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    Chapter 1




    Toy’s mother didn’t tell her until the day after her 17th birthday. It came as a rude shock as she had always thought her mother loved her too much to send her away from the village.




    “You’re old enough now to start making some real money,” Panarat had said, quite dispassionately. “And you’ll never do that selling mangoes and rambutans from your stall at Udon Thani Train Market.”




    Toy had heard stories about some of her school friends who had left the village for jobs of dubious description in Bangkok and a place called Pattaya where there was a white, sandy beach and a thousand bars, something like the few bars she had seen from a distance in her home province of Udon.




    “I’ve already telephoned your cousin, Kim. She’ll be there to meet you at the Pattaya Bus Station. She’ll show you what you need to do.”




    And that was about as much notice as Toy had been given before being bundled onto the 7.30 coach, with her small bag of personal possessions, the following morning.




    The furthest the diminutive teenager had ever strayed from Udon Thani before was to the adjacent city of Khon Kaen for one evening at Loi Krathong Festival time. Khon Kaen was a mere 120kms away.




    Toy, whose real name was Jirisuda Vipala, had nurtured no desire to travel beyond the comforting safety of the nearby Phu Parn Khan mountain range to the south or the fields of shimmering rice paddies that spread west and north as far as the eye could see and east to where Laos and Thailand are separated by the mighty Mekong River.




    She had seen the big cities of the world on television and on the Saturday night movies at the Nevada Cineplex Theatre in town. These had fascinated her when she was little. She would gaze in awe at the skyscrapers and the frenetic race of traffic, at the bustling masses of people moving shoulder to shoulder along the footpaths and cramming into strangely decorated restaurants and brightly-lit shopping centres. But it wasn’t long before she realised just how much the silence and serenity of the soft Isaan countryside were part of her heritage and the simple world she loved best.




    As her coach rumbled out onto the main highway that connects Udon Thani with Bangkok, Jirisuda Vipala struggled vainly to win the battle against unshed tears as the gentle, uncomplicated way of life she had known since birth slowly disappeared into the background.




    ***




    The last time cousin Kim had sighted Toy was at the child’s 12th birthday party five years ago. Hopefully she would have filled out since then and grown into more of a woman as her mother, Panarat, had assured Kim she had.




    Kim had experienced no trouble getting Toy a job at the Sunset Bar but if she was still a skinny little runt and nothing much to look at, chances were the kid would starve. Competition for the attractive farang, or foreigner’s, dollar and euro was tougher than ever and it seemed to Kim that half the female population of Isaan was now working in Pattaya. There was no way she could afford to keep her cousin for more than the first week or so. She breathed a slow sigh of relief as the Bell Coaches connection bus from Bangkok finally trundled into the depot.




    At first Kim didn’t recognise her cousin. Not until most of the other passengers had headed away to taxis and friends, did Kim realise the angelic-looking, doe-eyed female with the perfect little figure belonged to none other than her country cousin. Well, well, haven’t we developed into something the farangs of Soi 11 are going to love, thought Kim as she stepped forward, a huge smile spreading across her features.




    Toy’s face glowed with relief at the approach of cousin Kim who gave her a big hug and said, “Sawadee ka. Welcome to Pattaya. How was your bus trip?”




    “Sawadee ka. Very interesting,” Toy answered, with a smile. “Especially Bangkok. I’ve never been there before. Very busy and very exciting.”




    The girls spoke in Thai. Kim was curious to know how well Toy could speak English as, in the business she would be breaking into, this could spell the difference between living quite grandly and barely eking out an existence.




    She’d check this a little later, shortly before taking her into Soi 11 and the Sunset Bar.




    She beckoned the younger girl to follow quickly behind her as she hailed a passing ‘baht bus’ to a stop. Toy noticed these Pattaya taxis were much the same as the ones operating in her home in Isaan. Open-backed utility vehicles, or pick-ups, with long bench seats running along both sides of the tray which has a roof for protection from the sun or rain. They leapt into one and Kim said, “First I’ll take you to my apartment where you’ll be staying for a few nights. Then I’ll introduce you to your boss.”




