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    Prologue




    This story is all true as I remember it.




    Names, including my own and the location of some events have been changed to protect the innocent and guilty alike.




    I have tried to quote verbatim, everything that was said by all the people that I met, and out of common courtesy I have omitted the stronger language.




    My journey starts in Africa where I was working for a major oil company, then I move on to the Far East, Scotland, Thailand, Germany, Holland and back to the far flung, exotic and erotic Orient.




    Madness, mayhem and some merriment comes into my humdrum life mostly in the shape of beautiful Oriental ladies. Especially one, who has a history of scandal and illegal activities. I only find out about this the hard way, by getting involved in a relationship with her and her dangerous background.




    This torrid tale is embellished with anecdotes and tales that I have picked up along the way. Most of this information you won’t get on any internet web pages.




    Please remember one thing, I am no fictional hero, super sleuth detective or even a delusional mad man. But there many instances when I thought I was maybe totally losing my mind.


  




  

    I Africa




    Diamonds on the soles of her shoes




    Neil Simon




    My name is Jack Fraser and I come from Scotland. I have worked in the Oil and Gas industry since I was 20 years old. Then, when I was 42 years old, life totally changed for me. In fact I don’t recognise myself any more. To quote Ernesto Che Guevara “I am not the same me”.




    What has changed?




    Well, I traveled to the far Orient and fell under its spell. I have been totally mesmerized by its climate, landscape, lifestyle and its people, and especially by the women. I defy any Occidental man not to be affected in this way, and especially by the beautiful, sultry, soft, small, slim, tender brown ladies.




    I have now lived in Thailand for some time, where I have become personally more tolerant of others and their ways. In the past I always had strong opinions about all manner of subjects and people, and was never afraid to express my thoughts vocally. Always being too sarcastic, cynical and brutally frank. You may come to realise this as you read through some of my remarks, thoughts and comments as the story unfolds.




    But, this has all changed for me now. Live and let live. Let others go their own way in what ever direction it takes them.




    Before I ever traveled to the Far East I had been to many other parts of the world as a contract engineer working for major oil companies on exploration and construction projects. They were all short term jobs and I was always on the move. Then I got an offer to work in West Africa on a long term contract. It was steady employment for a few years and in all my time there nothing really strange or out of the ordinary happened to me. Except that is, when I was asleep.




    The biggest single danger to any human being in Africa is Malaria. It was a condition of our employment that we had to take anti malaria medication. A simple safety rule really.




    Only there are side effects to taking these drugs. The list is endless but covers mild headaches, itchy skin, diarrhea, hallucinations, dizziness, depression, anxiety, sleeping disorders even disturbed co-ordination and balance. The manufacturers even state that anyone with mental health problems, prone to fits or has a close family member who has these conditions, should not take the drug at all. It is recommended to take the daily tablets in the morning with milk. Well, sometimes I forgot and took the tablet later in the day. Then one day I left it until just before I went to bed.




    This was a big mistake. I woke up four times through night screaming like a madman with wild, vivid crazy dreams about being shot at and chased by people with knives. It was sheer hell. I went to work exhausted before the day had even started.




    I resolved never to do that again.




    Over time though, the more the drug got into my system the more times I had the bad dreams. But, always just before I woke, I had one very vivid recurring dream that was very different.




    I saw myself lying on a large square bed with crisp white cotton sheets. The room had a dark wooden floor. I looked towards the door and saw a slender naked woman. She had jet black silky hair that came all the way down to below her waistline. This woman had her back to me and she was gazing out over a wooden balcony. I could see coconut palms rustling in the breeze. This same light zephyr was gently wafting her hair and I could just make out the profile of her face, which had Oriental features. Her legs were long and slim with delicate, small, perfectly pedicured feet. Then I would wake up, wondering what was supposed to happen next. Little did I know that this dream was to come true, and using 20/20 hindsight maybe, just maybe, I really wanted it to become true?




    A Hollywood movie I saw many years ago played a part in my interest in Oriental woman. Set in Hong Kong it was about a Hooker with a heart of gold. Her name was Suzy Wong.




    The story line is about a middle aged American artist starring William Holden in the leading role, falling for the exotic charms of a Wanchai girl played by Nancy Kwan. At that time one of the most beautiful women in the world, she even graced the cover of Time Magazine. Her father was Chinese and her mother a former model from Scotland. This film, sometimes slated for stereo typing Asian woman as promiscuous and submissive, always interested me. Because, I have never figured out even to this day what women find attractive in a man. Why would any young woman have any inclination for finding a craggy old guy attractive? How was I to know that many years later I might be that craggy old man and it was maybe a cultural thing and not so much based on my bank balance?




    But my story has to start somewhere and that somewhere was Africa. A continent so full of natural resources that every person living there should be driving around in limousines, flaunting gold watches and just like the song says. “Diamonds on the soles of her shoes”. But politics, religion, the AK47 and that other favoured weapon of sub-Saharan Africa, the machete, dictate otherwise.




    My work location in Africa was within a secure compound. We ex-pat workers were housed, fed and flown in and out by the oil company to maintain security and safety. One of my American colleagues went by the name of Bubba. He is a W.A.S.P. or White Anglo Saxon Protestant. He was the living stereo type of many Americans I met over the years.




    He was tall and wiry with a smokers hack when he laughed. A devout Baptist from Amarillo in Texas, he bowed his head and said Grace before every meal and without fail, every day he would read a passage from the bible. Back home in Texas he never missed a Sunday church service.




