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    Thailand Bar-Girls’ Men




    SAINTS & SINNERS




    When on the prowl in Pattaya




    Please think before you start




    Why bitterness for love and life




    Lie in a Thai girl’s heart.




    Those artful looks




    And killing smiles




    May not be all they seem;




    On every stage in every bar




    Dance sad and broken dreams.


  




  

    Author’s Note




    All the tales in this book are either factual or based on true events unless otherwise stated, although I have found it necessary to change the names of people and locations at times.




    I have also altered certain dates and sequences of events in order to provide a smoother read.




    Many of the episodes that make up these stories happened a long time ago and the reader may notice that the Thai women and the bar-scene around Pattaya have changed a great deal throughout the course of the passing years.




    I feel that in some of the tales, sometimes it is ambiguous as to who is actually a Saint and who is a Sinner, but instead of including sub-headings, I have left it up to you to decide.




    Peter Jaggs, Petchaburi, 2013


  




  

    Glossary




    Baht…..Coin or Thai weight of Gold




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




    Chai dee…Good-Hearted




    Chalat……Clever, smart




    Chok dee…Good luck




    Faen……Girl or boyfriend




    Farang…Visitor to Thailand of Western descent




    Hia…….Monitor lizard or bad Thai insult




    Isaan….North-East Thailand




    Jinjok…House Gecko




    Keeniaw…Mean or miserly




    Koi…….Cock, dick




    Ladies’ drink…Drink bought in bar for girl’s company




    Lakorn…….Thai Soap opera




    Lo……Handsome




    Lookchit…Pervert




    Ma…..Dog




    Mai Suparb…Not polite




    Mamasan…Woman who takes care of bar-girls




    Mawlam…Isaan music




    Mia noy…Small or minor wife




    Muay Thai..Thai boxing




    Na rak….Lovely




    Na Wai Lang Lok...Behind one’s back




    Pa……Aunt




    Pakwan…Sweet mouthed (flatterer)




    Pala…..Strong smelling fish sauce




    Phakama…Silk wraparound garment




    Phor…..Father




    Poompoy…Fat




    Pu….Crab




    Satang….Coin or Thai weight of gold




    Short-time….Brief sex session




    Si Tanya……Thai mental hospital




    Songthaew…Pick-up truck taxi




    Soi………Street or road




    Somtam…..Spicy papaya salad




    Sopanee….Prostitute




    Suparb…..Polite




    Takaw…..Kicking game played with wicker ball




    Tom…..Lesbian




    Tukeh…large Gecko-like lizard




    Winyaan…Ghost or spirit




    Yaka….Type of grass used for roofing


  




  

    1 - Nat’s Story


    Cut Down to Size





    Although several of my friends have said that it was I who was to blame for the break-up between Roger and I ~ and they might very well have a good point ~ of course, I would never actually admit they could be right, because everyone knows that that when things go wrong between a Thai-farang couple, it is always the farang’s fault. As every good bar-girl knows (and not a few farang men who have been around Thailand for a while too) a Thai girl can never be seen to be in the wrong for fear of losing face. This is why even when it is glaringly obvious that it is the female side of the partnership who has fucked things up, she will continue to plead innocence until the day she goes to her grave.




    So even though it could not possibly have been because of my own actions that we split up, I have to say that if I had the opportunity to live through the day I am going to tell you about again I would handle things very differently. For farang men like Roger ~ who was kind, caring, faithful, generous and honest ~ are extremely hard to find around the neon-lit streets and bar areas of Thailand and when a girl stumbles across one like I did, she should do all she can to keep a very firm hold of him.




    To put it simply, Roger gave me just about anything I asked him for. During the two years that I was with him, the clothes, shoes, handbags and jewelry that he lavished upon me would certainly have been enough to start up a small store. I only had to point out a sexy new dress, a stylish pair of shoes or a glittering piece of gold and I knew full well that within a few days he would present it to me. All I had to do was make the appropriate gestures of gratitude ~ long lingering kisses, limpet-like embraces and a night of my own special brand of lovemaking ~ and I could have anything my avaricious little heart desired. I am not ashamed in the least to say that I made the most of Roger’s generosity, too. What self respecting Thai bar-girl wouldn’t have done?