    “My boss? You mean I have a job already?”




    “Yes, didn’t Aunt Panarat tell you about it?” Kim answered in surprise.




    “No, my mother only said you will help me find something.”




    Toy’s response brought a look of concern to the face of Kim, who muttered, “Oh, so she left all the dirty work up to me, did she?”




    Toy sensed something was wrong but just then Kim pressed a button on the ceiling of the baht bus and the driver slammed on the brakes.




    Moments later they were climbing three floors of concrete steps to enter a sparsely furnished two-room apartment.




    “You can sleep here,” Kim pointed to a mattress that rested on the bare concrete floor beside which lay a bundle of blankets. “You’ll be sharing the room with two other girls. My friend, Tui, and I are in the next room. I’ve told the others you’ll be finding yourself an apartment in a few day’s time.”




    At one end of the room an old TV set rested on a wooden chair. There was a table and two chairs in the middle of the room and on one side a large wardrobe with one door missing beside a window which offered a view of the stairwell and entrance. Apart from this sparse furniture, a suitcase and a couple of tired calico bags, the room was empty.




    Toy’s eyes swept slowly around her new home. It wasn’t really any improvement on her Mum’s ramshackle farm house in the village back in Isaan. When her gaze eventually came to rest on her cousin again, she asked the question she had been dreading to hear the answer to, “So what is my new job Kim?”


  




  

    Chapter 2




    Five Years Later...




    Lucky Lips Bar was buzzing with excitement tonight. Balloons and streamers festooned the bar’s entire road frontage while the latest rock music blasted across Soi 7 to the opposite side of the road where the Australians Todd Walsh and Andrew McKinnon were downing Heineken beers at the Make You Happy Bar. A canvas awning, which stretched precariously from one end of Lucky Lips horse shoe bar to a roadside electricity pole, sported the sign, Noi’s Birthday Bash - Happy Hour Bar Prices All Night.




    “Who the Hell is Noi?” Todd Walsh ventured between swallows of Heineken.




    “She’s Big Ben’s wife and business partner,” his companion answered. “They’ve been here for longer than I’ve been coming to Pattaya. But I never drink there. This is as close as I ever get.”




    “Why’s that?”




    “Because of the noise. I like to be able to hear myself think,” McKinnon said. “Wouldn’t even be this close if it wasn’t for the girls here.”




    As though on cue, a cute young thing, barely out of her teens, sauntered to where the two Aussies sat perched on stools, smiled sweetly at them and asked: “Two more Heinekens?”




    McKinnon didn’t recognise this one, though that wasn’t unusual. He’d always reckoned bar girls switched bars more often than they did clothes. Just another reason why it never paid to get too friendly with one and expect her to be there next time you turned up in town. About as soon as a man was on his plane, she’d be up and gone. And no-one would ever know where you could find her.




    “Yep, two more,” he ordered. Then added, “What’s your name?”




    “My name Kat, sir, you like?”




    “Sure, I like. How long you been here Kat?” he probed.




    “My friend and I come from One More Bar in Soi 13, sir. We come three month ago. My friend name, Toy. You like we come and talk with you and your friend?”




    “What do you think, Todd? Feel like some company?” McKinnon asked his mate.




    Walsh looked Kat up and down, gave his mate a nod of approval, then with an impish grin, said, “As long as I can have this one, why not?”




    A couple of minutes later, Kat returned with the drinks, closely followed by another girl dressed in a plum red and white skirt and a white, frilly top that left only the most delightful highlights of a shapely bust hidden from the naked eye.




    “This one Toy,” Kat introduced her friend before whispering, coquettishly, “You like buy us drink, sir?”




    The men agreed to this expected request then settled back to examine their latest conquests. Suddenly Todd wished he hadn’t made his early claim for the one called Kat. Sure, she was sweet and attractive in a typical Thai manner, with flashing, dark eyes, little button of a nose and neat Cleopatra-style fringe. And he was certain her slim, doll-like body would be the source of many a pleasure. But the one called Toy was simply stunning. When he attempted to put his finger on the exact reason he found her so appealing, the answer eluded him. She was a picture of natural innocence and the way she had glided, rather than walked, across the bar room floor suggested an air of subtle elegance. But she had some other enigmatic quality also.




