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250 Thai Girls by Age 25, A True Story from South East Asia is a true-to-life adventure that can

be relived from beginning to end. The story begins with the allure of travel and the need for

new experiences. Sex, drugs, alcohol and debauchery are the name of the game, and the

impetus behind this historic modern day journey. Bangkok, Chiang Mai, Udon Thani,

Cambodia, Laos, and the pristine Andaman beaches of Kho Lipe are featured in this bold and

daring travel adventure.The author narrowly escapes death at the hands of a knife wielding

Cambodian mugger. He is violently robbed by a taxi driver in Bangkok. Held up by the Laos

Police for running at a late night roadblock with a teen prostitute. And narrowly escapes a King

Cobra in the jungles of Northern Thailand.This non-fiction story is as up to date, authentic, and

original as anything in its genre. The names, places, and people from this wild South East

Asian sexcapade have not been altered in any way. This book has the potential to spark a new

generation of hedonistic travelers looking to better understand themselves, and where to go to

make that possible. Once you go Asian, you will never go Caucasian.Join the author on his

solo travels while he searches out every nook and cranny during his first year in South East

Asia.

About the AuthorVisit the Author's YouTube Page with over 1,000,000 Views Girls, Guns,

Ganja, Travel and Bikes https: //www.youtube.com/c/GirlsGunsGanjaTravelandBike --This text

refers to the paperback edition.
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writing.’Introduction250 Thai Girls by Age 25, A True Story from South East Asia is a true-to-life

adventure that can be relived from beginning to end. The story begins with the allure of travel

and the need for new experiences. Sex, drugs, alcohol and debauchery are the name of the

game, and the impetus behind this historic modern day journey. Bangkok, Chiang Mai, Udon

Thani, Cambodia, Laos, and the pristine Andaman beaches of Kho Lipe are featured in this

bold and daring travel adventure.The author narrowly escapes death at the hands of a knife

wielding Cambodian mugger. He is violently robbed by a taxi driver in Bangkok. Held up by the

Laos Police for running at a late night roadblock with a teen prostitute. And narrowly escapes a

King Cobra in the jungles of Northern Thailand.This non-fiction story is as up to date,

authentic, and original as anything in its genre. The names, places, and people from this wild

South East Asian sexcapade have not been altered in any way. This book has the potential to

spark a new generation of hedonistic travelers looking to better understand themselves, and

where to go to make that possible. Once you go Asian, you will never go Caucasian.Join the

author on his solo travels while he searches out every nook and cranny during his first year in

South East Asia.Chapter IEmbarkationAn aroma was steadily becoming pungent in the

kitchen. It was a smell unlike traditional smells, but still somehow natural and fragrant. It was a

piney smell filled with outdoor freshness, yet quite skunky. Not dissimilar to a late evening walk

in a pine forest that had been sprayed by a skunk the previous night. The smell was however

refreshing and herbal in nature, not intrusive like a dead skunk packed in your nasal cavity.I

had been simmering two sticks of butter in a homemade double boiler for the past hour and a

half. I refilled the outer pot with water every once in a while, so the buttery substance inside the

inner boiler wouldn’t have the opportunity to evaporate. There were also three-eighths of finely

ground hydroponic weed stirred into the butter. It would take a full two and a half hours to

gestate and mature, as I had been told by a true professional, my Uncle Keith. After it was cool,

I would strain the granular greenish yellow butter through cheese cloth, and into a Tupperware

container. I refilled the outer boiler with water once again, and stirred the aromatic butter briskly

with an egg whisk. The THC would be transferred into the butter.It was my last day in Maine,

and I would be going with Dad to the Portland Airport in the morning. I was ecstatic about

taking a trip into the unknown. Summer was not quite over, but a nip of chill was already in the

air. Everything I was bringing was already packed in the car. I had one small suitcase and a



day hike bag. I decided to carry eight thousand dollars in cash, on me of course, for spending

money. I had another five grand in my debit account, so I could draw off it when the time came,

or in case of emergencies. I hid another two thousand and change in my bedroom for

safekeeping. It felt damn good, sitting on fifteen grand at the end of the summer. I’d made it

through the entire summer only spending about two grand. I slipped the large clear zip-lock

turkey bag filled with special chocolate chip peanut butter cookies into the top of my carry-on

bag. What a trip I hoped it would be.Dad and I had a coffee in the kitchen together in the

morning, which had fully aired out by then, before we made our way out to the car for the two

hour drive to the airport. The morning air felt calm, but I could sense Dad was nervous

because I was flying off into the sunrise alone. He was afraid to lose another son, and I was

also afraid never to see him again. However, I assured Dad that I would be careful, and I would

make the tough decisions when I had too. I knew my brother was looking out for me, but I was

