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    Author’s Note




    I was first told this story by an old mamasan in a Pattaya bar I used to frequent who had been around since American servicemen came to the city for R&R during the war in Vietnam. We used to call her Mama Joy and during the telling of the tale, which took several weeks, I kept the old lady well lubricated with generous amounts of her favorite tipple, gin and tonic. No doubt this perhaps misguided generosity on my part will cause some cynics to doubt the veracity of the old bar-woman’s words.




    Now, I honestly do not know if the story that Mama Joy related to me is a pack of alcohol-induced lies or not, but it is undeniable that the main characters and places certainly did exist, although obviously, I have found it necessary to change certain names, dates and locations in the retelling. Despite admitting to having used a liberal amount of narrative license, I am sure that anyone who has been around Pattaya for any length of time will be able to recognize the main players who appear in this book.




    Totally true, wildly exaggerated or a complete fabrication, I think the story Mama Joy told me is a cracker and well worth telling. Indeed, if the old lady did make it all up as she went along, she was definitely wasted as a mamasan.




    This book is in no way an indictment against Pattaya, which is a fine place for a holiday. It is relatively safe, the nightlife is second to none, the people are friendly, the food is fantastic and there is a great deal to see and do. However, like any big city in the world, Pattaya does have its darker aspects and it just so happens that this is the side of the city I have chosen to write about in this book.


  




  

    GLOSSARY




    Chai dee: Good hearted




    Chai yen: Cool, calm




    Farang: Foreigner of Western descent




    Gung-gaam-graang: Lobster




    Isaan: North East Thailand




    Khao Pad Kai: Chicken fried rice




    Kha: Polite prefix used by females




    Khai yat Sai: Minced Pork Omelet




    Khao mun khai: Thai dish with red sauce




    Kobkhun khrap: Thank you very much




    Koi: Penis (slang)




    Kuay tiaw: Noodles




    Lakorn: Thai soap opera




    Lao khao: Strong alcohol made from rice




    Luuk khreung: Half Thai/westerner




    Maeh: Mother




    Mai pen rai: Never mind




    Mamasan: Woman who takes care of bar-girls




    Mawlam: Type of Isaan music




    Mia noy: Minor wife




    Muay Thai: Thai boxing




    Nong: Young sister




    Pai nai: Question: where are you going?




    Phaasin: Wraparound garment worn by women




    Phleng Korat: Music from Nakhon Ratchasima




    Phon tamruat: Low ranking policeman




    Phooyai ban: Village headman




    Phor: Father




    Pi-Saat: Devil, demon




    Sai got: Thai sausage




    Sawang boriboon: Rescue/emergency service




    Sawasdee: Hello, good day




    Soi: Street or road




    Songthaew: Pick -up truck taxi




    Teelac: Darling, sweetheart




    Thanon: Larger street or road




    Tukotah: Doll




    Tuk-tuk: Taxi constructed from motorcycle




    Wai: Palms together greeting or respectful gesture




    Wai run: Teenager or youth




    Yai: Grandmother; old lady


  




  

    CHAPTER ONE




    1st April 1975, Crown Hotel, Sukhumvit Soi 29, Bangkok




    Squinting in the half-light of the early morning, the young American Marine looked at the black dial of his military issue watch and sighed deeply. Seven a.m. That was that, then; another R&R over. Another week of booze, grass and sex that had passed by so quickly in a stoned, alcoholic haze the G.I barely knew he had experienced it. Just another couple of hours and it was back to the fucking madhouse.




    The boy felt a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach and he lay back and looked at the full-length mirror on the ceiling above the bed. The bed sheet had fallen away from the Thai girl sleeping beside him and she looked young, slim and pretty and suddenly very desirable. Her hair cut a swathe of black silk across the whiteness of the pillows. The Marine felt his cock stirring and sighed at the craziness of his life. Over here I make love to them, and over there I kill them, he thought; then he pulled the girl on top of him without waking her up. He watched his reflection fucking her in the mirror on the ceiling for a while, but just as the girl awoke and started getting into it the realization of what he was returning to hit his brain with a jolt of near-panic and he pushed her away from him roughly. The girl turned over and went back to sleep. She did not care what he did so long as he paid her. She was used to crazy American servicemen by now.




