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A brief history:




    Angeles has long held a place in the heart of mongers around the world for non-stop booty at an economical price. However, in the spring and summer of 2013, the recent elections threatened to rock the foundation of the bar scene, and it was at this time that I traveled to the heart of darkness and penned these pages.




    In the days and months leading up to my holiday, there had been many damning reports of bar closings and other difficulties related to the mongering scene in Angeles City, Philippines. Basically, the mayor threatened to shut down the entire red light district. It reached a point where many people who should know were predicting the imminent demise of AC. A few bars closed and set sail for safer waters, and several managers went underground.




    This was an interesting period of history to witness first hand, as AC bars scrambled to find their way in an uncertain terrain.


  




  

    
FORWARD




    I have never have had more confusion nor more clarity then when I am drinking.




    This diary is mostly true.




    The facts that are fiction are name changes to protect the guilty and a scant hint of hyperbole to enhance the story. I swear on Gideon’s Bible, that in this narrative I have never reported an event that did not occur, nor changed a name that didn’t require subterfuge. In addition, I attest that no sex mongering account is exaggerated. No sex story contained herein has been altered or glorified. All the fucking is 100% true.


  




  

    
MGA HULING ARAW – THE LAST DAYS




    “Now it is done. Now the story ends. And there is no way to tell it. The art of fiction is dead. Reality has strangled invention. Only the utterly impossible, the inexpressibly fantastic, can ever be plausible again.” – Red Smith


  




  

    
WEDNESDAY




    This trip will be so different from any other, and I guess that is how it should be. To start off, I flew from NYC to Moscow and then on to Hong Kong. I sit here writing this first entry in Mongkok, Hong Kong in what is one of the smallest hotel rooms I have ever seen. There is an entry way just over four feet long, barely enough for the door to open, a bathroom to the right is the size of a wonton. The shower stall is equal to one-third the size of the entire bathroom. In the bedroom, a desk is wedged between the wall and the double bed.




    The decision to fly through Moscow came about because Aeroflot offered the best price when I finally decided to lower the hammer in March. It is a great feeling actually booking the ticket to come back each year, but it is also an irrevocable action that looms for months as another torturous few days of travel approaches.




    The itinerary this year has a duration of 52 hours, including taking a bus to NY, the two 9 hour plus flights, and an 8 hour layover in Moscow. It doesn’t get much worse. The Moscow airport is cramped and has poor air conditioning, and despite the fact that there are many sexy young Russian chicks walking around, it is an extremely uncomfortable wait. Add to that, the price for anything is ridiculous, even worse than a US airport, if you can believe that: $15 for a glass of wine, my ass.




    But here I am today in Hong Kong, suffering serious jet lag, but only a hop and a skip from Angeles where I will be tomorrow!




    My first adventure in Hong Kong mongering was to go online and look up 141.com because I have heard about it so many times over the years. So quite literally there are hundreds of take out girls on this site, and all you have to do is pick the one you like, write down her address, and go for a visit. The chicks range in price from 250 – 900 HKD, or roughly $30 - $115 USD depending on the girl and what you want. The funny thing is, I am so tired from the flight I was thinking I would just take a nap and go later.




    But then I was really afraid to hit the sack, because I could see myself just sleeping through the whole day and having to fly out without doing any mongering or anything else while I am here. So I wasn’t going to let that happen and I picked out a nice sexy looking massage girl right around the corner from the hotel who was asking 600 HKD for a massage and full service. The website has her phone number and address, but no one ever answered when I called. Man, this chick is popular! Aw hell, I’m just going over to the place and see what happens.


  




  

    
THE 141 EXPEDITION




    Now the description of this place is really interesting and you should take notes, because I almost didn’t find it. First of all, I need to say that this section of Hong Kong is bustling, crowded, the weather is stifling, you can’t walk a block without breaking a huge sweat, and having several dozen people bump into you on the sidewalk. But at the same time, you can tell this city is really industrious, and everybody is hard working. There’s few beggars, but many stores, banks, businesses, people building projects, cooking street food, going to school, whatever, just thousands of people doing their daily toils, and you better get out of the way.