too shy to tell that to Dad. I didn’t know whether he would believe me, or if it would make him

concerned about my own mental cognition. It was sad saying good bye in the airport, and Dad

and I hugged just before I went through security clearance at PWM. I hid my tears, because I

was too shy to let him see how I truly felt.I went right through the metal detector since I was

prepared for it, but my camera set off a red flag in my carry-on bag. The search was on. They

took me to the side and emptied out my backpack, the clear turkey zip-lock bag and all. Since

the 911 hijackers used Portland as their airport of origin, security has been overdone ever

since. What a fucked up, false sense of security it really is too. It was only going to cover their

own asses in case of lawsuits or future attacks. The cops now have to be dicks to every white

person there, because they couldn’t get their jobs done right the one day that it would have

made a difference for the nation. The 911 attacks from the Boston Airport couldn’t have taken

place if the pigs at Portland held up the Muslim jihad fucks, for just long enough to miss their

connections. Now, well over a decade later, everyone takes shit in Portland, and I was

searched for fifteen minutes. We’re talking about regular grandmas and normal Americans

being hassled when they travel. At least the cookies flew under the radar; as well they should,

since they were not a security risk whatsoever.Finally I was vindicated of terrorism, and there

was Dad, still watching me get harassed through the glass wall next to the departure gates. I

could see he made a sigh of relief when the officer returned to his work station. We smiled at

each other when I finished re-packing, and I gave one last wave to Dad, after I was released

with my cookies.I walked to the departure gate and sat down breathlessly from the

exacerbation of the search. My blood pressure was up, so I decided to have my first chocolate

chip cookie at eight-thirty in the morning. It tasted fresh, still gooey and soft. My palate was

pleased. Soon I began making eyes at a cute, but slightly heavy girl at my same gate. I couldn’t

tell her age, but I knew she was under 20. She was sitting alone, so I went over to chat her up

after we smiled a second time together. She took her earphones off, and we had a short

conversation about the morning and our respective voyages. I liked her small white tennis skirt

and little white sneakers with medium length pink socks. In a few minutes, she unzipped her

University of Maine navy blue sweatshirt a few inches, and I could see there were two well-

formed cantaloupes hidden underneath. Her face was cute and she was really curvy. She had

a fair complexion too, probably Irish, or Scottish, but not zitty and oily like most. I asked her if

we could sit together if there was any extra room on the flight, and she said sure, although I

doubted there would be.I ate another cookie, and contemplated the journey ahead of me. I had

bought a one way ticket to Bangkok, but first flew to Atlanta, then LA, through Taiwan, and

finally on to Bangkok. I knew I was in for a long haul. Shortly after boarding, we were in the air.

I looked down at the Maine landscapes one last time, with rolling hills stretching all the way to



the ocean, and in the distance I could see half a dozen rocky islands off the coast. Fall was

near, and many of the trees had already begun to yellow.After the seat-belt lights were turned

off, I felt a little tap on my shoulder. It was the girl I had chatted up at the departure gate. She

said there was room next to her for me to sit down. I couldn’t decline the invite, and I felt the

cookies beginning to work their magic as I stood up and followed her back to the rear of the

plane. What luck, there was a curtained off stewardess compartment spanning two rows of

seats just to our left. She had a row of three seats all to herself, and sat at the window, so I got

in the middle seat, with the empty seat on my left side. The girl was quiet. She had a sensual

look about her, and her long auburn hair was still damp from the morning shower. It smelled

great too. We talked for a few minutes, and then she said she was tired, and asked if she could

rest her head on my shoulder. She tucked her legs underneath herself, and put the thin cotton

airline blanket across her lap and mine.I could smell her hair so well when I put my arm around

her, and pulled her close. She must have felt comfortable, and nestled right up next to me.

Since her chin was on my shoulder and her cheek on my neck, I could look straight down her

sweatshirt and see the beautiful cleavage hiding below. It was so much more of a Grand

Canyon than I had been used. There was no one to my left, and I relaxed for a while, holding

her gently. Nobody seemed to pay any attention to us, and we were in a blind spot from most

people’s view, so I began to slowly reach for her left thigh beneath the blanket. I was cautious,

and only went for her knee at first. I tickled it and then rubbed the back of her knee with my

fingers. She soon made an almost inaudible kiss noise on my neck, and I felt her lips glance

across my skin. I started working my hand farther up her thigh just for fun, slowly and tenderly,

and she made a small, ‘hhmmm’ sound. She didn’t stop me, or even move at all, as I reached

under her skirt, caressing her warm upper thigh.The cookies, the airplane, and the new girl

with cleavage were all I needed for the time being. The air pressure in the cabin made my

package swell with excitement. I soon lost my shyness and went for the edge of her panties

with the tips of my fingers. This would be the make or break moment as far as I guessed. I