    Andrew McKinnon was immersed in a similar quandary. Where did they get this little honey from was the first question that occurred to him, quickly followed by the more practical query of how come someone as gorgeous and innocent-looking as this lovely creature would need to lower herself to serving beer, and worse, to lascivious old men like us?




    When Kat led her to the patio section of the bar, Toy had surreptitiously eyed off their first targets for the night. A couple of middle-aged farangs not much different from most of the others around the room. At least they weren’t smoking. Toy didn’t mind if they were bald, ugly or overweight. It didn’t even matter if they were a bit rowdy. She’d gotten used to the peculiarities of the farang, even the strange, almost animal smell most of them gave out, but unless business was really bad, she wouldn’t go with a smoker. In the five years since moving from Isaan, Jirisuda Vipala had learned that although life was a constant compromise and a girl had to make the best of any situation, being breathed on, and possibly even kissed, by someone who reeked of smoke and tobacco went beyond her limits of professional tolerance.




    The one Kat had edged her stool beside was short and tubby. He had a round, slightly florid face, no doubt from too much drinking, and thinning salt and pepper hair but he seemed pleasant enough. Hers, the one called Andrew, was slim and, she sensed, quite a lot taller than his companion. He still had all of his hair and most of it was its original light brown colour. Only his sideburns and a small area slightly above his ears had turned grey. He had deep blue eyes she found more than a little disarming and when he smiled his whole face lit up. She quickly decided he was probably a nice person and her first instincts with farangs were usually close to the mark.




    She and Kat often worked in pairs.




    They had chummed up at One More Bar over a year ago, a few weeks after she’d heard cousin Kim had been whisked away to Sweden by that tall, young, blonde fellow called Lars. No-one quite knew why he had selected Kim. Even during the high season, when there were nearly as many farangs as girls and every one knew she was going to score a farang, Kim was always one of the last to be bar fined. This was something Kim, herself, put down to the fact she was now in her early thirties, which was considered old by bar girl standards. She was a kilo or two over desirable weight also.




    “What name you?” It was Kat who fired the first inevitable question, followed, just as predictably, by the second, “Where you come from?”




    Once introductions were complete, Andrew surprised the girls by quizzing them about Isaan, their home province. This was different. Most farangs simply dismissed a bar girl’s history as irrelevant.




    “I’ve been all over Thailand but never to Isaan,“ Andrew admitted. “I’m told it’s poor.”




    “Very poor,” Toy readily confirmed, “But very beautiful.”




    These farangs would never know just how beautiful. Nor how much she missed the simple, everyday life of rural Isaan. The early morning crow of the roosters around her family’s old farmhouse, the smell of freshly-turned soil in the fields and the soughing of afternoon breezes through the cotton trees.




    “I might go there one day and take a look,” he said, but Toy would have bet a month’s earnings the tall, fair haired Australian never did.




    “You could take your brush and easel with you and make enough money from your paintings to stay in Thailand an extra month or two.”




    Todd laughed at his own suggestion. He’d seen some of his mate’s oil paintings back in Australia and he was impressed. But he imagined Andrew’s mind had more pressing priorities than painting at the moment. He was damned sure his did.




    “Well, buddy, I know it’s early but I’ve decided to barfine Kat and take her for the night. What time do you want to meet for breakfast?”




    Andrew looked at his watch, saw it wasn’t yet 9 pm and replied, “Strewth, mate, we’ve only just started drinking. What’s she promised you?”




    “Nothing yet but I like her style. Anyway, what’s the barfine here?”




    Barfine is the amount a man must pay the bar to take a working girl away, either for a short time or for all night, a short-time generally being regarded as an hour or maybe two at the most. Andrew said 300 baht unless it had changed since his last visit six months before then held his hand up to say, “Just hold on a bit, mate. Let me finish my beer. I’m going to barfine Toy. She’s gorgeous.”




    Then turning to the object of his admiration, “You happy with 1000 baht for all night, sweetheart?”




