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    Pattaya - October 2012




    Sunday Encounters




    Paul Swift wandered down to his usual Sunday watering hole. He always enjoyed a pre-lunch margarita at Acapulco, a treat he looked forwards to all week as he had decided Sundays and special occasions only. It was a small bar, open onto the soi, but they knew how to mix a mean margarita. If he was feeling peckish, he’d order their spring rolls, but he usually saved himself for a Sunday lunch. When he had visited on holiday he was a daily visitor and never missed the spring rolls.




    Not today though, he wanted to gorge on a proper Sunday lunch. He knew Acapulco would be quiet, most people still recovering from their Saturday night and that he would get a seat overlooking the soi. He’d also get to read the bar’s copy of the Bangkok Post. It wasn’t the same if he couldn’t watch life go by, and catch up on the world news, from a Thai viewpoint.




    Even better, on a Sunday he was usually first to the paper. It was still in a neat, pristine condition. No one had been at it, attempted the crossword, got the pages in the wrong order. He hated it when someone had started the crossword. Not that he ever did them, but it made the paper feel old and used.




    The soi was just waking up after a busy Saturday night. It was more likely that he’d see a group of Japanese or Chinese tourists heading for a speedboat, than any of the guys that he saw in the bars at night. Thankfully, it was too early for most of them, they rarely surfaced before three.




    Just as well, some would want to talk and relate the story of their conquest from the previous evening, or moan about their failure. Not something Paul enjoyed. Some considered Paul a friend; Paul saw them as fellow travelers who happened to enjoy the scene in the same bars. He wouldn’t count any of them friends. He liked to keep his own company, at least where fellow Farang were concerned.




    Paul was four weeks into his trial of living in Thailand. When it had been a week’s holiday, it was different. Now he was here six months, deciding whether he could live in Thailand permanently. The last thing he wanted, was to be latched on to by expats in need of friends, or money. In time, maybe; friends anyway. For now, he had a few acquaintances, people he’d share a drink with, but nothing more.




    He took a seat at the front, ordered his usual and sat watching the scene. Most of the beer bars were just opening. Staff were cleaning the go-go bars and there were girls, who’d just woken from their sleep upstairs, or maybe on their way back from a night with a customer, buying food at the street stalls. The hairdressers shops were empty. They’d fill up later with girls, and boys, on their way to work. Paul took the scene in.




    Seeing the girls buying food made him peckish and he thought about where he would get his brunch. The Black Horse opposite had a Sunday buffet, or he could go to Grant’s for roast beef and Yorkshire pudding, but that would require a motorbike taxi, and he could do that any day, if he felt like it. There were limits to how far he would walk in the midday heat. His hotel to Acapulco was about it. Grant’s was a few sois too far. He considered ordering some spring rolls, but decided he’d save himself for lunch. He might treat himself during the week. He was trying to keep to a strict budget, but sometimes he felt he deserved a reward. So far, he wasn’t too much over, but it was early days.




    His drink arrived, freshly made of course, unlike most bars who bought it prepacked. He looked down the soi and saw Jeng park his motorbike. No helmet of course, it would spoil his hair.




    Jeng was one of the guys at ‘Run Coyote Run’. It was only a small bar, but it was cozy. Paul visited the bigger show bars sometimes, but he liked ‘Run Coyote Run’. They did a couple of short shows, the usual fare. For Paul, it was a nice bar to sit in, admire the dancers and have a drink. On holiday he would have been there every night, and taken a boy, but now he restricted himself to a few nights a week. Knowing Jeng helped.




    He’d known Jeng about a year. The first time he’d offed Jeng for three nights, attracted by what was on display during the show. That was when he worked in Pattayaland, and revealed a lot more. He enjoyed Jeng’s company and had always made contact when he had visited on holiday. Now he was trying to become a resident he would sometimes want company on the beach, or at the cinema. He’d rather Jeng than a fellow Farang. Jeng was happy to just sit there and relax. Farangs wanted to talk.




    If Jeng wasn’t busy, he often sat with Paul in the bar without there being the implied pressure of an off, or tip, at the end. The other boys kept away, unless Paul invited them over, he assumed Jeng has told them hands off. It suited Paul, who was happy to share his open bottle of whisky with Jeng.




    Sometimes they’d spend the afternoon at the hotel, or Paul would invite him to eat before work. If there was a boy Paul was interested in, Jeng would always tell him about them, which avoided disappointment later. Admittedly, sometimes in far too graphic detail for Paul’s liking. Jeng had moved there when Run had opened and considered himself the senior boy and made it his business to know everything about the others.