gently rubbed the side seam of her panties, and then retracted my hand back to her soft

shaven thigh.I was half ready for her to sit up and push my hand away, and hopefully laugh at

best. She did not. Soon I found the right spot between her legs, and could tell her panties were

already wet and warm from beneath. I pushed them aside, playing with her lips until my fingers

became slicked, and I could enter her with them. At that instant, I felt her tongue begin to lick

my neck. I gazed back at the row of passengers behind us, and caught a look from a woman in

her mid-thirties.It wasn’t long before the girl was practically coming, and I kept playing around

until she reached orgasm. She had many short lived, but noticeable convulsions beneath the

blanket, and I put my fingers all the way up inside her, for a last wet depth charge. I removed

my hand from under the blanket when she was finished, and reached for her chin with my

slippery fingers. I looked straight into her eyes, and saw that they were a beautiful dark green,

as I depressed her lower lip with my index finger. She opened her mouth, and licked my fingers

slowly, before sucking them clean, while she began to grope my pants.I needed to finish, and

she knew it too, but it was difficult now, because I got the feeling people were keened in on us.

She played with me beneath the blanket, and when I was so close to coming, she put her head

under the blanket, and sucked me off until I spurted in her mouth. There was a concocted

double cough from two or three rows back, but I didn’t care by then, and let her keep going.

She took it all in her mouth, so thankfully there was no mess. I could tell that a few more people

knew something was happening in our row, as she sat up swallowing her mouthful of morning

throat yogurt. Zipping up my pants, I pulled the blanket off, so it might have looked like nothing

had happened. I turned briefly, to look toward the rear of the plane for a second, and the



woman in her thirties stared at me again, with disdain and contempt. This time however, I think

she was only jealous, because she didn’t get a complementary sloppy protein snack during the

flight.The journey was headed off in the right direction, and I was so relaxed that I didn’t have

anything else to say. Neither of us did. My head was in the right place, and I was flying high. I

held the girl a while longer, and when the seat belt lights came back on, I thanked her for

talking with me, and went back to my seat in the front of the cabin. We landed in Atlanta just

before eleven AM, and what a morning it had turned into. I bought a coffee without cream, to

wash down another cookie, and headed to my second gate. There was still a long trip ahead of

me, but I was in the right frame of mind.The flight from Atlanta to LA was bliss, and went by

quickly and uneventfully compared to the first flight of the day. I ate a few more cookies, and

cleared Customs in seconds, before I boarded my first China Airlines flight, to Taiwan. I had no

idea that it would be a thirteen and a half hour flight. It was a miracle I had the bag of cookies

for sustenance, otherwise my body would have been stiff, stressed, cramped and restless.

Thirteen and a half hours on one plane feels like a hell of its own. Thankfully there were a few

decent movies, and I dozed in and out of sleep during the longest flight of my life, thinking of

my childhood.My father saved me from having to live with my mother after they were

separated. It was a long legal battle, and my mother was very bitter and selfish. She used me

to get at my father, and tried to take me from him, and all that I cared about. She tried to

prevent me from seeing my brothers and sisters, who were from my father’s first marriage. I

was my mother’s only child. As much as she professed to love me, when my mother was in a

bad mood, she’d slap me around with a firm open hand.Sometimes she wouldn’t let me go play

for my little league baseball team, even though I was one of the stars. The team needed me,

and as a kid, it was my duty and honor to wear a baseball uniform and play ball. Since Dad

liked baseball, Mom kept me from traveling to many of my away games, and even some of the

home games. She stunted my hockey career as well, with the same antics of wickedness and

cruelty. She even said to me on more than one occasion, that I would never see Dad, or my

brothers again, once I moved away with her and her new husband. I was her only child. She

could be very intimidating.After years of legal battles and lies, my mother finally lost, and the

court allowed me to stay in Dad’s custody. It was one of the happiest days of closure in my life.

Dad got closure once he was ‘kicked out of the house,’ but mine took another six years to

achieve, before I was emancipated. My mother and I are still in contact, and I’ve been down

south to visit her more than I ever wanted to, until I was eighteen. I made more than twenty five

solo airline journeys after she moved away. It was the court’s decision for me to visit her on all

of my school breaks, which lead me to miss even more ball games and hockey

tournaments.The only things that I‘ve learned from my mother are the many characteristic traits

and early warning signs that need to be watched out for in all women. I will not fall into the

same mantrap that my father did. Never. When I finally do settle down, it will be with honesty,

care, love, and compassion. I will not be taken by in lies, like so many men are. I will not live in

fear of what my woman will think of the truth, when I tell it to her. Never.My father, with all his

acts of generosity and kindness, has not gone unnoticed by me. For that I love him dearly, and