    And when she waied her agreement with this to him in the respectful Thai fashion, something like westerners holding their hands in prayer, he added, “And is barfine still 300?”




    She told him it was. The men handed over the money while Kat and Toy disappeared behind the bar to collect their bags.




    Todd slurped down the remnants of his Heineken before saying, “I think we’ve got the top two in the bar tonight, mate. That one of yours is something else again. She’s a real doll.”




    “Mate, I’m in love,” Andrew joked, nodding his head. “And if she’s half as good in the cot as she looks, I might just keep her the whole week I’m in Pattaya.”




    The Australian not only barfined Toy for the entire week he was booked into the BJ Holiday Lodge, he also paid About Time, the Pommy bar owner, an extra 3,000 baht, which wasn’t much more than a hundred Aussie dollars, to take her away with him for an additional 10 days to the Mae Rim Mountain Resort near Chiang Mai in the north.




    By the end of the month, when it was time for him to catch his Thai Airways flight home to Brisbane, Andrew McKinnon had already fallen deeply in love with the softly-spoken 22 year-old beauty from the mysterious Thai region of Isaan.


  




  

    Chapter 3




    During the fortnight his mate had disappeared north to Mae Rim with the cute little hooker from Make You Happy Bar, Todd Walsh was treated to a brand new Thailand experience.




    It all started with an unpleasant visit to a roadside money exchange bureau on Beach Road. He’d run himself short of cash and was about to step out on the town for the night. He thought he’d use his Visa card to withdraw 10,000 baht.




    This was about $350 Australian, an amount which should have seen him through the next three to four days at least. The officer behind the enclosed booth told him “No funds, sir.”




    “No funds, my arse! Of course there’s funds! The account’s got more than $5,000 in it,” he said, angrily.




    The woman behind the glass window ran his card through again then looked up, smiling, “Same again, sir. You have no funds in this account.”




    Walsh was furious. Grabbing back his card and passport from the woman, he said, “Your machine isn’t working properly. I’ll go somewhere else and withdraw my money.”




    Then he stomped off in a huff. A hundred metres south he turned into Soi 10, walked its length into Second Road then crossed over against a convoy of motorbikes, baht buses and blasting horns. Fifty metres along he reached a small bank/money exchange bureau he’d remembered passing on numerous occasions before.




    It was good to step into the comfort of air conditioning.




    “Yes, sir, may I help you.”




    A smartly-dressed, 20-something approached the counter and smiled at him.




    “Yes please,“ Todd smiled back at her. “I have plenty of money in my Visa account, right?”




    “Yes, sir. You like to withdraw some money?”




    “Yes, I would but when I took this,” and he held his card up in front of her, “to a money exchange bureau in Beach Road I was told there was no money in it. That’s rubbish. I know there’s several thousand dollars in it. I’d like to take some out please.”




    “How much you like, sir?” she asked him pleasantly.




    “Ten thousand baht, please,” he said.




    The bank officer disappeared to a desk obscured by a partition a few metres away then returned shortly after.




    “I very sorry, sir but it says, No Funds Available. Are you sure this is the right account? Maybe you have another Visa account?”




    “No I don’t. It’s the only one I’ve got and I’m telling you there’s plenty of money in it.”




    Just then they were joined by an older woman Todd guessed to be in her late thirties, who said, “Excuse me sir, you have a problem? Maybe I can help.”




    “Well I hope so because I need some money and we’re being told there’s no money in the account and that’s absolutely wrong!”




    “Please take a seat for few minutes, sir. I will phone through and see what I can find out for you.”




    She walked quickly away into an office marked Branch Manager, picked up the phone and started punching in numbers.




    Walsh, who was used to dragging off bargirls in their early twenties, often only half his own age, cooled his heels and surveyed the bank’s premises. There were three men and seven female officers visible. Having had plenty of practice, he considered himself to be something of an expert in female assessment. A couple of the girls here were reasonable lookers but in the end he decided the Branch Manager, herself, to be the most attractive female in the office. He guessed her age at 37 or 38. She had a cute little face and an even cuter little figure. Not bad at all for an auntie, was his judgement. And hadn’t he often said that one day he’d take an auntie back to his room just to shut Long John up, if for no other reason. Long John, who was a Yank and one of his drinking mates at Thumbs Up Bar, always claimed the older women gave the best head jobs of any.