    Jeng said it suited him as well, particularly if he didn’t really want an off. It seemed that the manager, Run, didn’t mind, but then Paul was a good, regular customer, even if, unlike on his holidays, he didn’t spend every night in the bars, or buy a fresh bottle of whisky each night.




    In fact, Jeng liked Paul. He wasn’t ‘old’ like most of the regulars. And he didn’t spend the night pawing him, or trying to get inside his pants. Jeng was bored with the bar, but his girlfriend was making four times what he did on Walking Street, at least, so there was no option of moving. And Jeng did not have any other skills. In time maybe they could return home and do something. For now they both made money using the assets they had been provided by their parents.




    And for a Farang, Paul was quite handsome, even Jeng’s girlfriend, Joom, had said so when Jeng had shown her some photos from the beach. She didn’t normally like hairy chests, but Paul obviously looked after his body. And from what Jeng said he had a nice large cock, larger than Jeng anyway. Not that Jeng was small. Pity Paul was strictly gay, she had thought. She told Jeng to take care of Paul, even if he didn’t tip. If he was doing that he wouldn’t be straying with girls from the bars in his soi.




    Jeng walked over to Paul with a big grin on his face, with any luck he had a free meal. “Hi, what you do?”




    “I’m relaxing, having a drink, then eating. What about you? Customer last night?”




    “No customer, no money!”




    Paul knew the game. He didn’t begrudge a few of the guys, especially Jeng, as long as he got value for money. He made a decision. “What you do today? Why you here, if you have no money?”




    “Girlfriend me go away holiday with customer. Not want stay home, so I drive here. Think maybe I find customer. I know you come here Sunday. You want massage?”




    “No massage! You want eat? And no tip!”




    “Yes.” Jeng was happy to sit. He was bored at home, and his friends had customers. And food was on offer, which is what he had hoped.




    “Okay, a drink here, and then we’ll go eat. Afterwards you can come to my hotel and relax. I didn’t go out last night.”




    Jeng knew what relax meant. His girlfriend was busy and there was a movie on TV he wanted to watch. Paul never minded if he watched Thai television as long as he did so naked. The hotel had cable, which he didn’t at home. Paul was normally on his computer anyway, once they had had sex.




    Jeng took a stool opposite Paul and the beer he had ordered arrived. An agreement made. Paul returned to surveying the soi.




    A large Farang entered the soi. Paul guessed his t-shirt must be at least 5XL. He had two young girls in tow, they looked about eighteen to Paul, not that he was a good judge. Boys he could guess pretty accurately, or so he thought. The girls didn’t look too happy, but Paul guessed they were recovering from a night being squashed in bed with, or by, the Farang.




    There was something about the Farang, a familiarity that he couldn’t place. The Farang took a seat in the Black Horse and went to help himself from the buffet. Paul guessed he was one of those who could clear the ‘all you can eat’ buffet on his own. The sort the owners didn’t like.




    The Farang was bugging Paul, the more he looked, the more he was sure he knew him, but from where? If the Farang had noticed him, there had not been any indication that he recognized Paul. Maybe it was some distant recollection. Paul was curious. He was sure he wasn’t one of the guys he saw in the bars, he’d remember someone that size. He hated it when he couldn’t put a name to a face. He knew the Black Horse did decent Thai food for Jeng, and decided on the buffet. He’d only need a snack in the evening.




    He finished his drink and told Jeng they were eating at the bar opposite. He carefully chose a seat where he could see the Farang, but not too close, or too obvious. He wasn’t sure what, but something told Paul not to approach him.




    As Paul went to the buffet to take his first plate, he overheard the Farang on his phone. He was obviously agitated and speaking German. Was he a face from his time in Germany? If so, then it was definitely better if he didn’t make an approach, there had been some unsavory characters, to be polite. Maybe eating at the same bar was a mistake.




    Paul returned to his seat, his plate laden with roast beef, pork, chicken, and a pile of roast potatoes, all covered in a thick dark gravy. The vegetables at these buffets were always stewed to death, and tasteless. He never went for the soup; it would only have filled him up before the main course, but, of course, that was the owners idea. At least the Yorkshire puddings looked good, time would tell.




    As he ate, he racked his brain, going through names and faces from Germany. Definitely no one who worked with him at Loewe Finanz. Maybe one of the brokers they had investigated. He went through names, but nothing. Maybe it was someone from one of the other audits. Austria or Switzerland?




    “You ok? You not talk.” It was Jeng.