think of him as the only person who brought me up. Nor have his mistakes with women slipped

past me, even as a child. I have learned about women from both of my parents, the good and

the worst. I have also learned from watching both of my older brothers. I don’t know what I

want, but I’ve learned what I can’t have in my own life. Time waits for no one, but love waits

somewhere for me. For that I am grateful, and I believed that there was a light at the end of the

long dark tunnel.It’s always been difficult for me to stay with one girl very long. I suppose that I

am a neophilliac, since I am most turned by a girl the first time I sleep with her. Maybe it is the



chase that intrigues me, not the capture. I‘ve never found a girl that I wanted to stay with, and I

still have never been in love. I do believe in love at first sight, and that ‘sight,’ just hasn’t

happened to me yet. Women have always caused me grief so far in this lifetime, and

sometimes I wonder if I like any of them at all. No specific woman, or girl, has ever remained

interesting to me. They all seem either too dominant, too blah, or too selfish, and so many of

the college girls were fat already. I can’t live with any of those things. I would never be happy. I

can’t live in unhappiness.After reminiscing for a while, I had another cookie, and slept with a

better conviction of myself and my future. I knew that I needed something I had not

experienced yet, and maybe I would find it in Asia. My Uncle Keith lived in Bangkok in the old

days, and still had a good friend living in Northern Thailand, whom he wanted me to meet up

with. Uncle Keith had been in regular contact with his old buddy Tony, and had asked him to

look out for me, and to give me a few pointers. I had met Tony numerous times as a child, and

remembered him pretty well. He even seemed like a distant relative, or cousin once removed.

Uncle Keith gave me Tony’s contact info, and I promised to email him if I was going to head

north to Chiang Mai, where he lived.I dozed off for a long time, and when I awoke, a pretty

Chinese stewardess was coming down the aisle with morning coffee. I downed the last three

cookies with a black coffee just before we landed in Taiwan. I was practically as high as the

flight itself, maybe even higher. After we landed, I found out that it was only a four and a half

hour flight from Taiwan, to reach Bangkok.Over the Internet, I had previously reserved a four

night hotel package. I hoped it would be worth it, but knew that it would make my first arrival

easier in a foreign capital. Assuming that it was really a five star hotel I had made reservations

for, it seemed like a good deal for two hundred and fifty bucks. I would be stoned for the rest of

the trip, once the last three peanut butter chocolate chip cookies kicked in. It was a good thing I

finished them off on the airplane and tossed the empty bag, because once I deplaned, there

was a sign that read, ‘Welcome to Taiwan, Drug Trafficking is Punishable by Death in the

R.O.C.’Chapter IIIndoctrinationTo my surprise, The Nai Lert Park Hotel was grander than I

expected. Making reservations over the internet was a far better deal than in person, I could tell

straight away. The entry was magnificent. Tall glass doors and soft plush carpet as well, and

many chandeliers hanging from a seventy foot ceiling, were the first things to catch my eye.

The bellboy demanded to take charge of my bags. I was chauffeured right to the check in desk,

where a beautiful girl in a stunning little red outfit took my passport and Visa debit card. She

smiled, and my knees felt unsteady as I looked into her shiny black eyes in amazement. Her

name tag read, ‘Primporn,’ to my surprise, and she had a mini sapphire blue hat on, with white

lace trim. Her black hair was carefully tucked beneath the blue hat. Primporn’s skin was much

whiter than mine, as I had been outside working all summer, and had a decent tan. I already

knew I would like Bangkok.I made sure to confirm that the quote I had received on the internet

would be upheld, and she said smiling, ‘Of course sir.’ I had been given a promotional deal,

which included a lunch buffet for each night I stayed. The real price would have been a

hundred and forty dollars per night. The bell captain took me to the second floor and showed

me to my room. The hallway was not really a hallway, but more a show of wealth and

extravagance. At the alcove by the elevator were modern chairs, and at first I didn’t know

whether they were chairs at all. I thought they were some kind of modern wire sculpture, and

couldn’t believe they could hold a man’s weight. The ‘hallway’ was separated by a massive

courtyard, which spanned from the first floor all the way to the glass roof some ten or twelve

flights up. Rooms ran down the left and the right sides of the gigantic hall. There were live

orchids in crystal vases throughout the entire floor.After my suitcase and backpack were taken

off the rack and placed into the closet, I was shown how to use the ‘safe,’ the hot-water



machine, and the shower. The bathroom was better than any I had ever seen in a private

home. Green and blue ceramic tiles covered the walls, with opaque ceramic tiles on the floor.