    Roger was certainly rich enough to pay for all the things I coveted without flinching for a moment and he actually seemed to enjoy showering me with gifts. So perhaps it was not surprising that our arrangement seemed to work out perfectly for both of us. That was up until the day I decided I wanted the car, anyway.




    Roger and I lived in a condominium in Jomtien that he had bought on his retirement to Thailand four years ago. This was a pity really, because if he had lived in rented accommodation I would have been able to work on him to buy me a house. Despite this slight drawback, a girl who is given everything she asks for is naturally going to be very happy, and I was. That was up until the day that my friend Da turned up in her new Toyota.




    Da was a hardcore bar-girl with a good deal of well-shaped silicone about her person who had an uncanny knack for pulling very wealthy farangs ~ probably because she booted anyone who was not up to fiscal scratch into touch immediately and mercilessly. She was even prone to becoming bored with her well-heeled punters after a year or two and moving on to where she considered the rice to be greener. Her current man seemed to be breaking all long-term records though; probably because he spent relatively little time in Thailand. Jeff was an American who worked in the Middle East in some kind of high-powered banking job. Things were working out well for the couple because as well as being able to provide Da with an almost unlimited amount of cash, his work also meant he was away for most of the time. Thus Da had not yet become bored with Jeff due to his frequent absences. Her man was super-rich and like Roger, he spared no expense in keeping his little piece of Thai heaven happy. The arrangement also meant that Da was free to peruse and play the field and earn from any other wealthy guys who happened along whilst Jeff was away, which suited her just fine.




    If I was taken care of like a princess by Roger, Da was looked after like a queen by Jeff. And when she pulled up grinning that complacent smile of hers in a beautifully shiny new black Toyota Vios outside the little restaurant on the ground floor of the condo we stayed at one morning, as Roger and I were eating breakfast, I felt a huge pang of envy that turned the scrambled eggs in my mouth to tasteless mush. Right away I knew that I would not be happy until I possessed such a car of my own. So I did what I had to do and started working on Roger in earnest.




    At first Roger was not at all keen on spending a large sum of money on a car for me to show off in. He told me that it was not so much the amount of cash that bothered him; if it had been a new piece of jewelry I coveted I guess I could have persuaded him to get out his credit card almost immediately. The problem was that Roger said he was concerned for my safety and did not much like the idea of me, his beloved ~ who admittedly, had never driven anything more powerful than a Honda Dream motorcycle ~ flying down the Sukhumvit Road at high speed and possibly killing myself or someone else and running up a huge debt. No; Roger was not happy with the idea of me at the helm of a fast car at all.




    However, during my years with Roger I had become something of an expert in getting him to give me what I wanted and I was confident that given time I could swing things my way. For two weeks I sulked, I flirted, I cajoled and I teased. I shouted, I cried, I laughed and I threatened to leave him and then I told him I didn’t mean it and that I would love him forever (if he bought me the car, of course). I made love to him like he was the sexiest man in the world, I sucked his cock for hours on end until my jaws ached and I massaged his ego and his every limb, extremity and body part with all the skill I could muster. I cooked him all his favorite meals (a minor miracle as I detest working in the kitchen and love eating out), I turned off the lakorn shows on the TV so he could watch football and I even suggested he should go and have a few beers with his pals down Soi Six, when normally the very mention of the disgusting place sent me into a blind rage. I even cleaned his fucking golf clubs for him. Things were getting desperate. Then finally ~ on the proviso that I attended driving school for a couple of weeks before taking to the road ~ Roger relented.




    How fortunate I was that it was to be my birthday very soon, for I believe that was what swung the decision in my favor. For what else could a man buy the girl who already had everything? I possessed a wardrobe full of fine clothes, more shoes than Imelda Marcos and Roger often said I had enough gold and silver jewelry to keep a leprechaun happy. A car just like the one Da had was the next obvious step; and I knew full well I now had one on order.