    The boy reached for a pack of Lucky Strikes on the wooden cabinet beside the bed. There was a box of unopened condoms still on top of the cigarettes. The young Marine swore. That meant a trip to the medic for a check-up and a bollocking for sure; contracting venereal diseases was looked upon a serious offence in the U.S military. He glared at the dozing girl as though it was her fault and suddenly, in a fit of instant rage, he shoved her out of the bed angrily. The girl fell awkwardly onto the polished wooden floor with a heavy thud and stared up at the young Marine furiously. When she saw the expression of hatred on his face she began to pull on her clothes quickly. She had been working the bars in Soi Cowboy for three years now and she had seen that look before. The boy had not left Bangkok yet, but his mind was back in Vietnam already. After she had dressed the girl picked up the money the boy had thrown onto the floor beside her and she left the hotel without a backward glance, unaware of the new life that was already beginning to grow inside her.




    ***




    Eighteen months later at three a.m. on a wild, stormy Bangkok night, the very same girl was furtively sneaking down a filthy alleyway off a backstreet near the dock area of Klong Thoey, not far from where she shared a room with five other girls who all worked the in the bars around Soi Cowboy. She carried a small bundle that was wrapped in a soiled blanket. She had chosen a night when the rain was falling heavily so there would be nobody around. The war in Vietnam had been over for more than a year now and all the servicemen had gone home. The bar-strip was all but dead most nights now, apart from a few oil workers and aircraft mechanics on leave from their jobs in the Middle East, so there was very little money to be made. The other hookers the girl lived with had taken care of their friend and the baby she had conceived with the young American Marine for eight months, but fed up with the constant yells of the difficult child and the stink of the baby’s shit they had now told her that either she or the infant had to go. There just was not enough money around to keep the kid anymore.




    The baby boy was not a loveable child. He constantly screamed and demanded attention twenty-four hours of the day and night. He did not like to be picked up and held although he yelled whenever he was left on his own. Although already over eight months old, he had not yet smiled once and would stare at the girls with a strange, unnerving glare. On top of that, he did not appear to quite right. He was far too large for his age and had been born with one blue and one brown eye. To the superstitious eyes of the up-country Thai girls, this made him appear rather weird and even a little frightening. His mother felt no love for the child at all. In fact she hated him. Like the rest of the baby, his teeth had developed very early and as soon as he was able to, when he fed at her breasts he seemed to delight in biting his mother’s nipples so hard he drew blood. The girl held it against the unwanted child for spoiling her perfect, money-making body and hated him so much she had not even bothered to give him a name.




    Hurrying along in the driving rain, the girl turned down a darkened, dingy alleyway and paused outside one of the many battered wooden doorways in the street. She placed the bundle she was carrying on the steps that led up to the door. For once, her child was silently sleeping. His mother had mixed a large measure of Mekhong whisky with the milk in his bottle and the alcohol had sent the baby into a deep slumber. The bar-girl took a last look at her unconscious infant and spat on the pot-holed, muddy surface of the backstreet. Then she knocked loudly on the peeling door and fled up the narrow track. The girl murmured to herself as she ran away.




    “A farang gave him to me so a farang can take care of him,” she muttered, slowing to a walk as she reached the end of the alley. Her fingers lovingly caressed the large roll of banknotes tucked into her brassiere. The occupant of the house where she had just left her baby had given her the money in Soi Cowboy earlier that evening. With a lightness of heart she had not felt since she had discovered she was pregnant, the girl smiled to herself and disappeared into the rain-spattered darkness of the Bangkok night.




    A few moments after the girl had gone, the door in the alleyway in Klong Thoey opened. A huge, heavily tattooed white man in a sarong stood in the doorway holding a baseball bat and glaring up and down the deserted street. His shaved head shone in the weak light emanating from his tiny home. He was shirtless and the gloom of the early hours did nothing to hide either the ugliness of his battered features or the power of his massively muscled torso. The giant bent down to the tiny bundle on the step. His deltoids and biceps bunched like melons under his skin as he picked the baby up. He looked up and down the murky alley again, then tucked the swaddled child under one thick arm and went back into his ramshackle house, shutting the door quietly behind him.