There was a glass corner shower with two large nozzles and a curved glass door with a

chrome handle. The sink didn’t even look like a sink. It was a massive ceramic bowl, with a gold

faucet and a gold drain. I couldn’t tell how it attached to the wall; it looked like a flying saucer. I

had my own king-sized bed, and a twenty-seven inch screen TV, with a remote. There was also

a modern curvy love seat with a matching curvy chair, split by a chic polished chrome glass

topped table. On the balcony, I had my own coffee table and two chairs. It was big pimping. I

tried to give the bell captain a tip for his efforts, but he hastily refused my offer and left me to

the room. I had heard that tipping was not the normal practice in Thailand. It had been a thirty-

eight hour trip up to that moment. God damn, I sure didn’t wanna make that route often.In the

late afternoon, I began wandering the hotel grounds. There was a massive grotto style pool

with an island in the middle that even had palm trees, and jets around its edges. There were

numerous trails which spanned across streams through well maintained gardens of tropical

plants. I had been living in a dormitory for the last eight years consecutively. I couldn’t fathom

the opulence and beauty, or heat, of Bangkok. It was fucking hot. I walked back toward the

tennis courts and squash complex, and inspected the steam room and sauna. Just standing

outside felt like being in a sauna, so I didn’t need that.I hadn’t been in a steam room for years

however. It was exactly what I needed. The steam effervescently saturated each of my pores. I

was wiped out, and felt so calm and content basking within its mist. Five stars was the way to

go. I wished my budget could cover that forever, but that will probably never be the case.

However, it was a good call for my arrival in Bangkok.Just then, the steam room door opened,

and a chilly draft entered before the door was closed again. A slightly plump Englishman

introduced himself as Stewart. He was about thirty-five, maybe more. I wished his bathing suit

was a bit larger, and less gay looking, but he was European. I was comfortable as hell in a pair

of lacrosse shorts, and could never understand why a male would prefer to wear a tight fitting

suit, but that’s just me.Stewart began a conversation, and he seemed like a smart guy. He told

me a bit about his tool manufacturing company, and how he contracted in Bangkok, Singapore

and Taiwan. I supposed he had a good business, because he said he traveled all over the

world staying in fine places. He was a man of comforts, with a funny English accent. He

sounded like he could have been a commentator at a horse race, or a golf championship.

Stewart talked about a few of his own accomplishments, and then about his preferences for the

Audi, over the BMW. He seemed to be well versed with Bangkok life, and offered that I join him

for a few pints of beer in the evening, if I wasn’t busy. Soon enough he opened the steam room

door, and when he was half way out, reiterated that I was supposed to meet him in the lobby at

nine, and he would take me out for some fun on the town. I had the steam room to myself

again, but the steam took the life out of me after another twenty minutes. I headed back to my

room for some TV and a nap. It felt extravagant to lie on a king-sized bed with the air

conditioning on full blast. I passed the fuck out.When I awoke, it was about eight-thirty. I felt

rested, and decided to meet Stuart in the lobby. I jumped in the shower, and threw on a navy

blue polo shirt and some light khakis. When I got to the lobby, Stewart was already there with a

cocktail, sitting in one of the two-dozen plushy cushioned lounge chairs. He didn’t recognize

me at first, but was ready to go.We took a cab from The Nai Lert Park Hotel, and all I could see

was a mass of woven underpasses and overpasses. There was a metro line in the sky, and

many walking bridges for pedestrians. The traffic moved very fast, and it seemed like you

would hit a concrete barrier or steel embankment and be killed, or else it was a dead stop. The

intersections were incredibly large and congested. People were everywhere. Walkers did not



have the ‘right of way’ in Bangkok, which was obvious within minutes. It was like another planet

compared to Boston, and a different universe than Maine. It was Bangkok.The cab totaled two

dollars and twenty-five cents, which Stewart handed over. As I climbed out of the cab, my nose

winced from the pollution, and stench of the city. It certainly wasn’t like Maine’s fine air. I wasn’t

in Kansas anymore; it was a lot more like Oz. My lungs didn’t adjust, and they fought the heavy

stale air from forcing its way in. I gasped and coughed a couple of deep but empty lunged

wheezes, before admitting my first breath of air. Stewart headed straight off the street, and into

a smaller narrower ‘soi,’ it’s called, filled with steam, and vendors with food. Asian people were

everywhere, and many whites were interspersed in the crowd. I followed Stewart for about two

minutes, before he made a right, entering a large pool hall bar.The place was dark, and had

many dull red lights, and some blue ones. There were nine pool tables, in three even rows. A

large bar with many stools was on the left side of the room, and there was an island crowded

by stools between the bar and the pool tables. Most of the stools were filled by white guys, and

they were playing some classic Scorpions, I think, and other metal songs. The place had a

dark atmosphere and the air could be cut with a butter knife from all the cigarette smoke. There

must have been about fifty or sixty girls in the room, and maybe thirty white guys, called

‘farangs.’ Stewart went to the bar and ordered two beers. He got a Heineken for himself and a

Thai ‘Chang’ for me, which he said was essential to try.The first cold sip of Beer Chang was so

enjoyable and refreshing, that I forgot all about the smoke and crowds and the city for a

second, and just bathed in my tongue’s gratitude. The beer tasted a little salty and must have

had a high alcoholic level. I admired Stewart’s selection of ale for me, and thanked him for the

beer. I was able to stand comfortably and catch my breath, and have a good look at the ladies.

