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Book One




    Bangkok Baby




    [image: ]




    Loving the Loveless Ladyboys Of Bangkok




    Bangkok, night and day, light and dark. A city that cannot be defined, just like the beautiful ladyboys who work and live there. A journey through the dark into the light and back again. Follow the author on a nine-month ride through the city and down the deep soi of imagination, lust, love and sexuality. It may be the ride you expect.


  




  

    
Prelude
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    The sound of a farang (white foreigner) shouting at a bar girl who has poured too much coke in his drink makes you look to your left and the Big Dog bar. The girl speaks no English so perhaps this is among her first weeks in Bangkok. Music is playing very loudly in the bar, ‘I met a gin soaked barroom queen in Memphis, she tried to take me upstairs for a ride’. The girl looks frightened.




    The smoke of the barbecue’s mixes with the stink of the rotting garbage, stale sweat and piss.




    Decay, degradation and the faces of the Thai vendors and motorcycle taxi drivers are etched into the grey concrete at the entrance to Soi 4 like an ancient economic truth.




    Their look is not envious, nor jealous and not full of hate; but the look of those trapped in the waking dream world of constant and chronic poverty. They are the faces of the drowned and drowning.




    ‘It’s the ho, o, o, nky tonk women, give me, give, give me the honky tonk blues’.




    This is Bangkok. This is Nana.




    But you are looking past the messy third-world order of cracked and dirty tarmac and paving slabs that border the car park. You have lived long enough to know that under the surface of things lays the dream reality that you seek.




    Bangkok; full of men and women with plans to escape back to Surin, Korat, Leeds or Texas; just as soon as they have enough money or less desire. But what you see is something tender in the way Bangkok holds its residents. In the impossibly beautiful bodies and faces of the Ladyboys arriving as dusk sets in, in their eyes, in the way they hold themselves. In their gaze, you see a story.




    And then, just as night arrives you see them at the entrance to the plaza. A man is on his knees at the feet of a Ladyboy. She is 6 feet tall and her face has the kind of dark beauty that can destroy worlds.




    You cannot hear his words but the sounds he makes are more animal than human. Even on his knees the man still has a stiff pride, the quality of an iron weathervane, always pointing towards her, his North. His supplication, his willingness to beg comes from strength not weakness.




    He does not see the people that flow around him.




    The Ladyboy holds her arms across her chest as she looks down at him. Her face is set like a beautiful oriental mask; without expression. She turns on a heel and walks away. He screams after her, ‘Faridaaa’.




    She does not slow her stride as she walks towards you but as the rain explodes onto the street you see a single tear run down her face. Then she is gone. This is the foretelling of a future that has been waiting to happen for so long.




    I cannot say what happens to the man you saw or the Ladyboy. I can only tell you how it began.




    This is a love story of Bangkok.


  




  

    One-Bangkok, Day One.




    I knew something big was going to happen today.




    I came up from a deep sleep to alert, gasping for breath. I was dreaming about falling and just before I hit the ground I woke up . . . and started laughing to myself . . . I couldn’t stop laughing. I was lying in a room of the Royal Asia Hotel, Sukhumvit soi 8, Bangkok.




    Yesterday, was it yesterday? I was in England. How could I be so far away from what I knew in such a short space of time? My laughter began to sound like panic . . .even to me. I was completely alone . . . having left everything and everyone I know behind!




    I suddenly heard my father’s voice . . . ‘You need backbone to live the life you want’, Stop thinking!




    He was Sergeant Major of the 11th Hussars before he died last year. I miss him.




    The day passed without a ripple but under the surface I was ticking and tight, waiting for the night to come. I knew I was going to take a giant step, a step that would set me free.




    I had seen Ladyboys online and these creatures fascinated me. I tried to understand why?




    I am way past 21 and have never entertained the idea of gay sex. No. not even a little. I remember when I was a soldier hearing a story about some guys from my Company who got tricked by some Ladyboys in the Philippines. As the denouement of the story was spun in which the boys in question reviled and spurned the evil Ladyboys, who had been described as indescribably beautiful . . .I said . . . I would have fucked them anyway!




    I was a lot more naive back then.




    At 14 I had the album cover of Bowie’s Aladdin Sane on my wall and remember having a vague but curious fascination with his feminine looks. ‘They laughed at his long black hair, his feminine grace . . . .wow, what a throw forward to Thai Ladyboys!