    “They’ve got the experience, buddy. They’ve done it a thousand times more than any of the kids. Do yourself a favour and take an auntie tonight,” he had often advised Walsh.




    Todd knew the old saying that as long as it was female and breathing anyone was available in Pattaya. Only the price varied. There would, of course, he reasoned, be exceptions. This little honey trying to access his account at the moment, for example, didn’t look pick-up material. She’s probably got a husband and kids at home and a dislike for lecherous farangs like me, he laughed to himself.




    But if a man was going to latch onto an auntie, he’d be hard pressed to find a neater one than this.




    He looked at the business card she had handed him earlier. It read Benjamas Nikhom. Typical of all Thais, she had a nickname and this was shown, in brackets, as Bee. He liked that better.




    It was a good 10 minutes before Bee returned to the counter. He watched her closely this time. Sexy walk! Great little body! Now this was one older one he could go for. Not that he expected she’d want to leap into the cot with a horny old farang like him.




    “I sorry to make you wait, sir. I find out what the problem is and I fix for you.”




    “Oh, thank God for that!” he exclaimed. “What was it?”




    “Not Visa people, sir, but your credit union. Today they change over their computer system. Many people cannot access their account but just for one hour, sir.”




    Then she gave him a big smile. Todd Walsh looked down at her lips then at her hand where he sighted no wedding ring and he made a flash decision.




    “Khun Bee, excuse me for being personal. Do you mind my asking, are you a married lady?”




    Her eyebrows shot up in astonishment then she laughed. “No, I not married, sir. Why you ask me this?”




    “You have gone to a lot of trouble for me and I am very grateful. I would like to ask if I may take you to dinner one day this week,” the Aussie said in the most refined voice he could summon.




    A half smile creased her face. This was obviously something new for her and she hesitated, not sure what to say.




    Eventually she replied, “Please may I help you withdraw the money you want?”




    Well, that’s a knock back if ever I’ve heard one, he decided and answered, “Ah, yes, Okay, I’d like 10,000 baht, please.”




    She was only gone two minutes this time. She passed him a slip of paper to sign then slowly began counting out the bills on the counter for him. When he had picked them all up and stuffed them into his wallet, she asked, “Which night you want to take me out, sir?”


  




  

    Chapter 4




    Todd Walsh had forgotten what it was like to court a woman. Since he’d split with Emma, four years ago, he’d spent every annual vacation in Pattaya where girls could be bought for a song and a man had no need to bother about any wooing or too many niceties. As long as he had the ready cash in his pocket, he had company for the night. But taking a respectable Thai woman like Bee out to dinner, well, this was a fresh experience for him.




    He had arranged to meet her beside the pool, in the garden restaurant of the Montien Hotel right on Beach Road. He’d checked the menu out previously and although he’d never dined there before, he could tell it was up-market although quite reasonable in price. Bee arrived looking like a million dollars. She’d obviously been home to change and the natural sway of her hips as she approached him sent shivers of delight right along his spine.




    “Sawadee ka,” she waied him and his heart melted with her smile. She had perfect, white teeth, shoulder-length hair and the tilt of her eyes suggested a touch of Chinese somewhere in her background.




    She looked much more enticing than she had in the bank and Walsh had forgotten how little she was. Or had she been standing on a slightly raised floor when she served him at the bank’s counter? He doubted she made it beyond 5 ft. in the old measurement. He liked his women small, especially when they were also shaped to perfection.




    He was already mentally stripping her.




    “Sawadee krap,” he waied respectfully back then said, “Please sit down. Will you have a glass of wine?”




    This could be interesting. Many Thai women drink no alcohol at all.




    “Maybe just one glass, please,” she said as he held her chair back for her.




    Just one day before, he couldn’t have imagined himself doing this for a woman in Thailand. McKinnon and the other guys would reckon he had a touch of sunstroke.