    “Sorry, something on my mind. How’s the food?” He’d only just noticed Jeng had gone for the buffet as well. His plate laden with meat, rice and vegetables, all dowsed liberally with chili sauce.




    “Good. Can I have another beer?”




    “Yes, and order me one.”




    Paul was sure that Andy would remember the Farang’s name, if indeed they did know him. The more Paul thought about it, the more he knew that it was probably a bad idea if he was recognized. But his curiosity had been awakened.




    When Jeng went to get more rice, Paul took the opportunity to take a picture of him at the buffet with his phone. The Farang had gone to refill his plate at the same time and Paul managed to get him in shot. He’d email Andy later.




    Thinking of emailing Andy reminded him. “Jeng, I was going to come to the bar tonight and ask you and Aek. I’ve a new batch of underwear to sell on eBay. Usual deal if you model it while I take photos. You keep what you model and you get copies of the photos. And of course, a thousand, I’ll give you double as Aek isn’t here. Unless, of course, you want to call him, then it’s five hundred each.”




    It was their deal. Five hundred for the photos. Anything else payment was by means of food and drink, and the occasional shopping trip. And even if they had made plans, if Jeng got a customer, then any arrangement was postponed. Paul was not going to be his, or any other boy’s, cash supply.




    “Sure, I do all, Aek pom-puii, not look good. You do extra same before, girlfriend like photos me strong cock out of underwear. Also, I give some photos to good customer. If they pay. You can do some of me no clothes, sexy? Maybe in shower? Chokwah? I want try.”




    Paul nodded. “Whatever you want as long, as I have what I need for eBay.” His mind was still on the Farang. He wasn’t really listening to Jeng.




    He wondered where Jeng put all the food. He was slim built, no flab. Twenty-nine inch waist. Paul knew he went to the gym, but not to build muscles. He nicely filled out the underwear and did not have any tattoos. Just what Paul wanted, and a face to die for. Had Paul been looking for a boyfriend, and had Jeng been gay, he’d have been almost perfect. Totally perfect if he was a bit older and spoke better English. Of course, both those would happen in time. But Paul wasn’t in the market, he wanted to relax in his retirement.




    Jeng was also a natural in front of the camera though. Paul didn’t need to direct him. Aek was harder work, but he did like the contrast, and duo shots, particularly where he had items in more than one colour.




    Jeng finished eating, finally, and Paul, his mind elsewhere, suggested another beer. Jeng ordered and Paul paid the bill as he wanted to be ready to leave. Jeng didn’t object; he wouldn’t need to spend money on food that evening and was in the mood for fun. And he got new underwear and some cash. Even better, maybe he’d invite some friends for whisky tonight. After all, while the cats away, the mice can play. Oud had been pestering him to join him with some girls for a long time.




    He’d wanted to do the naked photos for a long time. A Farang wanted to put him on the internet. He didn’t want that, but wanted to know what it felt like. Maybe after he saw the photos, he’d change his mind if another Farang asked him, and offered enough. Or he’d send a few to some people who published magazines in Thailand, see if they were interested. Magazines would be fine, he had decided. And of course, he could always sell a few to good customers. Some asked to take his picture, he always said no. He had some prints he’d give them, for a few Baht. A few being at least one hundred, more if they showed his cock. For naked he’d demand at least three.




    The Farang was on the phone again, clearly agitated and speaking English, with a heavy German accent, interspersed with the odd word of Thai. He was shouting down the phone. It sounded to Paul like he had problems with his bar. He closed his phone, shouted at his girls that they were leaving and asked for the bill.




    Paul told Jeng it was time to go and suggested they went for a walk; he said he needed some exercise after the buffet.




    Jeng shrugged. Up to Paul. He had nothing better to do; his girlfriend was on a trip to Ko Chang with a rich customer. The movie didn’t start until later. He didn’t mind sex with Paul, if that was what Paul wanted. Paul was always gentle, unlike some customers. It seemed like a photo afternoon was more likely. They usually ended up spending hours getting the shots right.




    Jeng would have preferred more notice so he could get his hair done. And he did wonder whether it would be more fun if Aek was there, or maybe some of others. No, maybe another time. The extra money would be useful; it had been a lean period. His own fault he guessed, spending time drinking with Paul. His girlfriend would make a fortune from the trip, but that wasn’t for him to enjoy himself. They were saving as much as they could. After he had put his share into the pot for the months expenses, he could spend any extra he made. Next month there wouldn’t be much fun, if he was paying, he could cover his share but not much more. Still Run had promised him a bonus at the end of the month if he kept Paul happy; Run knew the value of a satisfied, regular customer.




