You too. We come same time again.’




    ‘You bring the best out of me, Joy. Hope I do the same for you.’




    As she made her way through breakfast she considered his last statement. He does make me feel better. Maybe I’ll try harder with this one. My last one was a disaster.




    * * *




    They were having coffee at Starbucks beside Beach Road. The humidity was building in the afternoon, so they enjoyed the air conditioning there. Rain was looming again – hot and sultry – sort of like her, he thought. He knew they should talk about the future, yet he hesitated, not wanting to end their present circumstances.




    ‘Um, you know, we could look around the shops along the street. Maybe we could get you some flats for walking.’




    ‘You no like my heels? I thought they turn on you.’




    ‘That’s turn you on. Kup (yes), I do like that. But I want your leg to heal too. Listen, like I said last night, after that we could talk about what happens next.’




    ‘OK. We talk now. What you want – I go? I stay?’




    ‘Well . . . we’ll talk now then. I was thinking of travelling up to Phrathat Phanom, by the Mekong in Isaan. I’d like to see the head monk there at the temple again, Father Kong. Plus revisit old haunts from our last trip. After that, I’d drop in on my wife, near Buriram.’




    ‘What about me?’




    ‘I was getting to that.’ He reached across the table to hold her hand. Looking into her eyes, he asked, ‘I’d like it a lot if you’d come with me, at least as far as the temple. We could stop by Surin too, so you could see your folks if you want. What do you think?’




    She briefly pondered his invitation before responding, ‘Maybe. I say I not cripple before, but maybe I am nid noi. You sure you want cripple?’




    ‘Hah! After that muay thai exhibition last night, I couldn’t call you crippled. Plus, I need a strong woman like you if you’re going to ride on the back of a motorcycle that far with me.’




    That got her attention. ‘Me and you, on scooter, that far?’




    ‘No, not on a little scooter. I know someone who’s got a big bike. Harley, I think. I ride a big bike in Australia. But such a bike needs a hot chick on the back. You can be that chick if you want – you know, just you and me, the open air, free and easy down the highway.’ She looked doubtful, so he added, ‘C’mon, it’d be fun. Well?’




    Frowns continued to dance across her forehead. ‘I not free. Not easy too. And I not your woman!’
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