    Finally the great day arrived; my twenty-third birthday. I could hardly sleep the night before due to the excitement I felt in obtaining the brand new car that I had spent so much time and effort in attaining. In the morning, whilst we were eating a birthday breakfast that Roger had prepared, no car had yet appeared; but I was not worried in the least. Da was coming around that afternoon for a birthday meal and I guessed that Roger would unveil my new toy for me to maximum effect when she was here. I t would also give him a good excuse to act the big benevolent man in front of my friend as well, for I knew all too well by the surreptitious glances he shot at her tits and legs when he thought I wasn’t looking that he had always found Da attractive. As I ate my birthday poached eggs on toast and drank my glass of morning champagne, I wondered what color my new car might be.




    At two in the afternoon the three of us were sitting around the table eating the pizzas and chicken Roger had ordered up from the Pizza Hut and KFC and drinking cold beer straight from the bottle when Roger made his move and I knew my big moment had come.




    “Teelac” he said, handing me a small oblong box which I knew could only contain a set of car keys (how I hated it when he tried to speak Thai, he sounded so ridiculous), “here is your birthday present. I know it is exactly what you want because you have talked about nothing else for weeks. Please enjoy it, but be careful.”




    I almost snatched the little package from Roger in my haste and I tore of the colored wrapping paper greedily to reveal a cardboard box inside that simply had to contain the keys to my current dream. I ripped it open hurriedly to find a small scale model of a Toyota Vios that was perfect in every detail. It was exactly the same color as the real one that Da had driven up in so smugly earlier that afternoon. The horrified look on my face must have been priceless. Roger and Da both roared with laughter and I felt the first flush of a great rage rise from my toes and fill my body and brain with a crimson mist.




    I was furious. Of course, I had already told Da that I would be getting a car just like the one Jeff had bought for her for my birthday and this bad joke of Roger’s had made me lose face and appear like a complete fool. Like most Thai girls do when they become truly angry, I totally lost control of myself. I picked up the metal model and flew at Roger and began smashing it into his head and face with all the strength I could muster. Roger was taken by surprise and it was mere seconds before I had cut him badly and he was covered in blood.




    Da stared at the violent scene that had erupted in front of her for several long seconds before dragging me away from Roger before I did him serious damage. I shook myself free of my friend’s grip angrily then in a final flurry of rage, I threw the model car at Roger as hard as I could. I had made an unwittingly good shot and it hit him right in his mouth ~ which was still open in amazement ~ cracking off one off his front teeth level with the gum. I then slammed out of the door and rode the elevator downstairs where I flounced out into the street; walking straight past the brand spanking new Toyota Vios that Roger had bought me for my birthday and parked up behind Da’s motor outside the Condo. No doubt he had intended to surprise me with my new wheels after we had all had a good laugh at his big joke. The beautiful car was exactly the same color as my friend’s vehicle, but perhaps a little bit newer and shinier.




    I walked around town unhappily for a couple of hours wondering what on Earth to do, then made my way back to the Condo feeling rather like a prodigal dog. I guessed that the best thing for me to do would be to get things over and apologize as quickly as possible, for hadn’t Roger always forgiven me everything in the past? This time I was ~ of course ~ too late. Roger may have been a soft touch but he was not a complete fool and he apparently possessed some pride. I guess he had also seen the writing on the wall and suddenly realized from my actions that when I lost my temper I could be a raving loony who was capable of anything and best kicked into touch.




    During my absence Roger had packed up everything I owned into several boxes and suitcases and stacked them outside the front door of the condo. The condominium’s head security guard had been employed (and no doubt well tipped) by Roger to stand beside my belongings and he took great delight in telling me I had best arrange a taxi to pick up my gear and get lost. He was a nasty piece of work; a hard guy who hated seeing Thai girls getting rich by the power of their pussies and I knew that to argue with him would be pointless as well as dangerous, for he was just waiting for an excuse to give me the clump he had wanted to for ages.




    I began getting my things together sadly, knowing I had blown it. As I did so, I heard Da laughing happily inside the apartment, no doubt comforting my ex-boyfriend in her own inimitable way. I realized then that all really was lost, for as I have already said, I knew that Roger had always found her attractive and sexy and a girl like her was surely not going to let a golden opportunity like this one slip by, friend or not. When I picked up the first of my suitcases of belongings to load it into the elevator, the small scale model of the Toyota fell from the leather lid where Roger must have placed it and the tiny car crashed onto the tiled floor of the corridor. I booted it away angrily and it went spinning across the polished surface and came to rest upside down in a corner where the wheels spun for a few moments before losing momentum and coming to a halt.