    Paul was gambling that the Farang’s bar was on Walking Street, which would mean he’d probably walk back the way he had come. His hunch proved correct. He kept his distance and when the Farang shouted at a couple of guys, went over, hit them and dragged them into a bar, ‘Heaven’, Paul kept walking, found an artist shop and made a play of looking at some pictures. Then they walked back to collect Jeng’s motorbike and went to the hotel.




    By the time they got to the room, actually a suite as Paul had been upgraded, Jeng had made a decision.




    “Nice room, I like. Can we do photo tomorrow. I want do my hair. I have idea, maybe bring other boys. How many underwear you have?”




    “Up to you. About fifty different style and colour.”




    “Good. I bring three or four boy. I get half underwear, they share rest, I choose. You can five hundred each boy?”




    “No more than four, including you. What about the other photos you want?”




    “We can do later. Can I ask something?”




    “You know you can? You also know not to be upset if I say no.”




    “I like spend time you. Can you off me tonight? Girlfriend away five days with customer France and I horny, but girlfriend kill me if I take lady. She not really like customer France, but he pay she ten thousand one day. I stay here tonight. Okay? Maybe try photo tonight. Now I want take care you. No tip for me, only pay off.”




    Paul had an idea. “Yes, if you want. Shower first?”




    Jeng walked over to him. He slowly undressed Paul and then they showered together, the Farang forgotten.




    As they lay on the bed, Paul turned onto his side and looked at Jeng. “You know I like you, but I really want a gay boy for sex, or at least one who will do everything.” He saw the look on Jeng’s face. Almost a tear in his eye. No doubt a ‘Thai Boy Tear’.




    “You no like me? I can anything you want. I do with some customer, if they pay enough. As long as they use condom. And they small. But I like you I not mind you big. I think can.”




    “Yes I like you; you know I stay here six months. If you want, we can spend more time together. Eat at local Thai restaurants. I want to find some, and learn how to order what I want in Thai. You can teach me. I know you have girlfriend, but, if you want, you can stay sometimes, like tonight. And I may need some help. I need some help tonight. But sometimes I need a gay boy. I know you can do anything, but it’s not the same if you not really enjoy. Anyway you not gay, why you say you like sex with me.”




    “I horny, can fuck anyone. And after the first few times I go customer, I decide it alright. Better than chokwah. You know if you want fuck me you can. Even though you bigger than me.”




    Paul decided to change the subject. And the Farang had got under his skin. “You ever go to lady bars, take lady when girlfriend not here?”




    Jeng looked at Paul. “Why, you want lady, or threesome? I can find good lady.” His mind thinking already of some of the girls at his girlfriends bar, but of course that would be a death sentence.




    “No thank you, no lady, I like cock. But you, you like?”




    “Sometimes, but no tell girlfriend. She not happy if lady off me, but that’s work, so it ok. Same man off her.”




    “You want lady tonight, I want to see a bar and I pay for lady for you.” It was true he wanted to see a bar, the Farang’s bar, and needed cover. If he took a boy to find a lady, the boy could do all the talking and he could sit back and watch. If anyone asked, he was doing his boy a favour.




    “Yes, but cannot go room me with lady, we can come here and you watch, and we can have sex again after I finish with lady.” Jeng wasn’t going to let go of Paul if he was here six months. “Or you want I find good boy for you tonight. There two rooms here.”




    “No! Now get showered and dressed. I’ll see you at your bar about nine, off you and then go to a ladybar. It’s on Walking Street. A friend told me about it and I want to see it,” he lied. “If there is no lady there for you, then after a drink, or two, you can choose another bar; or if you are bored, or scared of your girlfriend, we can just come back here, or go somewhere and drink whisky. I don’t mind a late night if you want to invite some friends to a karaoke.”




    Jeng nodded. Drinking whisky sounded good. He certainly didn’t want a lady from Walking Street. Everyone knew everyone, someone would tell his girlfriend. That was not something he wanted to contemplate. “Can I watch a movie first, I want to see long time. I shower when movie finish.”




    “Of course. I’ve some work to do on the computer. Just not too loud. There’s plenty of coke and beer in the fridge.”




    Paul sent an email to Andy with the photo attached, then relaxed. Jeng showered, dressed and left when the movie finished, and Paul lay down on the bed.




    Memory Awakened




    Paul was woken by his mobile phone. He looked at the time. Eight. He must have dozed for a couple of hours. Time to shower and get ready, he thought, as he reached for his phone.




    “Hey Paul, it’s Andy, where did you find that photo?”