    Big Denny McDonald walked into his small bedroom carrying the sleeping child in one huge hand and his baseball bat in the other. He was so tall he had to duck his large, bald head in order to enter the doorway. A beautiful, naked Thai girl sat up on the bed in the room. She was very slim and petite and her features were nothing less than perfect. Her waist-length hair shone like wet coal. The girl’s skin was milk-white and flawless and her small, firm breasts pointed their rosebud nipples at Denny as he entered the room. The sound of the girl’s harsh Isaan voice, however, was designed to be heard across the rice-fields and was in stark contrast to her beauty.




    “Who the fuck was that this time of the night?” she complained raucously, using just one of the many choice phrases she had learnt in her two years with Denny spent running their bar in Soi Cowboy. Her giant boyfriend dropped the blanket-wrapped baby unceremoniously on the bed beside her. He picked up a half-full bottle of Mekhong whisky from a small table beside the bed and took several deep gulps.




    “Told you I’d give you a kid,” he growled at her, his scarred face almost breaking into a smile for once; then the big man drank the rest of the whisky down in two swallows, looking very proud of himself.




    The Thai girl looked down at the baby in wonderment. Hardly daring to believe the child was real, she picked him up and pulled the dirty blanket away from his face. The baby’s eyes were screwed tightly shut and he slept a peaceful, alcohol-saturated sleep. The girl hugged the infant tightly to her naked breasts and looked up at Big Denny MacDonald with eyes that glistened blackly with sudden tears and hero-worship.




    “Oh, Denny, he is beautiful!” she said, the radiant joy on her face making her more stunningly attractive than ever.




    Denny looked into the shining eyes of his gorgeous lover, who was still gazing up adoringly at him. The wrinkled face of the baby meant absolutely nothing to him. In fact, he could not stand kids, but he knew there was no other way to keep the only girl he had ever needed happy.




    “Maybe so,” replied Denny, dropping his sarong to the grimy floor and standing massively naked in front of the bed. He took the baby none-too-gently from the girl’s slim arms and placed him on the covers next to where she lay.




    “But both of you are going to learn right away who comes first,” Denny said tersely, climbing on top of his diminutive girlfriend’s form and covering her with his own immense body.




    The giant drove himself into the tiny Thai girl so violently it seemed he might break her in half, but she clung to his hugely muscled frame tightly and responded with an ardor he knew she had not felt for months. Big Denny grinned to himself, thinking that the twenty thousand baht he had given the bar-girl for her baby might have been worth it despite his doubts. Thanks to this monkey-faced kid, Denny knew he was going to get to keep his bar in Soi Cowboy, after all.




    Without missing a stroke, Big Denny MacDonald turned to look at the child who lay beside him on the bed. Their frantic coupling had woken the baby and he was gazing at Denny’s face unblinkingly. Denny noticed the bizarre appearance of the infant’s different colored, staring eyes for the first time and he was surprised when a violent shudder coursed through his body.




    It felt as if somebody had walked over his grave.


  




  

    CHAPTER TWO




    May 5th 1990, Leopard Bar, Soi Cowboy, Bangkok




    Denny McDonald was not a happy man. He was also even more drunk than usual, which made him more dangerous than ever. An hour ago, he had just closed and locked the door of the Leopard Bar behind him after yet another unprofitable night’s trading. Now, he was sitting morosely alone in the half-darkness at the scarred, polished counter that ran along one side of his seedy drinking den, with only a rapidly diminishing bottle of Mekhong whisky for company.




    Denny had been running bars in Soi Cowboy for seventeen years now and it irked him that he was financially worse off than he had been when he had finished his last tour of duty with the United States Marines in 1973 during the Vietnam War. The big man had been a superb soldier in his time. His total fearlessness, strength and the vicious streak he had always possessed had been honed by the Military until they had molded him into the perfect killing machine. But four tours in Vietnam are enough for anyone and Denny had decided to pack in killing gooks and make his fortune as a bar-owner in Bangkok. It had not worked out. He may have been a fine Marine, but as the boss of a go-go bar in Sin-City he was a lamentable failure. This was largely due to the fact that most nights Big Denny MacDonald drank considerably more alcohol than he sold.