    I am looking for the address and basically it is a doorway stuck between two stores that I walked right by the first time. So I am trying to find the street number and all these people are bumping into me and pushing by rather rudely I think, but it is Asia, so whatever. When I find the place, I go in, and there are these old rickety elevators and maybe four or five guys waiting to go up. The place is a real hole, and I actually enjoy these types of venues. I mean it looks like something out of a Stanley Kubrick movie inside. Peeling paint and busted up walls with graffiti scrawled everywhere. But there are so many legitimate businesses all around, I am thinking, this can’t be right.




    So I walk out on the street again, but there is no other door.




    This has to be the place.




    I go back in and ask this dude, “Have you ever heard of 141?”




    His head snaps and he looks right at me, guilty as hell, and says, “No!”




    My radar shoots up and I am thinking, yeah right. So I ride the elevator up to the top floor to see what is what. Man, the elevator was so creaky and small, I was praying the doors would open when we got to the top.




    Here is the deal, you get off the elevator on the 14th floor and there are these apartment doors decorated with Christmas lights, and red 141 tags. As you descend the staircase, every floor has between four to eight doors decorated this way, and every door has a girl behind it. I am knocking on doors, and basically greeting many girls on my way back down.




    On the 12th floor, this cute 26 year-old Myanmar girl from Vietnam looks good to me, and we agree on 600 HKD for a massage and blowjob. I really felt this was too much, but what the hell, she is my first Hong Kong girl. So for about $77 USD she gives me a shower, very nice massage, and excellent covered head.




    Normally, I really hate condoms, but the girl, who said her name is Funny, told me she had been working in Hong Kong for 10 years, and other places before she came here. I was thinking, damn, she a prostitute before she turned 16, she has a lot of mileage on that body, even though she didn’t look like it. So covering up was probably wise.




    The 14th down through the 6th floor of this building were set up with Christmas lights on maybe half the doors, I would estimate about 40 apartments in all.




    Why can’t they do something like that in America? Set a bunch of chicks in the top floors of a high rise out of sight and let guys have their peccadillo on their way home from work. It is really quite civilized if you think about it.


  




  

    
EVENING




    After the 141 Expedition, I go back to my shoebox and fall asleep, and now it is 11:30 pm. Tomorrow I have to fly out around 6 am so I decide I will grab a quick bite and then maybe another session before napping a bit more.




    Immediately when I exit the hotel there is a different vibe on the street, people are much younger, and there are several young women just standing around texting, but not really making eye contact or any overt signals, so really I am not sure. Maybe they are just waiting for their friends or something.




    There is one corner where the chicks are dressed very slutty and they have even pulled out small plastic stools to sit on. Definitely this is a group of Freelancers. I go up to one of the girls and ask her, “How much do you want to go with me?”




    There are a bunch of young guys who are also standing there, and one of them steps up and says, “330, come upstairs.” He motions to a lighted doorway with a massage sign. The girl never talked, she is letting him be the pimp. So I say, “show me,” and we go up a few flights to this small series of bedrooms with porn playing in each room, and the first guy goes back down. The new guy at the top of the steps tells me to go in one of the rooms, but I am not having any part of that because there are no girls around.




    I ask him, “Is there a lineup?” and he says, “They are coming,” and he points to a closed circuit TV and I can see a few girls walking up the steps. Once they come into the lobby area, they really don’t look that good, just normal, maybe 4s or 5s, and around 30 years old. There are three girls and I ask him, “How much if I choose one?” and he says, “380.“ That comment makes up my mind, and I tell him, “No thanks,” and the girls leave.




    I really don’t like it when the price changes after you go in the door.




    I start down the steps and the guy is shouting something about he has more girls and no money, but I am out and not going back.




    What I begin to realize is there are many doors with florescent lights on this street, and every one of these places is a full service massage with dirty steps going up to dingy rooms. It hard for me to reconcile paying to do this when I know I will be in AC tomorrow, so I just pass by.




    Later, I go in a rotating sushi bar and have two plates of sushi, miso soup with crab, and a beer. The total bill is 76 HKD, less than $10 USD. I am ready to catch some winks and head back to the airport in a few hours.


  




  

    
FLYING IN




    The flight to AC from HKG is only two hours, but when I get to the airport, Cebu Pacific has a policy that you must have an ongoing ticket from Phils before arriving there.




    Aw, shit.