    “Find? I took it this afternoon in Pattaya. Why?”




    “Well I’m sure that’s Dirk Meyer. You remember, the only person we got convicted for anything in Germany. He hasn’t lost any weight, in fact he has put even more on. My bet is that he got a big pay off from Dieter to take the fall. I’m sure he knew where the cash went, but he stuck to his story. I’m not surprised you didn’t recognize him, you weren’t the one who had all the meetings with him; you were too busy with Matthias and playing at being Finance Director. So where did you see him?”




    Paul relayed the afternoon’s events, and the evening’s plans.




    “Well be careful. At least it will be dark in the bar, but don’t go near him. Give me a call tomorrow and let me know. If you see Brandt, or any of the others, get out of there.”




    “Why?”




    “Well first, they are ex-Stasi. If my memory is correct, Meyer would have been released about two years ago. Meyer and Brandt liked their girls young, my guess is he is enjoying himself, and laundering money at the same time. The bar is a perfect way for him to legalize money from Germany. But if any of the others are around, who knows what they are up to!”




    “Who else do you remember; a name might jog a memory, if I see anyone.”




    “There was Ralf Koch; he was another broker, but mainly computer equipment. I always thought Holger Fuchs was in league with Meyer. On staff, I know Dave trusted Volker Baumann. I never did.”




    “How do you remember the names?”




    “I don’t. I remembered Meyer. I’ve still got my old laptop and never deleted any files; I just pulled up my notes. I’ve got copies of old telephone lists if you want them.”




    “No that’s fine. I’m just curious. It annoyed me that I was sure I knew him, just couldn’t place him. But I might reconsider my plans.”




    The mention of Meyer’s name had brought memories back, and faces. He decided to go ahead with the evenings plans, with care.




    When Paul arrived at ‘Run Coyote Run’, Jeng was sitting outside talking to Cho. Paul suggested a drink before they left.




    “Cho has a big cock and likes you; he’s gay and can do anything. You want him?”




    “No! I can find my own boy, when I want one, thank you, Jeng.” Sex was the last thing on his mind. “Can I explain something about tonight? This bar, there may be someone there that I don’t want to see me, so if I say we are leaving, we leave, okay? Don’t worry we’ll find another bar.”




    Farangs are strange, Jeng thought. Why go to this bar if he doesn’t want to be seen. Still it would suit him; he knew exactly which bar would have what he wanted, if he decided to risk it, or at least Oud did. Still looking was allowed. He just nodded. More importantly, he had a plan that would earn him money, and make him popular with the new boys. He’d already mentioned it to Run, he’d talk to Paul later. Cho went to dance.




    Paul and Jeng entered ‘Heaven’ and Paul chose a seat with a good view, in a darkly lit area. He told Jeng he could invite a girl or two over for a drink, and a chat.




    Jeng sat watching the girls dancing on stage. They were wearing a small bikini bottom and no bra. There were definitely one or two that Jeng would off, but it was too close to his girlfriends bar. He liked girls younger than himself, though not normally this young. One looked younger than his first real fuck. He had to be seen leaving alone. Even then, there would be hell to pay, unless... He had a thought.




    He would need Paul to back him up; a drink at Casablanca, his girlfriends bar, and he could explain to her friends that he was just accompanying a curious Farang.




    There was no sign of Meyer. Paul turned to Jeng. “So anyone you like? They look young.”




    “There are a couple, I watch a bit longer. I think they about eighteen. The waitress say there is a show in ten minutes. I decide after that. If that ok?” He was being generous with the about eighteen. One looked at most sixteen.




    “Yes, I’m happy sitting here, and I’m interested to see you in action. The hunter, not the hunted.”




    At that point Meyer came in and started shouting at the girls in rudimentary Thai. They obviously knew what was required as the bikini bottoms were removed and replaced with short skirts.




    There was another Farang with Meyer, this one he did recognise! It was Koch, another of the brokers they had suspected. There was a definite risk that Koch would recognise him. Not that Paul was sure as to why he thought he was at risk anyway. After all, it was almost twenty years ago, and they were probably retired.




    He ordered two more beers. The show was the usual, naked girls doing things with their pussy and ended up with a fucking show. Paul thought they should have found a better endowed boy, even Aek was bigger. Jeng called two girls over and started chatting.




    Paul sat observing the Farangs, and Jeng. Meyer and Koch were sat in a booth chatting, Meyer occasionally barking instructions to the girls. Another beer arrived, he assumed ordered by Jeng. He seemed to be enjoying himself, but not showing any sign of wanting to off either girl. His hands were on their legs though. He was obviously checking the merchandise.