    Bee turned out to be an interesting conversationalist, made easier by the fact she spoke good English. Since leaving university, where she’d obtained a Bachelor’s degree, she had always worked in the bank. She was divorced, owned her own home, had two daughters, one married and one studying at university and still living at home. Half way through the night, she surprised him by asking, “How old do you think I am?”




    Hell! He wasn’t going to fall for that one.




    “Oh, come on Bee! I’m no good at guessing ages, especially women’s,” he answered carefully. “Tell me.”




    “No, please. I like you to tell me what you think.”




    Truth was he wasn’t much good at guessing ages, a failing that seemed to grow worse with each of his own advancing years.




    Playing it safe, because he believed she might be somewhere between 36 and 40, he said, “Okay, 35.”




    She laughed and the merriment in her voice was lovely to hear.




    “I am 45 years old. Too old for you Khun Todd?” she asked, the laughter going out of her voice, her eyes now holding his as she waited for his answer.




    “Just the right age for me,” he said seriously. And thought, she’s only three years younger than I am but she’s sure got something special.




    Bee had chosen to wear a plain white sweater, tight enough and lightweight enough to leave Walsh in no doubt as to the exciting little figure that lay hidden beneath but not so tight or sheer as to make her appear cheap. This was one sophisticated lady and by the time they had finished their meal, he was glad he had opted for something a little older and with a touch of class for a change.




    But was he going to score a goal? He didn’t think so. At least not tonight. That would be too much to hope for although he could hear several of his mates saying to him, ‘Remember, TIT, Todd. This Is Thailand where anything can happen.’




    Yes, given half an opportunity he intended to invite her for coffee in his hotel room. He’d take everything very slowly. Didn’t want to blow his chances with this bit of up-market stuff. And he, sure as the sun came up tomorrow, wanted to test Long John’s theory. If not tonight then sometime in the near future.




    He was just starting to mentally undress Bee again when she said, ever so quietly, “Khun Todd. Thank you for lovely dinner. I think I should go now. I need to check my daughter’s study program.”




    And when he offered to get her a taxi, she told him, “No, thank you. I have my car. But I have to pass your hotel and I can drop you off if you like.”




    So he accepted her offer and they headed for the hotel car park.




    Then, as they strolled through the lanes of cars, she surprised him for the third time in the night. Pressing the button on her remote car locking device, the lights blinked twice on the vehicle right beside him, a sparkling, late model, pale blue Mercedes C240.




    “Wow Bee! You sure travel in style,” was all he could think of to say.




    Then he hurried around to her door and held it open for her.




    A few minutes later they were outside the front entrance of the Tropicana Hotel. With all the lights, and guests passing close by, there was no chance of even a good night kiss.




    “I’d like to take you out again some time Bee. Would that be OK?”




    “Not sure when, Khun Todd but you have my card. Please phone me and I see.”




    He watched her drive away. Class, all class, he said quietly to himself. Got to get that between the sheets.




    It was not until after two more dinners, one quick lunch and a Saturday morning at the annual Chon Buri buffalo races later that Todd Walsh was to make love to the vivacious bank manager from South Pattaya.




    On two occasions, Bee went to his hotel room for coffee but still refused him even a goodbye kiss. He was as horny as a stud bull by then. He’d been believing the arrival of each new day might bring with it bedroom success with the woman he desired so much so he’d kept himself free and ready, not pulling a single bar girl in all this time. He’d been without a woman now for four whole days!




    But when she finally gave in to his kisses, and the touch of his hand sliding tentatively beneath her cream, bank blouse and bra, Todd Walsh was amazed at just how quickly, and completely, Benjamas Nikhom went to pieces.




    My God! No wonder she held me at arm’s length for so long, the Australian marvelled. She didn’t trust herself. One touch of her breast and she’s totally out of control. Their first love-making was so rushed and wild and full of raging passion that it was all over for the pair of them in just a few minutes. Struggling to catch his breath straight after, Todd exclaimed, “Wow, Bee, you are fantastic!”




    Disengaging, he rolled onto his back and sighed deeply.