    But, strangely to contradict all his Christian values, Bubba swore like a trooper, committed adultery, was divorced twice and now lived with wife number three. Many times I heard him take the Lord’s name in vane. Yet, ignoring the fact that these Commandments had been broken, he truly believed in the Lord Almighty.




    One hot day Bubba was standing next to me as we watched about 20 local West African men from the village toiling under the sun. He whispered out of the side of his mouth.




    ‘Jack, do y’all really believe we fell out of the same tree as these guys?’




    Bubba and I are both light skinned, blue eyed and fair haired. On the surface he did have a very strong argument. I did not answer him. I had been embroiled in similar discussions with other like minded Red Neck Texans. You can never win the argument with them. Especially those that have a gun rack fitted in the back of their pick up truck and have a license to carry a concealed weapon.




    The hot day wore on and Bubba and I watched the sunset over the mangrove swamps and dense vegetation at the other side of the compound fence line. The sun looking like a big orange sphere falls vertically down at an alarming rate near the equator. Together we stood in silence for several minutes and without turning to face him I said.




    ‘You know Bubba? It’s a jungle out there.’




    ‘Yeah and there used to be monkeys here before the locals ate them all.’ He replied.




    My stupid ironic joke had floated right over his head, and then Bubba said something that did not surprise me.




    ‘Jack, its moments like these that make you realise, there really is a God.’




    I am a devout agnostic. The jury is still out on as far as I am concerned about any God or Gods. Who knows, but it could be a woman?




    Being in West Africa for over three years I learned a lot about the indigenous people. I spent most of my working time with men from the local villages but had little or no dealings with the women. There were some very attractive tall statuesque ladies who had a slow slinky way of walking, especially when balancing large containers of water on their heads. They looked like they should be parading down a cat walk not a rubbish strewn lane in a shanty town.




    One conversation I had with a local assistant called Joe. Put me off having much to do with the local girls from the village.




    ‘Mr. Jack? I think I need to get a woman from Europe or America.’




    ‘Best of luck Joe, how are you going to do that?’ I answered.




    ‘Maybe you can help me.’




    ‘Yeah, I could register you with a dating agency and you would be snowed under with e-mails and SMS messages.’ I said with too subtle sarcasm for Joe to notice.




    ‘You can do that for me Mr. Jack?’




    ‘I doubt it Joe, have you got access to the internet? Do you have a mobile phone?’




    ‘No.’ He sheepishly replied.




    ‘So, no chance then.’




    ‘The women here in the village are of no use for me, Mr. Jack.’




    ‘Why not Joe?’




    ‘They are not like Western women. Many of them have animals living in their hair.’




    ‘Animals! What kind of animals?’ I blurted out.




    ‘Not animals I mean insects.’ said Joe.




    ‘Not a problem, just get some Beygon.’




    ‘Mr. Jack, I think you are joking with me.’




    ‘No I am serious, get some insect repellent, it works every time for western women.’




    He looked at me sideways, not sure if I was joking or serious. I played it Buster Keaton dead pan. This conversation was over, but I dreaded to think what sorts of insects live on people in Africa. All the insects I saw, apart from mosquitoes were the size of Ruddy Turbots, as they used to say in the days of the British Raj.




    Personally, I like my woman small, delicate and demure, and free of infestations. I do not expect her to fetch water or firewood. So the stereo typical robust West African woman was off my list. In fact African ways and the mess that the whole continent is in made me tire of the place. Even the locals said that if the rest of the world stood still for a thousand years, Africa would never catch up.




    All my time in Africa was work and no play and that makes Jack a dull lad. I was actually glad when my contract was not renewed. But luckily, soon after returning to the Scotland I was offered a job in Singapore.




    Strangely I was no longer taking anti malaria tablets but was still having my vivid, crazy dreams.




    My next stop, Amsterdam Airport, gate number F4.




    The far and distant Orient was calling.


  




  

    II The Far and Distant Orient




    Singapore girl you’re a great way to fly




    Singapore Airlines advert




    I flew there with KLM so I cannot be sure about that.




    Samuel Taylor Coleridge wrote a classic poem, “Kubla Khan”, or the other name for the poem is “A Vision in a Dream”. It was always too long for me to remember the whole poem but the opening line and very last sum it all up. I quote:




    In Xanadu did Kubla Khan a stately pleasure dome decree:




    Where Alph the sacred river ran,




    Through caverns measureless to man




    Down to a sunless sea.




    And ends,




    For he on Honey-Dew hath fed,




    And drunk the milk of Paradise.




    Was my pleasure dome to be found in Singapore? Would I feed on Honey-Dew and milk from Paradise?




    Well, I have lived, worked and holidayed in over 30 countries and been to five continents. Where I met people from all walks of life. Sensed all manner of sights, sounds, tastes and smells. I really thought I knew it all until I ended up in Singapore.




    Could there be more of a contrast to Africa? From third world degradation, corruption, squalor and poverty I had moved light years forward to the space age 21st century and all at the speed of a Jumbo Jet. If you really want to know, that is Mach 0.8.




    There are in my mind two kinds of visitor to Singapore. The first is the tourist who goes for the wonderful shopping experience and the very sanitised taste of the Orient. This category is not very exiting to write about. I know because I did the shopping trip for cheaper electrical goods. I saved over 100 pounds on a digital camera. Others I know made savings on mobile phones and computers. Not very exciting is it? My story would end there if that was all I had done. The second visitor is the business man or ex-pat male traveling on his own, who at the end of the day is looking for some where to hang loose with his buddies with a cold beer and maybe even in the company of a very friendly, good looking, young lady.