    Then Paul saw another figure walk in and go and join Meyer. He was slight, grey hair, but well dressed. Who would wear cavalry twills and a sports jacket, in Thailand. He couldn’t see his face, but he wondered. He only knew two people, and Terry didn’t have grey hair the last time he’d seen him. It couldn’t be!




    Jeng whispered in his ear that he didn’t want a girl. “Bar too near work girlfriend. But can tip girl hundred each?”




    At that point, the newcomer sat down in the booth, and Paul decided it was time to leave. He’d recognise Matthias Voigt anywhere. Matthias had been the Finance Director, the guy Paul had eventually replaced in Heidelberg. Matthias had, through either skill or incompetence, managed to cover any money trail completely. “If you are sure? We are leaving now!”




    “Yes we go, I have idea. We go bar girlfriend. I want see friend she. Tell she I take you look some lady bar, you want to know if same-same boy bar.”




    Paul nodded. Jeng had obviously decided to squash rumours before they started. Still if Matthias was there, and friendly with the others, it confirmed two things. First, that Matthias had been involved back in Germany, and second that they were up to something. He wondered if anyone else would turn up.




    When they got to ‘Casablanca’, the girlfriends bar, Jeng directed Paul to a seat and ordered two beers. “I have idea. You want make photo underwear tomorrow. We go bar and I get two or three boys, then we go room you, or you want to see boy and lady, we go another bar, they can take lady. Maybe I take. Now we drink, I ask friend girlfriend over for drink. I tell she we go hotel after, alone. You decide and tell me when we leave.”




    Paul was a bit confused by Jeng’s plans, but he’d go with the flow. He’d ask Jeng exactly what he had in mind once they left. And how much it was going to cost. Sometimes plans started getting expensive. Anyway, his mind was working on other things, and he’d decided not to worry about his budget. A drink at ‘Run Coyote Run’, and Jeng could explain.




    Jeng’s Scheme




    They got to ‘Run Coyote Run’ and Paul ordered beers. Jeng went to go upstairs but Paul stopped him. “I haven’t agreed. Tell me the plan. And how much it is going to cost?”




    “I see who want make photo. I tell them five hundred and they can keep four underwear. I tell them it not cheap, it good for show. Sexy. I try get Run agree no off, but if he say no, but it only three hundred, I tell boy to give you commission. You want see boy take lady? Oud know bar. No off, only pay lady, I think one thousand. He ask me go many time. He no girlfriend so he free. He have money, he go there. We buy whisky for room. I know you have condoms. So that all.”




    Paul decided it would be fun to see the guys in action, in the bar at least. “Fine, maximum three more boys and I’ll give you four to spend at the lady bar if we go there, that includes tip lady and drinks.” After all, he was interested to see how they went after the girls. He wasn’t so interested in seeing them have sex, but he had things to do and they could use the other room. He doubted they would take a girl, it was probably about a night drinking whisky, which suited him. Jeng went upstairs to talk.




    When Jeng returned he told Paul that he’d let him decide after the show, from a list of interested parties. “You have glass for everyone? And we need soda and ice. Can tip boy each seven hundred. Me is ok, no tip. Then boys stay all night, tomorrow underwear photo, after we do hair. Tonight any photo, or sex, you want. Here list of boys interested. You decide who.”




    Paul nodded. “Up to you! I’ll let you know.” After seeing Matthias and Koch, his mind was elsewhere. The guys could enjoy themselves. He didn’t even calculate what it would cost.




    “Okay, I go do show. And you want see boy and lady, or two boy, one lady.”




    “Up to you guys, but lady not stay all night.” He looked at the list Jeng had handed him. Tik, Aun, Chaa, Oud and Fak. Well he wasn’t going to pay for five, so there were going to be some disappointed boys. “I’ll let you know who, tell them to make a good show, then they can all come and drink whisky here while I decide. But Aek isn’t on the list, he not want go because you take lady? And who are Chaa and Fak?”




    “It okay, Aek have customer America, big tip. He not have customer, then he come. He can with lady same-same I can with man. Fak like boy and girl, he 50:50. Chaa like lady, but can anything if you horny later, and no want me, but he only small cock, same Aek. Anyway we go lady bar, we look, decide. Maybe no take any lady. Chaa work before at Keng’s and Fak at Numero Uno. They start here two days. Run and Neung bring good boys from Keng’s and Numero Uno to work Coyote. Good Coyote go work Diamond. Run ask me go, but I like here better.” With that, Jeng went to change. Paul didn’t bother to ask why Jeng was doing the show when he was offed.