    My outgoing ticket is from HKG to back home so I have to get out of line and go book a ticket in order to get my boarding pass. I really wanted to keep my options open, but what the hell, and I get online and book a flight out of PI and go back to get my boarding pass.




    While I am waiting to board, I sit in this café grill for breakfast. When the waiter comes with the coffee, he sits the coffee down and accidently spills a glass of water off his tray and it falls right on my laptop.




    Aw, double shit.




    I grab the laptop and immediately turn it over, and I take a bunch of napkins and quickly dry off the keypad. Everything seems functional, so at least that is good, despite the fact that I am also drenched. The manager comes over and says breakfast is complimentary. OK great, but can I now order a bottle of wine since it’s free, and also a new laptop? Hah ha. No harm done, and the flight is quick and mercifully uneventful the rest of the way.




    Just a few words about Hong Kong:




    It is a really cool modern city, but has so many vestiges of the past. For instance, the train and bus system from the airport are cheap and efficient. It is very easy to get around and understand where to go. On the other hand, the roads are old and you can tell the infrastructure in many places is crumbling. It is the same with many of the buildings. You have very sleek modern high rises right next to tenements. Glossy billboards cover grimy 19th century apartment buildings everywhere you look, a study in contrasts.




    The mongering is fairly expensive compared to Phils, but actually very reasonable according to prices in most countries and very accessible. The food is really good, diverse, and cheap. The hotel I stayed was a bit expensive for the accommodations, but not out of line with Western prices and probably a bit cheaper. All in all, I liked Hong Kong for the hustle and bustle, modern efficiency, old world charm, excellent food and easy mongering.


  




  

    
MY FIRST DAY BACK IN ANGELES CITY




    “If you come to a fork in the road, take it.” – Yogi Berra




    All right, mongering is why I come to Phils, and now I have arrived and checked in to the hotel. Let the games begin!




    I decided to stay at a place up near Perimeter, but off the main street. This is mostly due to all the reports about the changes in AC, raids, managers quitting, no barfines, etc. I want to have fun, but I don’t want to become a human trafficking headline. So since everybody is predicting apocalypse, with the demise of Disneyland imminent, I will take a more demure approach this year. Things are a bit different so let’s test the waters before diving in.




    If the bar scene is too difficult, I might pull out and head for greener pastures. But for now, I have reservations off the strip and just observing for a few days. Staying off the beaten path has its advantages, but is also a bit of a pain, as you will see.




    I unpacked my bags, took a shower, and now it is 1:30 pm and I head around the corner for a short time blowjob. When I get to the bar, it is padlocked, and I am like, uh oh, not good. There is a young pinoy out front and he says, “Knock,” so I do. The door opens, and there are two cute girls in the bar with the lights out, no music, and that’s it. I say, “Are you closed?” and they say, “No, just opening, sit down and have a beer.” A few sips later and I go with one of the girls in the backroom, and a few minutes later, the deed is done.




    Same as it ever was, same as it ever was.




    Well, maybe.




    Here is a run down of observations this first afternoon on Perimeter:




    I went in three bars.




    There were many girls in each bar.




    Always a young pinoy was out front, except one bar near Petron had a door girl.




    I get very mixed responses from conversations in the bars.




    I sit in one bar, and ask a guy I recognize, “Hi, are you the manager now?”




    He says, “I’m not sure.” After a bit, he says, “Yes.”




    “Are there barfines?”




    “No. The girl can go with you if she wants.”




    “Is there a mamasan?”




    “No.”




    “Who is watching the girls?”




    “No one.”


  




  

    
THURSDAY NIGHT




    Around 6 pm, I meet up with my wingman Rico Suave from previous adventures, and we go down to Blow Row. Wow, these girls are so enthusiastic and you would never know anything has changed. Some of the girls from last year immediately recognize me and come out and grab my hand, pulling me into the bar.




    After a few beers, we head down on lower Fields, and it seems less guys are out than normal, but maybe not. Some of the bars are packed, but others are nearly deserted. Same as it ever was. Suave and I start doing tequila shots, and I am quickly getting blotto.




    It seems every bar on Fields has a different idea for circumventing the bar fine system:




    Some bars, no barfine but the girl can leave if she wants.




    Other bars, no barfine, but you can buy a barkey doll and give it to the girl you like.