    All I had ever heard about Singapore was from ex-armed forces personnel who had been there 30 to 40 years ago. They frequented somewhere called Boogie Street. They told lurid stories about small bars with back rooms where young women provided sex for a small fee. I never really saw or understood the desire for this. But, I suppose a naval rating at sea for months on end, then getting a run ashore will do anything when he is totally tanked up on booze. I soon found out Boogie was actually a corruption of “Bugis Street” and it has now been totally transformed into modern shopping arcades and alleyways full of stalls selling cheap watches. So cheap in fact, the batteries cost more to replace than the price of the watch.




    Another aspect of Singapore I had heard about was the recognised Red Light districts, where you can pay for a good time with a lady of the night. They are not widely publicised as the government strives to build a tourist industry that has the punters basically spending money on digital cameras and cheap watches.




    Gaylang is one area near what is known as Little India. This has licensed brothels where 50 Sing dollars gets you a short time. Little India reminded me of big India. Crowded, smelly and everyone is trying to sell you a cheap suit. I never ventured to Gaylang in my time in Singapore, mostly because I did not consider short time much like having fun. For even more low class degradation you can walk down Desker Road, but take my advice, avoid any business transactions and stay away on Sundays.




    Gaylang I believe is a Chinese Hokkien word for chicken hut, I will say no more.




    A close friend of mine took home more than he had bargained for from Gaylang. A severe doze of crabs and not the type you catch in a rock pool. With a lot of back pedaling, down right lying and bare faced cheek he managed to convince his wife that he had caught them off some filthy bedding. Which his doctor agreed was possible though it was highly unlikely, but the mere mention of it from a medical practitioner was enough for him to get away with it.




    One of the busiest thoroughfares in Singapore is Orchard Road. All along its length are designer label shops, jewelers and arcades selling the big name brands and less than 100 metres from the Thai Embassy ( is that really a co-incidence? ) stands a grey concrete edifice that leads men to desperate desires and downhill to utter degradation.




    Was this Xanadu? Is this Kubla Khan’s 21st century version of that Pleasure Dome?




    Orchard Towers! It sounds like a very nice place. If it were in Buckinghamshire in England it could be the name of a stately home or maybe in London a block of high rise Council flats. From the outside its just a drab looking shopping plaza. Certainly, compared to all the other shops that are strung along this wide avenue of tall trees. It is also known by another name that is more succinct. Four floors of whores. During the day it has some shops selling mobile phones, Indian tailors selling suits and there are a few little restaurants. But the closed doors of daytime hide the bars and discos of night time depravity where thousands of divorce cases must start on a global scale. These bars are populated with women from Thailand, Vietnam, Korea, Philippines, Europe and even Russia. The ladies have only one thing in mind. Making money and making it fast. For an agreed fee with a customer they will go back to a hotel room or apartment and provide sex. As simple as that. If they agree on a short session then afterwards the woman scurries back to the Towers to try and get another client as they call their business partners. All night sessions cost the client a bit more and the woman is guaranteed a good fee and avoids the hassle of hunting down more men.




    From my own personal experience there always seemed more women than men in these bars. So if any of the women were to make serious money, they had to be very good looking and could entice men to pay over the odds, or have no difficulty getting several short time customers every night. The more plain or desperate a girl was the more inclined she would be to go for the all night session.




    The process is simple. If a man walks in and sees a girl in the bar he likes he just goes up to her and starts talking. If she has any interest in him then she will not be shy in offering her services. Most men do not have the courage to be so brazen. The women can usually spot this and they try to make a move before one of the other women beats them to it.




    I asked myself. “Why do such places exist in the first place?” Well, my theory is based on the fact that maybe Singapore is populated by people of ethnic groups that see chastity in women as a virtue. The local women go through the ritual of wooing, engaging and marrying. A local male desperate for carnal maneuvers and any man passing through on a short stay is wasting his time hoping to find a decent local girl that is up for a good time. So Orchard Towers and other like establishments cater for their desires and can also provide women who come from desperately poor backgrounds the chance to make serious big bucks. Later in this book I provide examples of the kind of money concerned and how it equates to the difference it can make to these women’s lives.




    I personally was taken to places in Singapore that I never heard other foreign visitors mention. Most people learn about the Towers and nothing else. I was lucky (is that the right word?) In the sense that through local connections I saw and experienced a great deal more than most. To make my story flow better I have deliberately missed out some crazy escapades I got involved in at other bars, districts and Plazas that are not the same during the night as they are in daylight.




    Whilst visiting these places, one thing became very evident. Oriental women made a bee line for me that defied any logic. All my work colleagues and friends could not fathom what was going on and were also at loss to explain it. Many of them were younger and dare I say it much better looking. If I could bottle and sell what I have, I would truly be a billionaire.




    I will be the first to admit I am the least romantic male on the planet. Buying flowers, chocolates and gifts never happens. I never pay enough compliments on the way a woman looks, dresses or smells. If she has made the effort then that’s fine by me. Do I really have to win points by making compliments all the time? In fact more arguments have started with me being brutally frank about “her Butt looks big in this or not”. If it looks big tell her. Why should she be talked about behind her back by all the other bitchy women?




    Every work colleague I knew that had been to Singapore had paid a visit to Orchard Towers. They all had stories to tell and some they were dared never to divulge. So I knew at some stage on my visit I was going to have to see what all the fuss was about.




    The company I was working for provided me with an apartment in a high rise block of flats in a residential area of Singapore and I was to commute back and forth to my work at the shipyard. Starting at 7.30am and finishing at 5.30pm in the evening. It was a long hard day in the searing humid tropical heat and when we finished work my colleagues and I just slumped into a taxi and headed home for a well deserved shower, followed by a few beers with a spicy meal. Then off to bed to get ready for the next day.