    By the time I arrived in Bangkok I had been running for years. Running towards and away from things and through things. Away from stifling expectation and any kind of ‘ordinariness’, towards adventure, through life, love and through the lives of so many women I cannot count them. Always moving on, never settling for ‘comfortable’ searching for something I do not understand. I only ever stayed rooted long enough to bring up my sons.




    I knew this night was coming. I could rationalise my fascination with ladyboys by saying things like, I have been married three times and look how that turned out, maybe I will be luckier with a ladyboy? That would be disingenuous and I can no longer be that man. I have had some great relationships with women; one true love and broken hearts and had mine broken too. I cannot complain about women I just never found and kept a real partnership of mind and body.




    So I headed out to Nana Plaza for the first time ever.




    Walking from Soi 8 the night seemed to open itself before me and swallow me into this new world. I was alive. I did not stop at the bars inside Nana or with the girls I met along the way, it felt as if my body knew the way so I stopped thinking and planning. I walked up the stairs in the corner of Nana Entertainment Plaza and at the top someone was waiting for me. She was tall, dark, beautiful and looking me in the eyes. I am 6ft 5inch. She said hello, asked me if I want to come inside with her. I followed without question. I was transfixed. We entered Casanova’s and colour and sound exploded on me like a giant bomb made of everything desirable and gorgeous there is in the world. I was the only Man (note the capital) in the place. My leader led me by the hand to a table and leather lounger . . . and I began to get some focus back enough to see the dancers were the most exciting animals I had ever seen.
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    I was so mesmerised that at first I did not notice that the girl who bought me in was asking for a drink and but I did notice her she was speaking to me from the bottom of a swimming pool, refracted, out of focus. I was too far gone to care . . . I did not want her . . .I wanted the girl looking in my eyes as she thrust her groin at me and smiling as she did it.




    Nadia the beautiful!




    I smiled at her. I was green but not intimidated by the Amazons who watched and waited, kneaded and cooed.




    But strange and exciting things have always happened to me, I am lucky that way and now everything seemed to begin to speed up and the girl who bought me in jumped up and cursed at me, ‘Fucker’, which made me laugh and smile even more. She tore off her dress and jumped onto the podium where she started a vengeful dance routine . . . designed to make me regret the moment I chose someone else.




    Another even more goddess like Ladyboy walked over to me and struck an awe inspiring (but tongue in cheek) pose inches from my face and then, mimicking her angry friend also tore off her dress. What a body!!!!! She looked me in the eyes with a challenge . . .but, but, but I called out for Nadia and after pointing at herself in a mock ‘really, you want me?’ performance she jumped off the podium and into my life. Well, for an hour of it at least!




    300bht for the short-time room upstairs plus 600bht Bar Fine and 1500bht to her are the financial details.




    We began with lots of kissing and I don’t mean dry kissing, I was so excited by this girl. The sex began with her giving me a blowjob, no condom and lots of touching. She has great tits and smooth, smooth skin.




    Hers was about to be the first cock I had ever sucked. I told her so. She was only slightly impressed; expect she’s heard that one before? I did not make her come but liked the sucking . . . it did not seem to matter if it is a cock or a pussy. The idea is, I guess, to give pleasure to someone whom you really fancy so it doesn’t really matter how one goes about that?




    Nadia put the condom on Johnny Farang with her mouth like a good girl and we commenced to fuck. Finding her LB Pussy was no problem as it was her asshole, and I know where to look for them. After some medium strength penetration I decided I needed more purchase and so my princess assumed the crouching lioness position. Things got violent and hazy at this point as all the blood rushed to my cock but I fucked her like I had been doing it all my life (except I also had her cock in my hand, well until I lost control!)




    I arrived in a whooping, moaning kind of a way followed by a kind of hysterical laughter that sometimes happens while my brain unscrambles itself and I pull back from the edge of something that feels a little like death? This is a sign that I have had a very, very good time.




    I have tried explaining the laughter to frightened females in the past with only comparative success. Nadia was not fazed; she is made of sterner stuff. What a woman!




    She showered me and as we dressed I tried to talk to her without too much of a stupid, happy smile on my face because I loved her now, and we left together. As we passed the ‘receptionists’ of the hotel she gave them 100 baht and she turned around to me as she walked down the stairs and looking up, wrinkled her nose in the cutest way and said, ‘Because I have a soft heart’. I said, ‘Yes, you do have a soft heart, but you have a hard cock Nadia and for that, thanks are due!