    “Not finish yet, Khun Todd,” she said, then turning onto her side, looked deep into his eyes.




    Now it was Bee’s turn to take control. Her eyes never left his for an instant. Light as the wings of a butterfly, her fingers walked gently down his stomach. Taking hold of his ebbing manhood, she began slowly stroking.




    “I might need a little while, sweetheart,” he said quietly. Bee said nothing, her eyes locked on his as her other hand reached lower, searched briefly, then finding its destination, began a skilful manipulation that widened the Australian’s eyes in astonishment. Gasps of wonder escaped his lips. Todd Walsh had never experienced anything like this before. He had not even been aware such a thing was possible.




    “No problem for you now, Khun Todd,” she whispered.




    He rolled over quickly and pushing Bee onto her back, entered her again.




    Time and again, he took her that Saturday afternoon, marvelling on each successive occasion at Bee’s amazing ingenuity and the wonder of unbelievable sex such as he had never previously experienced in his life. Or was it Bee who had taken him so many times? After all, it was this little pocket dynamo who was quickly and smoothly initiating changes in position, almost psychically sensing and regulating his own timing to prolong and perfect their mutual sensual ecstasy. And, oh, yes, Long John had been right about slightly older Thai women. Even though they still hadn’t partaken in what Long John insisted was their speciality.




    Immediately after that first marathon session was finished, Todd thought this would be something special he had to look forward to another time, preferably tomorrow. If he had enough strength left.




    It was several hours after their first coupling that, to Todd’s relief, Bee whispered to him, “I sorry Khun Todd. Have to go home to family. Want you more but not have time.”




    Thank God for that, he thought, there’s not much left of me. All I want to do now is sleep for about 12 hours straight!




    For the next six blissful days, before flying home to Australia, whenever Bee wasn’t at work, Todd Walsh spent his time in her company. She split her nights between Todd’s hotel and her home where her mother and younger daughter also lived. As the bank was only five minutes from the Tropicana, she would join her farang in the coffee shop for a leisurely lunch every day, look lovingly into his eyes and more often than not set his imagination alight by telling him what pleasures she had in store for him as soon as she had knocked off work that night. What fascinated Walsh most was that Bee always came up with something different.




    But it wasn’t all just sex. There was so much more to their association, dare he call it a relationship, than there ever was with even the sexiest bar girl. He could spend hours just talking with her. And when they stepped out for dinner or for a walk along the beach, he felt quite proud to have this gorgeous, little lady’s arm tucked into his.




    No, although it was incredibly good, sex wasn’t everything they discussed or enjoyed together.




    Unlike the bar girls who could discuss nothing outside their everyday personal lives, Benjamas Nikhom had a switched-on business brain and this was something Todd really appreciated. She could talk about movements in the stock market, trends in banking and opportunities in real estate and other businesses. Real estate was always a subject that had fascinated Walsh and one from which he had earned a small fortune over the years. He’d often wondered about this sort of investment in Thailand but whenever the subject arose with other farangs in the past he’d always said, “I’d never invest here because, not being a Thai myself, I wouldn’t know who I could trust. I’d definitely want a native Thai on side for me before I’d drop a baht here.”




    Now he did know someone and although he was smartly wary of the dangers of falling in love with a Thai and parting with money he might never see again, investment of one sort or another in the Kingdom might just be an option in the future. After all, Bee did work in a bank and judging by what she’d told him lately, was occasionally exposed to investment opportunities. Like the ‘upside down’ auctions she’d talked about but told him not to repeat outside the four walls they were in at the time.




    “These are bungalow and condominium mortgages that have gone bad,” she confided in him one night. “Ones the bank are forced to re-possess from the borrowers.”




    “And how do these upside-down auctions work?” he asked, quite excited once he thought there might be a chance of getting into some sort of good ‘insider’ deal.




    “Bank employees not supposed to bid at them,” she told him, “but if they can do a deal with a friend, sometimes they can make a lot of money.”




    Then she gave him a cute but cunning smile.




    “Oh, okay. But how exactly do these auctions work?” he persisted.




    “Bidding does not start low then go high. Bidding starts high then come down. First person to put up hand will get property.”