  




  

    2 - Tip’s Story


    The Camel’s Back





    To anyone possessing half a brain or more, just by his appearance, it was pretty obvious that Big John Gold was not a man to cross. However, Tippawan Nganaput was one of those (not uncommon) young Thai women who remain totally convinced of their superiority to all farangs and Tip was quite sure in herself that by the simple virtue of being born in Thailand, pissing off a farang like Big John could not possibly have any repercussions that could affect a girl as chalat as she considered herself to be. After all, when all was said and done, John Gold was only a stupid farang after all, and girls like Tip knew that as well as being hilariously gullible they do not really count and are only put on the planet to be taken advantage of.




    Big John Gold ran a small building firm in Essex, England that really only consisted of himself and a few trusted mates. John did very well, because he took a great pride in his work; mainly because he was fully aware that hard graft is where the cash for the good times in life comes from. Big John was so physically strong, powerful and motivated that he could do the work of three men on his own. At thirty-five years old he was in his prime. Due to hefting heavy building materials around during the day time and his hobby spent lifting weights in the gym every other evening, Big John was indeed an imposing figure of a man. He was a touch over six feet tall and built like a club doorman, although he had never seen a steroid in his life. In fact, at the request of a friend who owned a nightclub, John had actually dabbled in the bouncer game at one time, but he soon realized that he had better pack it in before his temper got the better of him and he hurt somebody badly. Being abused and even spat at by lairy young wankers who were too daft to recognize that John was a pube’s breadth away from putting their lights out permanently wasn’t John’s idea of fun at all and he decided to stick with bricks and timber, which unlike the drunken troublemakers outside his friend’s club ~ one of whom he had hit so hard it had taken the local hospital two days to wake him up ~ had the sense not to try and wind him up.




    By the time Big John Gold reached his early thirties he had not yet married and had absolutely no intention of doing anything so foolish as he had learned early that the young ladies of Essex were perfectly happy to bestow their favors on a big, affable good looking bull of a man who didn’t mind throwing his cash around to have a good time without having to have a ring put on their fingers. Many women had tried to snare Big John into matrimony for he was a fine catch indeed; as well as his obvious physical attributes and his generosity he was also a genuinely good natured sort of a guy ~ although on the few occasions when he did lose his rag it was time to beat a hasty retreat until he cooled down. But John had never really met a girl he liked enough to consider tying the eternal knot with and somehow he had always had a nebulous, indefinable feeling that he was destined for something other than the easy, willing girls of Basildon and Billericay; although he didn’t actually have a clue what it was he hankered after and sometimes thought himself a trifle strange for possessing such un-Essex like feelings.




    Then one fateful day one of John’s painter and decorator buddies returned from his holiday to Thailand and began flashing around a sheaf of photographs (and an even bigger stack of stories) that he had taken in Bangkok and around Thailand’s Eastern Seaboard. The dusky, sloe-eyed beauties depicted in his pals snaps struck a chord in John’s heart and seemed to beckon him from afar and before you could say Pattaya Beach, Big John had arranged to accompany Sid the painter on his next trip to paradise to sample some of what his paint splattered pal was still almost slavering over himself.




    And so it began. Like so many other men in the past who have come to Thailand, Big John Gold was hooked from the moment he stepped off the plane. Soon he was making trips to the Land of Smiles whenever he could, which was actually pretty often as he usually managed to arrange a couple of weeks away at the end of every building job he completed. The year he discovered Pattaya, Big John made four three week trips to Thailand within ten months. All at once his life had changed. He still pumped iron down at the gym to keep himself in trim for the young ladies of the night in Pattaya, but instead of half a dozen pints down at the King’s Head after working out, or Wednesday evening pool tournament at the Cock Inn in Stock and the usual Friday and Saturday nights spent clubbing it around Southend-on-Sea or Basildon, John’s life now revolved around getting and saving as much cash as possible for his next sortie to Bangkok and Pattaya, where he had unashamedly fallen in love not with a single young lady, but with the lifestyle and the bar-strips and the women who work them.
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