    Denny poured himself yet another glass of the strong, dark Thai whisky he was so fond of and scowled. He blamed Fon, himself. And that weird freak of a kid they had adopted. Denny took another slug of booze and recalled the stormy night fifteen years ago when he had first picked the sleeping baby up from the front step of their old house in Klong Thoey. He also remembered the twenty thousand baht he had given to the little bastard’s mother. Hell; he could sure do with that money right now.




    It had seemed like the only thing to do to Denny at the time. The war in Vietnam was still on way back then and trade was brisk; all the bars in Soi Cowboy were making big bucks from the free-spending servicemen who came to Bangkok for their R&R. Denny had had a good deal of back and severance pay coming to him when he left the Marines and he put it all into opening up the biggest bar in the strip. Mostly due to Fon, who as well as being a smart businesswoman also had a brother who was a high-ranking cop, Denny soon started making the sort of money he used to dream about when he was still crouched up to his ass in a filthy swamp or a water-filled trench in a steamy jungle in Vietnam.




    Denny still missed his days in the Military. Back then, kitted out in faded army greens and carrying a rifle, his magnificent physique deeply tanned from the tropical sun, Lance Corporal McDonald had certainly looked like every ones’ idea of a real man. Unfortunately, the tough young Marine had kept a secret that he found extremely embarrassing. Unlike his M.16, the weapon that hung between Big Denny McDonald’s legs - although undeniably impressive in size and appearance - fired nothing more effective than blanks. And since he had taken up with her over three years ago, Fon had been banging on incessantly at him to give her a baby.




    Denny knew all too well that without Fon his bar would fall to pieces. It was Fon who arranged all the necessary pay-offs to her brother’s pals in the police force, as well as recruiting and running all the girls and buying in the booze at mysteriously cut-price rates from a collection of shady friends. The ex-Marine’s beautiful Thai girlfriend was also a tactful expert at defusing any potential violent incidents that arose amongst volatile punters with nothing more than a smile, a pat on the shoulder and a few free drinks. Denny’s clumsy attempts at diplomacy usually ended up with no more success than a mess of broken glass, splintered furniture and bloodstains splattered all over the floor of his bar. Although Denny had learned to speak some Thai during his time in Bangkok, his people skills still amounted to little more than punching jaws and cracking heads. There was no doubt about it and he knew it. Without Fon his bar would be finished.




    Denny had instinctively known that he was going to have to provide a baby for his Thai girlfriend somehow. As well as being the best mamasan in Bangkok, Fon was also one of the sexiest girls in Soi Cowboy so he knew there would be plenty of volunteers ready and willing to give her what he could not. It was only Denny’s violent reputation that had stopped anyone from moving in on Fon up until now. When Denny had overheard two go-go girls in the Moonshine Joint discussing how they were going to help a friend dump an unwanted baby outside the gates of an orphanage, it had seemed like a Godsend. Denny took the girls quietly to one side and stepped in with an offer he knew they would not refuse. The dancers agreed to the big man’s proposed deal at once. The mother of the child would be twenty thousand baht better off, the child would be provided with a new home, Fon would have a baby too coo over and Denny McDonald would get to keep his bar.




    At first, after the deed was done everything had seemed to work perfectly. Fon was ecstatic and completely entranced by the baby, who she viewed as her own. She did not seem to mind at all that she was not the child’s natural mother. For several months Denny could do no wrong and was in control again, which meant he did nothing more than get steaming drunk every night while Fon ran the bar. The couple hired an old lady with betel-nut stained teeth to look after baby, who Fon had named Somchit after her father, when they were busy.




    Then the war in Vietnam ended. For a long time, the Soi Cowboy bar-strip was all but deserted and Denny and Fon were forced to sell their large premises and move to a much smaller establishment called the Leopard Bar. They also had to relocate from the small rented house that Fon loved so much in Klong Thoey in order to conserve their dwindling supply of money. The new Leopard Bar building had a poky little room on the second floor where Fon slept with Somchit. Most nights Denny passed out in a drunken stupor on the torn plastic sofa in the empty bar downstairs.