    Other bars, buy 10 or 12 drinks, whatever. Other bars, buy a party animal drink, whatever that is.




    In one bar, the manager says. “No barfine.”




    The girl says, “Yes barfine is ok.”




    The waitress says, “Buy action doll,” or something for the girl, I’m not sure.




    “Let me see one of those action dolls.”




    “Sorry sir, we don’t have any here.”




    “But I can still buy one?”




    “Yes.”




    Really mixed responses depending on whom you are talking to, but definitely, it is still a lot of fun in AC.




    Around midnight, we head into HS and it is dead. I would really like to go back later but wow, I am so tired and drunk, so we head over to the short time bars. The girls are very vocal.




    “Come with me. I like you so much.”




    “How much for short time? 700 on premises? Well, ok.”




    After about an hour or more grinding on maybe six or more girls, the mini orgy has to end.




    “Bye bye-ee girls, love you so much!”




    I am too drunk and I have to get back to my room so far away. One of the pains about being near Perimeter, you can’t just roll into bed. It is always a long walk or trike back to the room.


  




  

    
DISCLAIMER




    “Certain things, they should stay the way they are. You ought to be able to stick them in one of those big glass cases and just leave them alone.” ― J.D. Salinger




    You may have noticed that I am being really non-specific about names, dates and locations, and this is by design. Another thing, I am not writing this in real time but publishing after the fact. This is mostly paranoia, a desire for self-preservation. If some shit does go down, there is no way I want to pull a Bender, so to speak, by broadcasting my proclivity to those who may not have at heart a monger’s best interests.




    I feel a bit sad to even write the above, but that is the reality of the situation. I have my life outside of Disneyland, which I don’t plan on screwing up by advertising the AC exploits of Lucky J.




    I am sure the bar owners, managers, and girls will be happy to not have paparazzi-like reporting on their daily triumphs and struggles. You guys who know AC will be smart enough to reasonably guess the ambiguous descriptions of people and places without me stating the obvious. You wanna-be mongers at home who thirst for specific names and places of my vicarious adventures are the real losers here. Go watch some Asian porn and book a flight for god’s sake.




    And if there are any acronym guys lurking, whatever, you can all go fuck yourselves. Mabuhay! By the way, if the mongering scene goes balls up in AC, good luck with the many new construction projects Mister Mayor. Maybe your boy has that one figured out, too.




    All right, time to get off my soapbox.


  




  

    
APARTMENT HUNTING




    During the day I have been scouting out locations for a monthly rental.




    The really aggravating thing is that no matter what the place, and whether you offer cash up front or not, most condos are unwilling to extend a more favorable deal. For instance, I was talking to one of my friends who lives down near Fields, and he said one condo near there he knows has many vacancies. So I went in to negotiate a monthly rental and offered cash up front for a reduction of 10% on their rate. No deal. They would rather let the room sit empty.




    Another hotel offers a free night if you rent for four nights. Now that is a decent promo, but there is no pool. So I ask the manager if I rent for the month, what will he offer?




    He says, “That is our promo, that’s it.”




    “What if I pay cash upfront?”




    “That is our promo, that’s it.”




    The place I am staying now is OK. Nice pool, good bar, decent room, quiet, but their wifi is spotty and it is a long walk every time I go out the door.




    So as of today, I have several monthly offers ranging from about $650 USD up to $1800 USD for the month with quality widely varied, and I really have to decide in the next day or so.


  




  

    
FRIDAY




    Today was spent primarily up on Perimeter. The great thing to do on Perimeter is walk up as far as you want going in every other bar, and then go in the ones you missed on the way back.




    But first things first, so let’s stop in a short time bar and let off a bit of pressure. Rico Suave comes up to my place and we head into a few of the short time places, but the talent isn’t great. In the third bar, we are practically mobbed by the girls, and Rico is convinced. He takes a girl in the back. I joke him, you’re on the clock.




    While Suave is getting worked on, many guys start showing up, and the girls are opening their pants right in the bar, and damn, slow down ladies.




    “Is that the Mayor’s car?”




    After a bit, it is time to go and we head up to some of the better bars near Clarkton. Suave and I start playing pool, and there is a game called partner pool that we invented last year, so we each look for a girl to partner with.




    There was a really cute girl I noticed on the way in, so I go to the door to see if she is still outside, and she is.
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