There were so many. They were all dressed sexy and had makeup on, and freshly washed hair.

I couldn’t see a fatty in the entire mix. What a good idea it had been to go out with Stewart for

the night. It was time to mingle. It was time exchange cultures.About an hour later, Stewart

found me, and said that he wanted to check out some ‘Soi Cowboy’ place. I had drank three

beers already and was having a good time, but he wanted to move on. When we got outside,

the air actually felt better than it did in the bar, and I could sense that my body was relieved

without having a cigarette cloud above my head. In an instant we climbed into another cab, and

were heading to Soi Cowboy. I got the two dollar cab fare this time.The entrance to Soi Cowboy

was more of a tri-amphoral arch than a gate. Green, blue and pink neon lights blinded me for a

minute. There were girls everywhere. I mean everywhere. God damn, I couldn’t believe it. We

sat at an outside table on the street. There must have been at least twenty-five bars on both

sides of the strip. From our table we had a nice view to check out the scene. At the entrance of

each establishment, there were at least five or ten girls in tiny clothes. They called out to all the

white pedestrians, trying to entice them inside. Tall boots and short mini-skirts looked like the

rage. I have always liked that combination myself. Some of the girls had blond hair, and some

had auburn red, while most had long straight black silky hair.From our table there must have

been a hundred or more girls in sight, smoking, drinking, talking and calling out to farangs in

the street. It was like a gigantic strip club strip. I bought the next two rounds of beers, Heineken

and Chang respectively. When they were empty, my beer buzz was alive, and I was horned up

too. Stewart said we wouldn’t fail tonight. I believed him.When we finished our beers, we

headed farther down Soi Cowboy, toward a place he said, ‘Wasn’t too bad.’ At the door were

half a dozen girls in tiny black skirts, and baby sized white short sleeve button-downs. We

entered through a series of overlapping blankets, I suppose, so you can’t see inside from the

street. They were right. In the center of the large room was an elevated platform, with strippers

climbing and dancing on poles. There must have been twelve of them up there, some just



dancing to the techno, and others leaning over, talking to guys on stools at the side of the

stage. Along the walls on the outside of the room were couches, where customers reclined,

accompanied by sexy girls.Stewart grabbed two stools next to the stage, and we soon had

fresh beers. I gazed up at the ceiling and couldn’t believe my eyes! The ceiling was made of

glass, about twelve feet up, with another dozen topless girls in black miniskirts, dancing. I

sipped my beer and Stewart smiled, when he saw that I looked like a kid in a candy store. The

girls on the second story wore no panties either, and some would gyrate on the glass floor for

all to see from below. Some did splits, and some were just dancing like wild sexy cats. Every

fucking one of them had a perfect body, and I couldn’t believe it. Soi Cowboy made Montreal’s

red light district look like Provincetown.After I picked out my favorite girl, it wasn’t long before

Stewart found a couch along the outside of the room for us to sit on. My girl was about five foot

two, and couldn’t have been over ninety pounds. She had gravity defying boobs which felt like

soft firm warm baseballs, with cute little pointed nips on them. She said she was eighteen, and

I bought her a drink to stay with me. Next thing I knew, she sat on my lap facing me, and

rocked back and forth on my semi tractor-trailer. I was pretty worked up, but still very shy, as

there must have been a hundred people within sight of my lap dance. I pushed her to the side,

and she slung one leg over mine, and put her arms around my neck. I touched her legs and

thighs. Her skin was so soft and smooth. It was amazing. Way softer than any white chick I had

touched before. Her legs were curvy and she had great calves. I was drunk, and she stroked

my package through my pants. She even let me finger her for a couple of minutes beneath her

skirt. She was totally hairless, and so soft. Then all of a sudden, it was time for her to dance

again, and she got up and went back to the stage. Stewart came back a few minutes later, and

sat on the couch where my girl had just been. It was a little after twelve-thirty, and he said we

should try another place, where we might be able to get some chicks to come home for

free.After only a five minute cab ride, we got dropped off at, ‘The Bed Club.’ It was a very odd

shaped building toward the end of Sukhumvit, Soi 11, and it looked much like an elevated white

aluminum tin can, with a long ramp up to the door. Trance music was pounding, and the entire

building was shaking on its spindly metal legs. It was crowded inside, and it looked like the

inside of a large metal sardine can, and to me, it felt like people were literally sardines. It was

cool to be in a real club for a change, not just some girly bar with cats for hire.There were a

good number of white people in The Bed Club, but many Thai people as well. Thai guys were

dressed like they were going out in New York City, with long trousers and dress shoes, and the