    It soon became plain that the child they had adopted was extremely difficult and nobody could do a thing with him except for Fon, who doted on the troublesome infant. The old lady with the crimson gums had long since left, saying that Somchit was the child of a demon. The baby would scream until he was blue in the face if anyone but Fon tried to tend to his needs, and did so until he was five years old. Somchit was an unhappy child who did not seem to feel any real affection for anybody and even Fon was treated as nothing more than someone to provide his food. Despite Somchit’s obvious lack of attachment to his stepmother Fon was still completely besotted by the child and in her eyes he could do no wrong. The years passed by and the ex-pat workers and tourists that had begun to come to Thailand in increasing numbers eventually brought Soi Cowboy back to life again, but by this time most of Fon’s time was taken up by the awkward toddler. Denny had turned into a hopeless drunk. The Leopard Bar made barely enough money to pay for the family to live on, but at least Denny had a constant supply of booze.




    Mainly in an attempt to make his visa situation easier, Denny had persuaded Fon to marry him just after baby Somchit arrived and surprisingly, the couple stayed together. Fon still made a half-hearted attempt to run the Leopard Bar, but her heart was not in it anymore and the dive developed the unenviable reputation of being the biggest shit-hole in the street. Fon’s policeman brother had by now taken up a new post in Korat as a Captain, which also made things more difficult for Denny and Fon as they now had to pay the cops the going rate for the privilege of running their business. What with the stress of managing an ailing bar and looking after a demanding child and a violent, alcoholic husband, it was not long before Fon’s looks began to fade and she soon became tired and worn-out looking. This pleased Denny because he did not need to worry too much about any other potential suitors stealing her away from him anymore. He had never really loved Fon, anyway. All he had wanted was somebody to run the bar for him while got pissed drunk.




    With all the drinking he was doing, Denny’s own marvelous physique soon began to turn to fat. Despite the loss of his awesome muscle tone, he was still a huge, menacing man and had an abominable temper. He was almost always drunk and this put many customers off from drinking in the Leopard Bar as he was frightening enough even when stone-cold sober. He would also shout abuse at the girls he employed, so it came to pass that only the roughest and oldest would work for him. Denny also took to giving Fon the occasional beating and as Somchit grew up, he did the same with the child. He seemed to blame both his wife and his stepson for his lack of success and his drinking.




    Somchit became even wilder as he grew older and he was expelled from two schools before he reached the age of eleven. Although undeniably more of a Thai than a Westerener in appearance, at second glance the boy was quite obviously a luuk khreung or half-farang and the other children delighted in making fun of his lighter colored hair and skin and the fact that he possessed a larger nose than they all did. Somchit’s strange eyes were also a great source of entertainment to the other children and it was this that first prompted them to call him Pi-Saat, which means ‘Devil’. It was not long before the nick-name stuck and Denny especially took great delight in using it. By the time he was twelve years old, nobody called the boy anything else. Although Pi-Saat did not seem to mind his unusual nick-name at all, it soon became very obvious that he was not going to take the jibes at his appearance anymore.




    Although Denny took very little notice of Pi-Saat other than to give him the occasional thick ear or black eye, it was not long before it became plain that the boy had learned a few things from his violent stepfather. Pi-Saat was first expelled from school when he was only nine years old. Using the sharp point of a compass, the furious schoolboy had attacked a group of children who were jeering at him in the playground and the stabs he had handed out had made it necessary for two of the kids to visit the hospital. The second occasion, when he was twelve, was far more serious. On the way home from school Pi-Saat had lain in wait for a large bully who was several years older than himself who had been foolish enough to tease him about his strange eyes. As his tormentor passed by the alleyway he was hiding in, Pi-Saat had thrown half a brick at the boy. It took more than thirty stitches to sew the injured lad’s head back together and he was unconscious for two days after the attack. It was the only time in his life that Denny McDonald had ever clapped the stepson he hated so much on the back.
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