    That’s how I lost my Ladyboy virginity and discovered that I still had a heart.


  




  

    Two-Bangkok, Week One.




    I met a ‘good girl’ twice. She works for a diamond dealer in Silom. She is such a cute Thai girl with beautiful Asian eyes, Aommy has a delicate beauty and seems to be begging for her vineyards to be laid to waste by the devil in me. She has the kind of innocence that yearns to be desecrated. She brings out that terrible desire to actually ‘fuck her to death’. The wish that one could come so hard that one could ‘blow the back out of her’! The line we walk between sex and violence serves to remind us just what dangerous creatures we are.




    We met at Siam Square where the fountain ejaculates into the air and adolescent Thai girls run between the jets dreaming of the day when a real cock will come all over them.




    We eat in Paragon. Wow, can she eat for a little girl! The bill was 1000 baht but as I was cunt-struck I suavely paid the bill. (Not really sure what that means) As we parted I kissed her for the first time and there was definitely promise in her eyes. Unfortunately the promise soon became a goodbye wave from the other side of the Sky-Train platform. I boarded with a wet patch in my pants. Not piss, the other kind of stain.




    About this time I was communicating with a Ladyboy from Pattaya called Mona. You may know her? It was via Thai Love Links, an excellent site for action as long as you learn the rules of the game rapidly; preferably before you are standing at the bus station in Surin city with a suitcase full of presents for your new mum and dad, sisters, brothers, nieces, nephews.




    Said Mona was becoming increasingly agitated concerning my promise to come to visit her in Pattaya, in fact she was becoming a little frightening. Not




    that I am scared of a girl (I add hastily) but when I compared damage done to me by girls and that done to me by my brothers . . . the girls come out as undisputed champs!




    I had a dream about a knife attack that night. I am sorry to say I was not the knife wielder in the attack but sadly, the recipient of Mona’s vengeance. I began to think that this may be my fate should I disappoint her. Only a matter of time you say, and I agree, hanging my head in shame as I do. I am only a man with a cock.




    I wandered down a friendly Soi looking for a friendly fuck and bumped into a girl with the most gorgeous face . . . .I asked her the directions to the nearest toilet and she took me there even obligingly holding the door open while I pissed. She was a curious girl and probably a little hungry too as customers were and are thin on the ground. She was not letting me out of her sights!




    I agree to a massage in the fleapit she confessed to working at and in we went.




    I love the oil, man; I cannot get enough of that stuff! And after some slippery slap and tickle, well rubbing and sliding actually it became condom time. Why do people always seem surprised when I say something like,’ I want to fuck you now.’ Am I missing some point of etiquette? Pen, for that was her name, appeared surprised enough to repeat my statement, ‘You want to fuck me’? What a beautiful sentence that is!




    She agreed but ‘Oh dear’ the condom is too small and after two rips and a couple of near strangulations of my best friend, we gave up. I have to admit to a degree of boastful pride, especially as she kept saying,’ Too big, too big’. I was willing her to say, Too beaucoup, like in the film, you know, ‘Saving Private Ryan’, the scene when Tom Hanks tells the other soldiers about fucking his wife over the kitchen table. Alas she did not play along, I am in Vietnam now though so there is hope left! I realise now of course that the Thai condoms are made to fit Thai men; poor little buggers.




    So offers of a different kind were made by the plucky girl faced with the task of bringing off such an enormous cock (ha ha) but I have always thought of hand/blow jobs as a kind of substitute sex that is acceptable only when the real thing is not available. Like wartime rationing when one had to accept sausages instead of real meat. Perhaps blow/hand jobs are the sausages of sex? No? I agree. That idea is going nowhere. I suppose I really think of those activities as an hors d’ouvre, to the entrée. Ok for a starter but not as a replacement. How many prawn cocktails can you eat? Or Asparagus in Dijon sauce if you are middle class.




    I agreed to a blow/hand job because as I looked at her pretty face I felt the urge to come all over it. I knelt on the mattress on the floor of the booth we were soiling and she stroked me off with an oily fist . . . the booths were only separated by a curtain (fucking hell) and someone else was humping away on the other side of mine. Anyway after a few minutes I unloaded all over Pen’s oily tits with a hollow shout that made the humper next door freeze like a meerkhat on his mound. Silence. Then he resumed his monotonous activity with what seemed the enthusiasm of a miner returning to the coalface after a tea break.