Thai girls all wore real dresses and heels. People seemed to be wealthy, and even the beers

were four dollars each. Along the sides of the large tin room, there were actual beds and

futons, with tables in the center of each bed. People could lie down, or sit as they would at

home on their own bed, while eating and drinking. There were at least twenty large beds for

customers who were too tired or drunk to stand on the dance floor. The ratio was good. Many

girls and fewer guys. The place seemed cool. There were multitudes of fancy looking girls, city

girls. I was into it.Soon I spotted Stewart again, on the other side of the large tin can club. He

was standing with two girls. One of them was already holding onto his arm and pawing his

shoulder. They looked good from across the room, and in the dark. I went over, and Stewart

introduced me as well as possible in a loud night club, on the edge of the dance floor. That

freed him up from the other girl, so he could attend to the one on his shoulder. His girl was tall,

taller than I am, and had slender legs, with a medium length white frilly dress on. She wasn’t

my type, because I like short girls, to match my own height better. It’s best in bed that way too.

At least from what I knew already. Stuart disappeared with his girl into the depths of the club,

leaving me with her friend.The other girl had on an aqua green mini-skirt, two-inch gold high



heels, and a black short-sleeved jacket. Her style was good, and she said she bought her

clothes in Singapore. I assumed she had some money, to be going to Singapore for shopping.

We couldn’t really speak to each other with the pounding music, and the fact that we didn’t

speak the same language. It seemed unlikely to get a decent girl like this one, without really

chatting her up at least. I didn’t know where I stood. After about twenty more minutes, I looked

around to find out what happened to Stewart. When I found him, he was on one of the beds

making out, and getting goosed already. Damn Stewart! When he saw us, he stood up to tell

me that they were ready to go.I pounded what was left of my beer, as Stewart and I headed

toward the door. Stewart’s girl walked with us down the ramp toward the street. When we were

about halfway down the ramp, I saw the other girl coming out of the entrance behind us. I was

surprised to see her leaving the club, but guessed she was trying to bring Stewart’s girl back

inside, and cock-block his efforts. It was three A.M. already, and Stewart hailed a taxi while the

two girls seemed to bicker. Stewart got in the cab, and his girl followed. After I got in, the other

girl climbed in next to me. I looked at Stewart, and he smiled some sort of a queer English

grin.I wasn’t even considering that ‘my girl,’ was coming back with us. Her fashion and fancy

clothes threw me off. I was used to teen-age white girls who only had allowance money for

shopping. Not real city girls, who live in high-end fashion circles. The big time Bangkok girls

with all their apparent glamor enamored my senses, as much as the beer and the jet lag. I was

waxed. Stewart paid the taxi fare when we entered The Nai Lert Park estate. The place looked

even grander as we approached in the night time. The elegance and splendor of such a fine

hotel was new to me. You can’t get that in Maine. The girls liked the look of the place too, as we

stepped out at the main entrance. There was still a doorman, even after three A.M., who let us

in with an odd grin. I assumed it was because he thought we were cool. We sure felt cool.I

followed the three others through the entrance and down the hall. On the way upstairs, I got a

funny feeling about Stewart’s girl. She looked kinda gawky as she swaggered up the stairs. I

had a brief reality check, and was horrified. Stewart’s ‘girl,’ was a fucking man. Fucking drag

shit! I had never even suspected until then. I had never been in close proximity with this kind of

thing before. I had never even thought about it before. I was glad that the dimly light hallway

was enough of a beacon for me. I was scared as hell. When we were all on the second floor,

Stewart opened his room in a jiff, and his ladyboy went in ahead of him. He wished me good

night, and then I was left alone in the hallway with what I knew was probably a man.I didn’t

know what to do. I tried to look harder at my ‘girl’ once more, for confirmation on her sexuality.