    After the show, the guys came down and sat next to Paul, dressed. “Jeng, I haven’t decided who yet!”




    “No problem. I talk Run. Off five boy, only two hundred each, it late. You give me eight thousand, I pay everything. Off boy, drinks, lady, tip boys, whisky, soda. If no take lady, give two back.”




    Paul knew he’d been ambushed. He also knew Jeng probably hoped to make a profit on the evening. He thought of refusing. He pulled out his wallet. “Here is eight. Not a Satang more. If you want your hair done tomorrow, you pay! And everyone model for photo, all photos!” There went his budget for the rest of the month. He thought it would probably be worth it.




    “No problem. Can I ask one more thing?” Paul nodded. “If I want sell some underwear, it ok. Many boy like.”




    “Yes, if you sell full price. If you do that, you can sell more, and I give you fifty Baht each pair you sell. Full price is 179.”




    “No problem. Boy like sexy underwear for show. Sometimes buy from ID in soi, but there 249. Ivan give boy bar discount if they long time here. I tell other boy they can have 3 set free. They want more, have to pay you.”




    Paul paid the bar bill and they all jumped on motorbikes and followed Oud to a bar. Jeng told the others one drink only. It was obviously a locals bar; Paul was the only Farang in the place. After ten minutes, and much discussion between the guys, Oud and Chaa went and talked to a group of girls. Tik, Fak and Aun joined them a few minutes later.




    “You not going over, Jeng? You don’t need to stay with me.”




    “No it okay, they can have fun, I no want. I worry girlfriend.”




    “Well if you worry girlfriend, they want money go short time hotel?”




    “No it okay, I can watch. I sit with you and take photo while they have fun. Or maybe they decide they no want. Or maybe you decide you want threesome. Make boy meat in sandwich.”




    After about fifteen minutes, Oud came over and spoke to Jeng. There seemed to be agreement.




    Jeng turned to Paul. “They want take girl, they agree price everything, they know what you say. It okay?”




    “You have the money, there is no extra! If they have to use some of their tip, that is up to them. I am not paying anymore. Make sure you have money for whisky, ice and soda.”




    “That no problem.” He spoke to Oud in Thai, who smiled and went back to the group. “Another beer?”




    Paul shrugged. “Up to you. You’re paying.” Aek called a waitress over and ordered.




    “I think can two bottle whisky. Okay? They talking lady. Say they horny and Farang say can take lady, if after lady go they have sex Farang, but Farang say he not pay lady, so have to pay from tip. Lady know Oud. They like his cock. Run say he even bigger than Cap. They want sex them, but need money. Oud tell them can only little money. And they decide all boy want to fuck, or no boy take, but not have enough money for five lady. I tell Oud how much can spend. Any more come from their tip, I think they not need.”




    The second beer arrived.




    Oud came over after a further ten minutes and spoke to Jeng who nodded. “They want three lady. They agree who. Lady want two thousand each but they say no, they not worry which lady, or how many. They also say they happy to go drink whisky with Farang at karaoke, not need lady, they fuck Farang later. So after fight between lady, three agree seven hundred each boy. But can only photo, no video. They eighteen. I tell Oud check id first. He say he do already.”




    Paul realised he was been asked to agree. He nodded. Jeng spoke to Oud who called the others over whilst Jeng paid for the beers.




    “If I want, have to pay thousand more. I say no. We get baht taxi, stop at seven, buy whisky and soda. If I horny, I fuck Fak after lady leave.”




    Back at the room, Tik sorted out drinks whilst Jeng chatted to Oud and Chaa and then went over to Paul. The lady agree two hour. We know one bed, bed you, but they big, so they only use one bed.”




    “The sofa makes a bed as well. Use the bed in here, I’ll go to the other room, I’ve some emails to send.”




    “No it more fun. We want you enjoy, you pay We can sit sofa.”




    “You sit sofa, I need to write a few emails.”




    “No you watch. I tell boys we decide who best. And you need take photo.”




    “You sit on the sofa, I’ll sit at the desk in the other room, I need to do some work. I’ll give you the camera.”




    “No you watch, and then you can decide which boy you want sleep with you. Not worry, you not need undress when lady here, only Thais. Ladies first.”




    Paul gave in. In truth he was interested to see them. He wanted to see Tik and Aun naked since he’d first seen them.




    Jeng called across to Oud and the girls allowed themselves to be undressed.




    Jeng started shouting suggestions and taking photos. Soon there were seven naked bodies on the bed. Judging by Jeng’s state, walking around naked, camera in hand, he was enjoying the show.