    On my way home I met the girls of the street bar next to the Asoke Sky-Train entrance. My eye was caught by Tan, as I later came to know her. She is the sexy minx of a mama-san but on that fateful night she was serving drinks the




    whole time so I sat with Katy and got drunk before going to bed about 4am. I vowed to return and meet that mama-san later!


  




  

    Three-Guess
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    I saw a video on YouTube that starred Jay the owner of Guess Bar at the time talking to another Ladyboy and ending the ‘interview’ by saying, ‘You want to be my farang’? As I sat at my computer back in England I surprised myself by mumbling ‘Yes, I do’ under my breath. What was it about this girl and Ladyboys as a third sex that attracted me? Maybe the moments when they forget themselves when you make them laugh and their voice goes from falsetto to bass for a moment and how they cover it up. It’s so endearing and exposes their vulnerability and bravery, it’s impossible not to empathise.




    But back there in England, I knew nothing of that; my body was the only thing responding to what it considered a very sexy animal.




    Bangkok-Day 6: Guess Bar, the Holy Grail of my Ladyboy Quest. No Jay. She split with her farang boyfriend and moved back up-country.




    Exe was the new manager; a kind of sexy version of Pamela Anderson. Disappointment turned to fascination as I entered my heart’s desire. I was the only customer in there. Wow! A host of angels jostled for my attention standing around the too comfy leather sofa I sat in and pushing each other aside and pushing their groins into my face. All the names were there. You know them all. Gate sauntered by as only she can saunter, like a sexy but drunken sloth.




    The best jostler was Aui, probably because it transpired that she does not take hormones so has her competitive male streak still intact! If you have seen her flit across the floor of Guess bar, lifting her skirt like Marilyn you will find it hard to believe but Aui is physically all male!




    As they all stood in front of me, I hooked my leg around Aui and she jumped down beside me as the other darlings looked for fresh blood. Aui’s face is so pretty and feminine that I did not take long to go upstairs to the rooms above the bar. As we stripped for action she says to me, ‘I same, same you, it ok?” in a really sexy voice that made me turn to see her reveal ‘no tits at all’! Inside I was stunned, but I remembered my credo before my surprise even flashed across my face. ‘Never say No!’ I did not want to her to feel bad, I was already in love! (Of sorts) So now we fell onto the bed, a boy and his horse. No, wait, I didn’t mean to say that! Yes, it’s true she did remind me of a pony, with her pony -tail and high heels, but I don’t have any desire to fuck horses you understand.




    I am not responsible for my imagination. That’s my next tattoo! Across the chest I think in big letters, just so everyone knows. She has got a healthy cock, that girl! Not quite as big as a farang cock but getting there and she was very frisky! Sucking and moaning ensued and she was hard and insistent. Remember, I had a go at sucking cock with Nadia from Casanova but as I was giving head to Aui I realised she was about to come. Fucking hell! What do I do now? I felt girlish (if you ever meet me this will make you laugh) OHHH! A mouthful of something naturally makes you swallow . . .doesn’t it? I did. I swallowed come for the first time in my life. Wow, I felt really proud even when I needed a drink of water to wash it down. Aui smiled lazily as I drunk her water. That’ll teach ya, I said! And now it’s my turn! Unfortunately I could not fuck her as she said, too big! That sentence is becoming a little too familiar and I am beginning to think it might not be true! Saying that, later in this series of reflections I will tell you about drawing ass blood from a certain LB so it could be true? Anyway, she told me she couldn’t take hormones because they make her sick and she does not like the idea of surgery to give her some tits. She said she could not take it up the ass. I tried but it just would not fit! I had to accept that Aui’s mouth was the only hole I was getting that night. I am not complaining, not at all. There is something so feminine and appealing about that girl . . . . .




    Later Aui took to calling me at night asking if she could come over or would I meet her at a disco? Or, uttering sentences like, ‘Me want go shopping wid you Emporium’. She’s so naively mercenary it is endearing! She came over to the Tai-pan a few nights later and the same performance was repeated. I read that 60% of gay men experience pain during anal sex and report it as being the biggest sexual problem they ever experience. Understandable really. Aui suggested on one occasion that she fuck me and she could have too! Not for me thanks, but if any of you guys love that then she is most definitely your girl. So thanks Aui, for teaching me a valuable lesson.