    We did not work on Sundays, so on my first day off I just lazed around the communal swimming pool and chilled out and ate at the local food court under the building we lived in. The tourist sites could wait until later when I had become more accustomed to the place.




    Away from these tourist areas of shops and malls, all of Singapore appears the same in every direction. There are thousands of blocks of high rise flats. All the buildings look the same, the streets look the same and it was easy to get lost in this labyrinth. You can never get a clear view of the sky in any direction. There is always a building in the way. This is not a place I could live for a long time, cabin fever would set in very easily and by the time I was finished my contract I was glad to leave the island.




    Singapore is as clean as the proverbial whistle, brighter than a shiny polished brass button. You could eat your dinner off the floor of the MRT train carriages. It is totally sanitised. Even what little bit of tropical jungle that remains is pruned to make it blend in with the rest of the surroundings.




    My apartment was on the 10th floor of a 12 storey high block of flats. It looked out over even more 12 to 15 storey blocks of flats. I had a large lounge with a dining area, a good sized kitchen with oven, grill, hob, microwave and a large fridge freezer. All that I ever used was the toaster, the kettle and the microwave. I do no cooking. Life is too short for that nonsense. There was ample cutlery and crockery but I opted for the bachelor system where you buy a stack of paper plates from the supermarket or eat out all the time.




    The bedroom was well fitted out with built in wardrobes and had a very large square double bed. Adjoining the bedroom was what I now call a splash room. This had a shower, a toilet and sink and you end up with water everywhere when you do take a shower and soak the toilet roll. These I found to be common in the Far East with no shower curtain or door panel. For entertainment there was a large T.V. with Cable Channels and a DVD player. Once a week someone I never saw came in and cleaned the place and changed the bedding and the towels. As if by magic, every Tuesday evening I came back from work to a fresh look to the place. All very comfortable and all paid for by my employer. Life just does not get any better than this I thought.




    But life gets boring when you are in mundane working routine; you need a relief valve to let off some energy and frustration. So, after another week of sweat and toil at the shipyard it was decreed that a few of us ex-pats were going to hit the town on Saturday night and recuperate on Sunday. We arranged with a Singaporean we worked with called Jimi for a night out in his town. He had promised to take us to some good local hotspots for a fantastic time with drink, good food and lots of women.




    Singaporeans when they speak, have fairly good English, or Singlish I heard it called. They never seem to shorten or abbreviate words. “Can’t” is always “Can not” and never “won’t”, but “will not”. The other bizarre quirk is that they end nearly sentence with the word “Lah”. If they agree with someone on a certain subject, they might just show their agreement with a long drawn out Laaaah. Easier than having to make up a succinct comment of their own.




    Jimi was of South Indian extraction and very dark skinned. He was the first Singaporean I had any dealings with and I noticed this dialect quirk and even heard long term ex-pat residents had picked it up.




    Eight of us engineers had agreed to meet Jimi at Clarke Quay in the down town tourist part of Singapore. I and another Scottish engineer, Alex, who lived on the seventh floor of the same apartment block, decided to share a taxi to meet up with the others. I have been in taxis all around the globe and Singapore was the first place I had been where you got into a taxi and told the driver where you wanted to go and he then said.




    ‘Which way do you want to go?’




    Over the months I was there this got to be really frustrating. I soon learned the quickest and cheapest routes, but the taxi drivers would become deaf or feign total ignorance as to the area you were heading and go off in all directions but the way you wanted. Drivers would argue with me on the shortest route to the shipyard, a place I went every day. Even when I told them I had been doing the trip for months they would still argue and try to take me for a ride. This resulted in some heated arguments with them, more of which I reveal later.




    Alex and I hailed a taxi outside the apartment block and headed to Clarke Quay. After twenty five minutes we found ourselves in a massive traffic jam. All the time we were stuck behind a stationary bus, the meter kept ticking ever upwards. I could see we were in downtown Singapore, so surely we could not be far away. I asked the driver if it might be better if we walked. No reply. He was deaf maybe.




    ‘How far to Clark Quay my friend?’ I asked again loudly. The driver just shrugged his shoulders. This guy was pushing his luck. I turned to Alex.




    ‘Let’s walk it. We could be here hours.’




    Alex was not so keen and he offered to pay the taxi fare.




    ‘No problem.’ he said.




    ‘No Problem! Every minute out on the town is a prisoner to me, to hell with sitting in this taxi all night. Come on, let’s bail out now and ask for directions to walk there.’




    Alex still wanted to wait. After another 15 minutes of staring at the back of a bus I had had enough. The meter had doubled in price. It now read 18 Dollars. I pulled the money from my wallet, handed it to the driver and got out. I could now see beyond the bus and was amazed to see what looked like a Quay with river boats and restaurants. I asked a passing pedestrian which was Clarke Quay and he told me on the other side of the river over a wide concrete foot bridge. Alex then got out and I slammed the door shut on the taxi.




    ‘Dick head.’ I said, loud enough for a deaf taxi driver to hear.




    We walked over to Clarke Quay and soon found the other engineers and Jimi sitting at an outdoor table with jugs full of Tiger beer in front of them.




    ‘Where the hell have you two been?’ they all seemed to chorus.




    ‘Don’t ask, stuck in a traffic jam for 40 minutes, 100 yards from here with a deaf taxi driver that was lost and had no map or GPS.’