    He thought about this for a bit then said, “But I can’t see how you could get a bargain. The properties are advertised so the smart operators will still be there and they’ll know what a place is worth.”




    “Yes, in most cases,” she replied. Then with a slightly more devious smile, “But not every time.”




    Now he was confused. He waited for a full minute, during which time Bee said nothing more but simply sipped on her cup of tea and looked into its depths.




    Finally, he took the blunt approach. “So how could you and I make some money from one of these auctions, Bee?”




    “All the bank wants to do is get back money it is owed. It doesn’t care if the borrower makes or loses money. Most borrowers are over-geared. They have taken a very big mortgage and if the market turns as it has recently, their property might not even be worth the amount of their mortgage.




    “But there are exceptions. Like when someone buys a property and pays 70 or 80 or even 90 per cent of its value in cash and takes out a very small mortgage. Then maybe a little later that person has a big financial loss and has to sell up everything he owns. And then the bank will sell its mortgagee property for a very small amount, Khun Todd, maybe long way under its real current value. The bank is not worried about the investor.”




    “But surely every investor like you and I would be looking out for such an opportunity, which would force up the buy-in price?” Todd said.




    “No, Khun Todd,” she replied, looking over her shoulders suspiciously. “These are the ones the bank does not tell anyone about. A transaction is completed quietly in our bank offices and the person who buys only has to pay the amount that is owing to the bank, which could be very small.”




    He ordered another coffee while he thought about what Bee had said.




    “So how do we get to be the lucky ones?” he asked slowly.




    “I never do this before,” Bee answered. “But my boss tell me one day I can if he give approval to the person, like you. Most important thing we cannot say anything to anyone else. Bungalow change-over have to look on paper same as any other auction. Have to look just like bank try to get highest price.”




    Knowing a little about the system of graft and corruption that permeates every business transaction in the Kingdom, Walsh asked, “And what’s in it for him, Bee?”




    Now her dark eyes turned darker and she said, almost in a whisper, “Don’t know Khun Todd. We talk about this with him some time later when next good auction come up.”




    “And who else do we have to pay off?” the Australian asked.




    “Not sure, my dear. I never do this before but I find out for you. I think you can make some good money.”




    She’d never called him ‘my dear’ before and he liked the sound of it. For a few moments, he allowed his mind to run loose over the events of the past week or so. This Bee sure was a little sweetie and if they could pull off one of these upside down auctions, meeting Bee might just turn out to be the luckiest thing that had happened to him in a long time. And not just because of the money, he thought, as he recalled a couple of the surprises she’d favoured him with in the bedroom. And in the bathroom. Even one night in the dark end of the hotel spa. Now that was worth remembering!




    Next morning, just before she hurried off to the bank, he asked her, “Let’s say we are able to get one of these properties at the right price, what will we do with it?”




    She was quick to answer this one. “We can keep it and you will always have a place to stay with me when you come to Pattaya,” she said softly. “Later when price goes high again, you can sell if you want.”




    The morning he left for Suvarnabhumi Airport and Australia, Bee lingered in his hotel room. Tears were rolling down her cheeks as she hugged him to her and said, “I going to miss you, Khun Todd. Please come back soon. I going to miss you too much.”




    They hadn’t ever said ‘I love you’ to each other and they had made no promises for the future but despite the fact they’d only met a week or so ago, there was an unspoken something in their relationship that neither of them could ignore or deny. He knew he’d miss her ‘too much’ also, in a way he’d never missed a woman from Thailand before. Even without the prospects of possible financial rewards from this upside-down auction business.




    It wasn’t until he was half way back to Australia, aboard his Thai Airways flight, that he realised he hadn’t thought to ask Bee just whose name or names would be registered on any property title deeds. He’d read on the web in the forum pages of Thai Visa often enough about certain ownership restrictions that apply to farangs who buy businesses or real estate in the ‘land of smiles’. For the moment, he dismissed this as a mere detail.




    He’d be sensible, as he always was with his finances but with Benjamas Nikhom looking after his interests, he felt sure any money he invested would be adequately protected.
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