  




  

    Four
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    We met and her face collided with the back of my retina and left a permanent scar. It will last forever. Like being blinded by an eclipse. The rest of the world is forever in the shade.




    Dark shadows of red and black shaped her face, an expensive piece of modern art that no one understands. Standing up close to her was like a private viewing in a gallery after lights out. Privilege in desolate isolation.




    She was impervious to the surroundings like a queen slumming it for the night. When she spoke someone turned down the background volume. Her touch on my arm sent electric impulses singing across the synapses.




    A few days later she asked me to come back to her room with her. I agreed, impressed, touched, falling.




    We got off the Sky-Train at the fantastically named Wongwain Yai. She sat next to me on a ‘little bus’. People stared. Her smooth, naked leg touched mine. I thought about animals.




    There in her room she smiled for the first time. I told her she was pretty when she smiled. She’s watched too many of Fashion TV’s unsmiling, emaciated, spaced out, lost, fucked-up models. She needed a fix of joy and a week off from mirror-watch. Now she smiles more. Carries her mirror a little less. She is pretty when she smiles but I can still see the Thai dancer over her shoulder when she is holding her fingers just so and I can hear the melancholy, sing- song Yaksha wail in the air conditioners lull.




    Every day when we were apart she asked if I ‘had a dinner yet’. Eating is important to the Thai people. She eats like a pony-tailed horse. Now she pulls me by the hand at crossroads traffic snarl, keeps me out of trouble as if I had never walked on a street before. Calling me she puts a W where a V should be and still bears no reflection . . . on her life, her story, her gender as if she sprang from a shell in the Siam Sea, a transgender Venus.




    I am going to stay a while in 2011, The Year of the Tiger.


  




  

    Five




    Forgive me as I jump forward in time to the present. Monday, December 27th 2010; the closing days of the year. I write on a bus to Surin City. Sitting beside me is the Ladyboy who grabbed my arm as I passed her back in October. I was a customer then but now, so much more and so much more complicated than our first meetings. I did not follow the three-day rule and now it is too late. I love her, without any doubt.




    That night, I came back from Phuket, sick with some kind of fever and sick at heart. Phuket made me think again about my love affair with Thailand. I met an American on the Sky-Train and helped him find his hotel. We planned to meet later and do the tour of Cowboy and Nana; his first time, my happy re- acquaintance. Once in Angel Witch he could not be moved and so I left him and began to walk home alone.




    As I left Nana, there she was, wearing the dress from Hell; that face and that voice that seemed familiar, challenging and tender all at the same time. “I want go with you’, she demanded, as they all do. But as I refused she seemed to see that I was sick, or maybe she saw that I was very drunk. She gave me little choice and held my arm as she guided me to a street restaurant on the corner of soi 3/1. I needed to eat something to soak up the booze and the bitterness of Phuket that I had tried to drink out of my system. I staggered and she kept me out of the traffic. A scene that is played out all over Bangkok, Pattaya and Phuket so often that to observers it must look like Groundhog Day.




    We ate, talked. I sobered up a little. She took me home to the Tai-Pan and stayed. We slept until three. She fetched medicine. I called it the Green Tiger medicine even though it’s white and now I know it’s called, Katay Bin (Flying Rabbit.) She told me it cures all ills, especially of the stomach. Perhaps it was a love potion because although I cannot remember exactly when, somewhere between the second and third day my heart entered the proceedings. I was surprised. I thought I had said goodbye to all that horror years before but as she sleeps beside me on the bus I know that I have no choice but to play this deadly game out to the end or until the spell breaks.




    Love has me wrapped up and takes all of my senses. Watching her straighten her hair is like looking at a Botticelli, a trip to the night market with her, a journey with Virgil. So much love I cannot hold it in, but so much having to accept what she does for a living. I can never afford to take care of her enough so that she can stop working. That is the knife, the razor blade to my throat. That is the living end that I have to make a beginning if we are to survive.



OEBPS/Images/P9.jpg





OEBPS/Images/P12.jpg





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/355939-bangkok-baby---the-inside_600.jpg





OEBPS/Images/P15.jpg





OEBPS/Images/P5.jpg
Fys 4
-
"