    Alex and I were handed menus to order our meals. We ordered chili burgers and chips hoping they would come quickly as we were both hungry. I looked along the table and sitting at the far end was a very good looking, brown skinned woman. She was long limbed and was huddled close to a middle aged engineer called Ricky. I had heard him talk of having a Thai wife. This was the first Thai woman I had seen outside of a restaurant in the U.K. and also not just a photograph of one in a catalogue as a potential bride. She looked at me and our eye contact seemed to linger a bit too long and made me slightly uncomfortable. She had long jet black hair tightly tied back in a pony tail and wore small round spectacles, giving her a school ma’am look, but her ultra short mini skirt and revealing top screamed laptop dancer instead.




    Clarke Quay was heaving with customers of all nationalities, hardly a free seat or table anywhere. I also started to notice the women. We had all seen a very beautiful Indian girl that was sitting a few tables along from us in an electric blue dress. She was like a Vogue front page model, all of us feigning to look just in the general direction of where she sat. I also noticed Ricky was not the only Westerner that was sitting next to an Oriental partner. I remembered my drug induced dream, and thought to myself, the night is still young.




    Ricky and his Thai lady stood up just as our food arrived, they were not dining with us and made excuses about going to some friend’s house for a quiet party. As they got up to leave his wife gave me another long lingering look, I smiled back. Ricky had just come along to show her off as some sort of prize specimen I thought to myself. She was all of 20 years younger than him. I started to mention this to Alex and before I finished my sentence he had started nodding in agreement. He had thought the same.




    As soon as I had finished eating I turned to Jimi and said.




    ‘Right Jimi boy, where is all the action you promised us?’




    ‘Plenty of time Jack lah, you got till four in the morning at least lah.’




    ‘Bugger that I want to go now, you ready Alex?’




    ‘Yeah, I’m up for it, I’m not sitting here watching boats chug up and down. We see enough of that at the shipyard all day.’




    I agreed and turned to the others and asked if they were up for a night on the town.




    Then it started. The feeble excuses from the other guys.




    ‘Oh, I’m going to “Sim Lim” to look for a new digital camera.’




    ‘Bill and I want to see if we can get a cheap hard drive upgrade for our laptops.’




    ‘I’m taking it easy tonight I might go in to work tomorrow to clear up some paperwork.’




    ‘What a bunch of pussies! Come on Jimi lets leave the mummy’s boys here with their half pints of lager and lime. See you.’




    I gave them all a wave and we headed for a taxi rank.




    Out at the taxi rank, second from the front of the long queue was Ricky and his Thai wife. I shouted up to him.




    ‘Hey Ricky!’




    He looked back at us and nodded. His wife giving me that smoldering look yet again. Just then a fleet of Toyota and Nissan taxis turned up. The long queue, Ricky and his Thai lady soon faded into the night, but not before I noticed the way she elegantly pulled her long brown legs into the cab.




    Jimi rode shotgun up front and directed the taxi driver whilst Alex and I sat in the back. Within 10 minutes we had stopped in a scruffy back street. It had lots of small kitchens firing up meals at the kerb side. Jimi arranged for us to sit at a plastic garden table with eight dirty plastic chairs round it. From nowhere we were joined by four very good looking girls in their early twenty’s. All had long poker straight soft silky hair. Wearing skimpy tops, micro mini skirts and had kitten heeled sandals on delicate little tanned feet. Jimi told us not to shake hands with any of them, as this basically meant you had agreed a contract for the night with the girl. I had thought things were dragging at Clarke Quay but it was warp factor seven now.




    It soon became apparent that these girls spoke no English and Jimi informed us they were all Vietnamese and worked in a bar just along the road. Jimi spoke several languages fluently including English, Japanese, Cantonese, Hokkien (a Chinese language spoken in South Asia), Tamil, Hindi, Vietnamese and Korean. A very talented man that had worked all over the Far East but, when he spoke English had a tendency to use the “F” word a bit too much and not in an indoor voice.




    We ordered Sattay chicken and a dish I came to love in Singapore, deep fried battered prawns. A huge salver piled high with the prawns and six plates of skewered chicken with the Sattay peanut sauce arrived. It came with big jugs of Tiger beer. I am not a big beer drinker. But worldwide Tiger brewery sales tell you a lot of people love the stuff.




    Everyone got stuck into the food, no standing on ceremony and I found I was being a bit of a glutton when it came to the prawns. This was my second meal in less than sixty minutes. Crazy, I know but I was on a bit of a high. This was all new and seemed like an adventure every minute. Especially meeting these young ladies that were so small, delicate, demure and free of obvious insect infestations. Things were looking up as far as the quality of the women went.




    One of the girls whispered something to Jimi behind her hand all the time looking straight at me. I was soon to learn that Oriental woman have the ability to out stare a Bengal Tiger. They can look at you as if they are dragging your very soul right out through your eyeballs.




    Jimi then turned to me and said.




    ‘Hey lah, you are going to be a lucky guy tonight. They all think you are one handsome guy.’ He laughed.




    I was flattered and slightly embarrassed. I could never remember anyone saying in public I was good looking before. I had grown up avoiding the fate of many who fall out of the ugly tree and hit every branch on the way down. My blue eyes were the only redeeming feature that anyone mentioned in the past. I don’t have a huge beer gut and good genetics has staved off too many lines on my face. So maybe I am more in the Sean Connery Premier League (with all my own hair) rather than the Quasimodo lower division.




    Was I being conned by young Vietnamese ladies? Or did they really think I was handsome?