    Paul liked what he saw of Tik and Aun, they both outshone Jeng. But it was Fak who impressed him the most. He’d have to get to know Fak better sometime, but not tonight, alone. He must be almost eight inches. Oud looked slightly bigger, but Fak had the nicer backside.




    “Come on Jeng, it was your idea. I want to see you and the girls. I want to see if you are better at fucking a girl than a boy. I’ll pay!”




    Oud looked up. “Maybe he would rather I fucked him. I’m sure the girls would enjoy the show.”




    Jeng smiled. “No way! You’re too small. Move over and let me show the girls what a proper man can do. Paul pass me a condom.”




    Oud laughed. “I’m the biggest here, Thai at least, I haven’t seen Paul yet. Maybe you should be in a sandwich Jeng. I’m nearly finished, just wait.”




    Jeng handed the camera to Fak who had joined Paul on the sofa.




    The girls left after three hours, happy. Paul was sure the guys had it all pre arranged. It wouldn’t surprise him if the girls had paid them. it would explain how Jeng could afford three bottles of Hundred Pipers.




    “So guys, you want to drink, or sleep. I don’t mind either. There is still two full bottles; you were too busy enjoying yourselves.”




    “Can we drink whisky and relax for an hour or so, then if you want you can have fun. We need to shower if you want to join us. And we can plan tomorrow.”




    “Up to you guys, Jeng. Although I’m not sure you need to relax, you didn’t do much. You were done in five minutes. Maybe you and I should put on a show for the others.”




    Oud laughed. “I’ve always wanted to see Jeng get fucked.”




    Jeng gave him a slap. “I was horny watching the others, and I could see Oud was ready to finish. He never lasts long. I felt sorry for the girl. If anyone is getting fucked, it’s you Oud.”




    Paul laughed. “No need to fight. I was joking guys, relax and drink. I hope you enjoyed yourselves. Tomorrow you have a busy day. You are paying for the hair! Then a long afternoon of photography. And maybe I’ll see who is the best in a sandwich later.”




    “Of course. And we’ve wanted group sex for a long time. Oud has spent weeks persuading the girls. And as Fak and Chaa are new, we want to know that they can perform for customer. Run Coyote has a reputation to maintain. They need a bit of practice with ladies, later we’ll see what they are like with men.”




    Morning Decisions




    Paul woke, momentarily surprised to find himself naked between Oud and Jeng. Tik and Fak naked on the bed and Aun and Chaa on the sofa bed, in the other room. Then he remembered about the previous evening. Had he really fucked Fak, Chaa, Oud and Jeng? He decided to let sleeping boys lie, admiring the view and made himself a coffee, then called Andy.




    “I’d have called last night, but it was late and I was a bit busy. Anyway Meyer seems to own the bar, he acted as if he did anyway. And two other faces appeared. Koch and Matthias. I beat a hasty retreat.” He briefly explained the evening. “I got Jeng to chat to the girls. They confirmed Meyer owns the bar, and the others are business partners. They said they wouldn’t say any more as everyone was scared of Koch and Meyer. My guess is they are the brains and brawn, and Matthias handles the paperwork.”




    “So, now you know, what next, if anything?”




    “I don’t know, it was over fifteen years ago. It still gets me that we couldn’t pin anything on the others. They cost the corporation fifty million by the time we sorted everything out, and people their jobs.”




    “True, so what are you up to in Pattaya, apart from hosting orgies?”




    “Relaxing, and deciding whether to move here. Finding Meyer, and the others, makes me worry. Do they bear grudges?”




    “I don’t know. It may depend on how well they are doing with whatever they are doing. As there are three of them, at least, I am convinced they are up to something. I doubt the bar is the extent of things. Meyer always liked young girls; whenever I met him he had a new ‘secretary’ who couldn’t have been through typing school! But I always thought Matthias preferred boys.”




    “I’m pretty sure you are right. I saw him coming out of a gay sauna in Frankfurt once, with a young blond kid. It was a kid I’d seen in the saunas a couple of times, he was definitely jail bait. Czech I think. He disappeared from the sauna scene shortly afterwards. Rumour was that someone had made him his houseboy.”




    “Look, why don’t I fly over, I’m bored here in Manila. We can go through our memories of Germany, and elsewhere. I know we can’t do anything, but maybe we can put a spanner in their works. It would make me feel better. I’ll see you tomorrow afternoon, if I can get a flight. I’ll call you to book me a hotel.”


  

OEBPS/Images/coverBN_fmt.png