  




  

    III No limits




    Two Unlimited




    I mention this song because it has a distinct heavy techno beat that really pounds at your senses and you can hear it through the soles of your feet. This was now happening as we followed the young girls back to the bar they worked in. The music was at an ear splitting level. We walked into a large black room with small, high round tables with bar stools round each one. Laser lights flashed all over the walls.




    I told Alex and Jimi that I was on Cola for the rest of the night as I wanted to savour every moment through sober blue eyes.




    Walking round the room were dozens of very young, very small, pretty Vietnamese girls. Mostly in pairs arm in arm. They would walk up to us at the table and hold their hand out for us to shake and said.




    ‘How do you do, what your name?’




    Jimi had as well trained to keep our arms crossed and avoid the hand shake. As this meant you were basically making a deal to go with and pay the girl for her services that night.




    This did not stop the girls trying to slowly slide their silky little fingers into ours. It felt good to have this kind of skin against mine. Sometimes a girl who did not speak any English would be led up to us by one that could and she would hold the arm and hand out for their non speaking partner and say the only sentence any of them knew for her mute friend.




    It was OK for Jimi he could talk to them and hold a conversation. Alex and I just smiled and kept our arms crossed. It seemed I had become a target for most of the girls. Jimi also noticed this and started to give me a bit of stick for stealing all the attention. He then divulged that the main reason we were at this bar was because Vietnamese women were the only women he was interested in. Other nationalities of women “just did not do it for him in the same way”, as he put it. All well and good for him, but Alex and I were grinning fools. This was not what I imagined my night out on the town to be. Ear splitting music and being ever so polite and saying ‘How do you do what’s your name?’




    ‘Is there any other bars we can go to that have English speaking girls?’ I shouted in Jimi’s ear two inches away from it.




    ‘Yeah, no problem, there’s one just 50 yards away.’




    ‘Let’s Go.’ I said.




    We paid the tab and headed out into the street through a narrow corridor where I had my butt cheeks squeezed a couple of times by soft little hands. A first time experience for me. I had grabbed a few butt cheeks myself over the years, but never had a young woman do it to me in a public place.




    My head was still buzzing from the high music volume. We walked to the next bar it was basically the same as the first one but these women were all Korean. They spoke English but the only ones that came anywhere near us, were overweight and none of them were beautiful. We had arrived too late it seemed all the good looking ones were already hanging off some other ex-pat’s arm or local Singaporean man. We ordered drinks then I had to ask Jimi if he had any intention of taking us to the Towers. It seemed not. Being a local he avoided the place normally and frequented the Vietnamese bars because the girls were cheaper to entertain.




    ‘Jimi my man, your name is mud’. I said looking him straight in the eye.




    ‘How?’ He replied.




    ‘Because you have failed miserably to provide me with the one thing I crave and desire and you promised me all last week.’




    ‘What’s that lah?’




    ‘A good looking Oriental woman. So far I have seen plenty but none of them speaka da lingo dude. I’m off to get a taxi to the Towers on my own.’




    ’Hold it lah, I’ll take you there if you are that desperate, I don’t want you getting ripped off or taken for a mug lah.’




    ‘OK let’s go then. Alex it’s your round pal lets pay up and really get going here.’




    Alex was not so keen now. He actually wanted to head back to the Vietnamese bar and find one girl he had taken a shine to, and since he now knew the ropes under Jimi’s guidance he told us to go on without him.




    Yet another taxi ride and we were soon at the side of Orchard Towers. We got out and the first thing I noticed was a small dainty woman running into the building in front of us, dressed in a flowing blue chiffon frock and high heeled sandals. Her long black hair, swinging behind her.




    Jimi and I walked in the rear door and we avoided the offers to enter the first bars we came to and headed for the lift. Jimi wanted to take me to the top floor where the Crazy Horse bar was located. The lift stopped at the next floor. The girl in the blue chiffon dress came in, looked up into my face and snuggled up to me and said.




    ‘I go with you?’




    Alarm bells and klaxon horns went off in my head at about 120 decibels. This was a man in a blue chiffon dress. Another first for me, I had only heard of Lady boys and transsexuals up to now and here was one snuggling up against me. And what did I do? I took him straight home and we lived happily ever after.




    No, I did not.




    But I found myself saying.




    ‘Sorry but there was no chance of us going out together tonight.’




    It was totally bizarre, here I was, Mr. Homophobic of the past and present centuries and I am being ever so polite and chatting to what used to be a hairy guy and was now a woman. Well, sort of a woman.




    The lift stopped and the little transsexual shot out looking for a more open minded person. Jimi looked at me.




    ‘Lah, you are something else, all the women want you and now the Lady boys are looking for some action, bloody hell.’ He laughed loudly.




    The Crazy Horse bar had thumping disco music again and I was now getting focused on what a man in a frock looks like and what is really a woman. The Lady boys were rowed up against a mirrored wall on the left side all looking rather surly, pouting and flapping their arms about in over animated and exaggerated camp gestures, whilst the cute little women scurried up to us in pairs at a tall table. Jimi ordered a beer and I stuck to my Coke. Two girls from the Philippines joined us. They both seemed very young, but spoke very good English. This made things for me at least a lot more enjoyable.




    They knew about Scotland and the fact men wear skirts there. They had been in Singapore just a week and this was there first time outside of the Philippines. I was later to learn that this is usually a lie. Many of these women have sold and soiled their bodies in many locations round the Far East, mostly in Japan. The girl sitting next to me lent over and whispered in my ear.




    ‘I don’t like your friend, he is too black.’




    She was referring to Jimi’s South Indian heritage. He is very dark skinned but I thought this was a strange thing for someone as brown as a proverbial nut to comment on.




    She added.




    ‘Black men usually hit the women and never give them enough money.’




    Was she basing all this on stereotypes? Or had she been talking to Bubba from Texas? The girl sitting next to Jimi slowly got off her stool and walked away without saying anything. Another girl came and took her place but she appeared reluctant. Jimi was tanked up on Tiger and seemed oblivious to what was going on. I was a little put off by her manner and racist views. I turned to Jimi and asked him what the other bars were like just as a way of suggesting we move on and see what else was on offer in the building.




    ‘Peyton Place at the bottom of the building is OK lah. There are all sorts of women there, including Vietnamese.’ He grinned.




    ‘OK, let’s take a look then.’




    I wanted to get away from the racists for my new friends sake. We headed for the escalators down to the next level. As we slowly descended, standing at the bottom was a young girl with a plunging cleavage enhanced by large silicon breasts and wearing tight blue jeans. She had her hair cut short in a bob and I thought she looked really cute. She linked her arm into mine and pulled me close with surprising strength then whispered in my ear.




    ‘I go with you?’




    Where had I heard that voice and accent before? I know, in the lift in blue chiffon. It was another Lady boy. Jimi looked straight at him and said.




    ‘You a boy or a girl?’




    ‘Boy.’ He sheepishly replied pushing his crotch against my left thigh.




    ‘Well get lost lah.’ Jimi said loudly.




    What was going on? I asked myself. Lady boys make a bee line for me and the women are racist little brats. My new “girlfriend” slowly let his grasp of my arm slip and he pouted and looked longingly up into my eyes. I smiled back and shook my head. His parting husky words were.




    ‘I like youah smile, you handsome man.’




    I got onto the next set of escalators and looked back up at him and waved. He waved back.




    ‘Lady boys, they are dangerous, they steal your money and they can fight like hell lah. Remember Jack, they are men.’ Jimi shook his head and we went into Peyton Place.




    Inside we found a quieter part of the bar and again two girls from the Philippines joined us. It was the same routine of questions and answers and yet again the girl standing next to Jimi just wandered off. The girl I was talking to was called Kathy. She whispered in my ear about stereo typical black men. I shook my head and told her she must be wrong and anyway Jimi was as far as I knew a good guy and was not into beating women up.




    Jimi was starting to sway with the alcohol consumption in his system. I looked at my watch, it was ten past one, and asked him if he wanted a breath of fresh air. I was prepared to put him in a taxi and send him home and carry on taking in the sights of the Towers on my own.




    ‘Yeah, OK lah.’ he said. ‘Lets go outside and have a break from all this crazy stuff.’




    We went out at the rear entrance again, where there is a metal guardrail to stop pedestrians going straight out onto the road. We lent up against it and Jimi smoked slowly on a cigarette.




    I debated in my head whether to tell him why the women were avoiding him all night. Then a group of women came up to him and he started talking to them in a strange language. I could tell that the subject matter was of some debate and that some of them getting really worked up and animated. Jimi turned to me and said.




    ‘Can you lend me 150 Sing lah I want to take this girl home but I have run out of cash. I will pay you back next week.’




    A rather sheepish young girl looking like a rabbit caught in headlights was now standing next to him.




    I must point out that Jimi never did pay me back. But, I am more tolerant these days and don’t let this sort of thing bother me. I think?




    I took 150 Sing out of my wallet, handed it to Jimi and he went off to the taxi rank with this very young Vietnamese girl.




    Back at work on the Monday, Jimi told me that this girl was only 18 years old and was a virgin and the argument was about how much money they wanted him to pay for her services. I will never know if that was really true.




    I was now alone and standing with my back against the guardrail when a small girl in a short denim skirt came up to me. I did not recognise her in the street lights until she spoke, it was Kathy from Peyton Place.




    ‘I want to go with you tonight.’ She said snuggling her head into the middle of my chest. The initial shiny gloss of the evening was starting to wear off by now and I told her I was not interested.




    ‘I give you discount, 150 Sing for all night.’




    Right up to this point in my entire life I had never ever paid a woman for sex. But, for some strange reason it seemed to be perfectly normal here. I was getting the chance to have sex with a good looking woman and she was making some desperately needed cash to finance her and her family’s life in some distant remote jungle village. Now this was a charitable system that I was prepared to donate to with much less chance of the money being used up on administration charges and Lear Jets, by big name global charities.




    Kathy felt good up against me, her silky skin and those perfect white teeth smiling up at me from her wide full lipped mouth, melting any reservations I had.




    ‘OK then, let’s get a taxi back to my place.’




    Kathy hugged me, then tightly held my hand and dragged me to the queue at the taxi rank.




    What the Hell was I thinking about?


  




  

    IV Kathy’s Clown




    The Everly Brothers




    Fourth taxi ride of the night and I have a small Oriental woman snuggled up against me in the back of the Toyota. When we got back to the apartment Kathy made a Bee line for the kitchen.




    ‘Who takes care of you, you have a wife or girlfriend?’




    ‘No one, my company pays for an invisible cleaner and I eat out all the time.’




    ‘Oh I can take care of you, OK? I can cook and clean really good and take even better care of you in bed every night.’




    ‘Mmmmm no thanks this is a one time deal Mrs. Let’s get out of this kitchen.’




    We went through to the bedroom and she took her shoes off, she now came face to face with my belly button. I now realised how small she was, the platform shoes had given her about 6 or 7 inches extra height.




    ‘You have a towel?’ She Said.




    ‘Yes plenty of clean ones in the wardrobe.’




    Kathy went and got two and handed one to me and said.




    ‘You go shower please.’ The she pushed me towards the splash room.




    I went in and showered and then gave my teeth a scrub and walked back into the bedroom. Kathy was sitting on the bed with the towel wrapped round her and as soon as I came in she got up and went to the shower.




    After about five minutes she came out with her long hair tied up on top of her head and held in place with her toothbrush pushed through it. She got into the bed without a word. The towel wrapped tightly round her and she pulled the bed sheets up under her arms. Took the toothbrush out of hair and put it in her handbag. I sat on the edge of the bed thinking, which one makes the next move here.




    ‘Do you have a condom?’ She asked.’




    ‘No, I forgot to buy some.’




    In about 0.2 of a second she was out of the bed and standing with her back flat against the wall and staring at me in abject horror.




    ‘Its OK calm down, I can go down to the 7/11 under the building and get some. You wait here and stay out of that bloody kitchen.’




    She slowly headed back to the bed whilst I got my pants, shoes and a ‘T’ shirt on. Picked up my wallet and went to get the lift back down to the shops and food court under the building. The 7/11 store was open 24 hours. I walked in to find another six customers in there and they all seemed to be school age hanging around the counter. This is where the condom display rack is. Don’t dick around just go for it I thought. I picked up the first packet I saw. They were strawberry flavour. I like strawberries but I wondered if Kathy did. I also wondered if she knew the connection with my last name and strawberries.




    Fraser is a corruption of the French word for strawberry and it is thought the name came with the Normans after invading Britain in the year 1066. Anyway, Kathy’s clown now headed back up in the lift with a pack of three.




    I came back into the bedroom to find the main light out and Kathy waiting under the covers with only her head showing and the bedside light on. I pulled off my clothes and got into bed with her. She put the bed side light out and we were in total darkness.




    ‘Oh good move babe, now I have no idea where I am and who I am with.’




    She moved over to me and I felt the silky soft skin against mine. This was better than I had imagined and my hands began to run all over her. She was like a living silk sculpture, her limbs were so small and her wrists were half the diameter of mine. Kathy’s hands slid over my skin and made me tingle like I had never felt before. Her big soft lips soon found my mouth and she kissed me like we had known each other for months not minutes. Occasionally her tiny tongue darted and flickered against mine. This was all so unlike anything I had expected.




    ‘Condom.’ she whispered. I reached for the packet and tore it open. Removed one strawberry smelling condom and started to put it on. It was a struggle but I persevered. Then pushed and rolled and struggled even more to get the thing on. The smell of Strawberry permeating everywhere.




    ‘What’s going on here?’ I exclaimed in exasperation.




    I reached over to the bedside light and put it on for a closer inspection of the offending article. The condom barely passed over the head of my penis and came about half way down it and was so tight it was cutting off the circulation. Now this is not a boast but the condom was like nothing I had seen before. I pulled it off and laid it along the length of myself. It was very narrow looking and did not seem long enough. Believe me I have read all the stories about the average size penis and mine is no giant. It is I admit a little thicker in diameter than most according to statistics in Lad’s Mags but no longer than average.




    ‘Oh my God you are so big.’ She said.




    ‘Ha ha bloody ha I bet you say that to all the guys.’ I said this without thinking how she might be offended by such a response.




    ‘These condoms surely have to be a joke?’




    Kathy then told me that Eastern men are not so well endowed as us big boys from the West. The condoms were for the Asian market. I needed to buy what is considered extra large from a clinic or go and see a Singapore doctor.




    ‘At 2 o’clock in the morning! Not happening Baby.’




    What a disaster I thought. Kathy did not seem all that bothered and said we should just sleep on it and see how I felt in the morning and maybe try again with another condom it might slide on OK then. I was not so sure but she rolled over and went to sleep in seconds and soon I drifted off to sleep myself.




    Some how aware that someone was in the bed with me I woke with a start but soon realised where I was and that Kathy was in the bed with me. It was still dark outside and she had pushed the bed covers off herself and lay in a fetal position on her left side. Raising myself up on one elbow I leaned over her and looked at her slumbering form. My eyes were now used to the dark and I could see fairly well now and could make out she had little or no breasts but had very large, soft, dark brown nipples. It also became very obvious that she was not breathing. There was no movement at all from anywhere on her body. Shit, she’s dead, I thought. I moved closer and looked again, her chest was barely moving. It was as if she was conserving oxygen in the room. I had never seen anyone breathe with such a shallow movement before. My initial panic over. I lay and looked at her child size body on the white sheets. Her feet and hands were tiny and she had the build of a 10 year old from the west but this was a full grown woman of 26 years she had told me earlier. I lay there looking at her for a good while, then felt tired again and went back to sleep.




    Slowly starting to wake, I realised that something was taking place in the area of my groin. I was lying on my back and Kathy was sitting cross legged, in the Lotus position at the side of my hips. She was pounding away with her little hands just a blur. In no time at all I splattered all over my stomach. She got up and went to the shower room and washed her hands. I went in after her and showered my self down and came back to the bedroom. I got back into bed and she snuggled up against me like we were old time lovers. She gave me a peck on the lips and said she wanted to find a good man like me to take care of her back in the Philippines.




    ‘We hardly know each other woman, but I love you long time.’ I joked with a big cheesy grin on my face.




    She was serious though. Her main aim in life was to find the right guy with enough money to keep her happy for the rest of her life. Then I noticed as she lay against me something I had missed in the night. She had a long smiley scar across the lower half of her belly. A caesarean scar. She told me she had two children but had no husband to take care of her and the kids. The husband had run off with his drink problem and another woman.




    I was to hear this same story repeated dozens of times over the coming months.
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