We headed slowly down the hallway to my room. I opened the door and she, or he, went in

ahead of me. I only had one hand left to play, or risk the worst. I was drunk as hell, but

remembered an old prep-school creed, that beauty is just a light switch away. I instantly turned

every light in the room on. I began with the main ceiling lights, the two bed side lamps, the

bathroom lights, and even the closet light. I needed light on the subject. She took her golden

high-heels off, and I instinctively spotted her man feet. Oh fuck! I tried to ask a question, but

fumbled with the words. When I heard a raspy croak come from deep inside my girl’s throat, I

almost vomited on the five star carpet. I could taste acid in my mouth. My throat was dry and I

didn’t know what to do. I did know that he had to leave, and fast. I went to the door and opened

it wide. I wished that a former dorm master was in the hallway on a late night inspection, to

bust up the party. I asked politely for him to go. He acted insulted on the way out, and I

mustered a meager sorry, but closed the door in a hurry and put the chain across.I immediately

ran to the shower, and scrubbed my body until it was red. I kept the water temp on high with full

pressure, and sat on the tiled floor, while I closed my eyes and counted my blessings. The hot

water stung my overly scrubbed skin, and it felt wonderful. It was fortunate that I came back to



reality when I did, or I may never have been the same again.I’ve never been against gays. I’ve

just never wanted to be one, and that’s about all I ever thought of it. There weren’t any on my

hockey teams, and I was always too busy playing sports, or seeing girls, to dislike them a

whole lot. None of my friends were gay. I had met gays before, and always supposed that as

long as they left me alone, I’d leave them alone. I was fine with that. Nice and simple, but this

sneaky shit was really low. I had almost been tricked by a man. It was abhorrently disgusting to

me. It was simply wrong. If you order a fresh tasty tuna melt, you shouldn’t be served a spicy

fucking hot dog! That’s bad business. I didn’t like Bangkok already, and it was only my first

night. I got out of the long refreshing shower, toweled off, and still had trouble falling asleep in

my lavish king-sized bed. My first night had been a stark reality check.I woke up late the next

day. It was almost two o’clock. I wasn’t very refreshed, and was still extremely down about the

night before. I was pissed. Bangkok was too much of a jungle for me. I didn’t want to play by

Bangkok rules. They were too ugly. I spent the day loafing around the poolside, and strolling

through the hotel’s gardens just admiring the plants, and coming to grips with the night before.

No steam room for me.At eight o’clock, I went to the lobby and was hailed a cab by the bellboy.

I asked the bellboy to send me out for some good Thai food. The cabbie took me on a ride for

about ten minutes, and dropped me off at a nice place. I ordered a tasty red coconut chicken

Thai curry, some spring rolls, and a Beer Chang. The place had some style and the price was

only four dollars for everything. My dinner was delicious, and I sure did appreciate Thai food. I

felt a lot better after dinner, and decided to explore Bangkok a bit more on my own.In the street

I jumped into another cab, and asked him to take me on a tour for half an hour to see the city.

The cabbie said in decent but rough English that he’d take me around for an hour, for four

about dollars. He took me onto the elevated super highway above the city, where the views

were awesome. Bangkok stretched as far as I could see in every direction. It was a beautiful

but dirty mess of a modern city, juxtaposed with what appeared to be a unique past and

people. What you see is not what you get in Bangkok, I had learned that already. There must

be a secret world beneath the mess and incongruities of the whole place, of that I was

sure.The cabbie offered to show me some girls. I assumed he knew what he was talking about

since he was Thai, and a cabbie. I decided to give him a shot. We already negotiated the four

dollars, and there was still about half an hour to see what he had to show. I knew it couldn’t be

any worse that what had happened the night before. He drove toward what he said was China

Town. It looked the same as everywhere else to me. Maybe there were a few more sleeping

dogs in the road, and it looked a little darker than outside the restaurant, where I had gotten

into his cab. He parked on the side of the street and we went into a small bar, and he sat down

next to me at the table. I wanted him to keep some distance between us, but I offered to buy

him a beer which he gladly accepted. Beer was what I needed too. I sipped my beer slowly and

relished it. Even with the air conditioning on, the small pink neon lit bar was roasting. There

were four girls working at the little place. They weren’t dressed so fancy, but they were all

pretty, and definitely all girls. I was stoked.In another minute, the cabbie had one of the girls sit

at our table. She had tan skin, and nice boobs. They were small but well-shaped, and she was

slender. My cabbie said that she would, ‘boom- boom,’ and I knew what he meant, but was

surprised, because she served our beer. The girl confirmed that she would boom-boom, and I

asked how much. It was only about ten dollars. I thought I must have had the conversion

wrong, but she confirmed it. That was the first time I had ever been presented with an actual

hooker. I had to give it a shot for under ten bucks, what the fuck.I laid the money down, and

followed her to a room in the back of the bar. It wasn’t very romantic, and I could still hear the

jukebox from the bar, and even passing traffic outside. However, the girl was really a girl. That



was what I needed. She sat on the bed and took her shirt off, and then undressed completely.

She placed her clothes neatly on the table next to the bed. I thought she looked very cute. She

dimmed the lights, and even put on a fan. I took off my shirt and sat on the bed facing her.We

looked at each other, and I guess that she could tell I wasn’t sure what to do. She smiled, and I

asked her if she spoke English. She giggled a bit and I knew that she didn’t. She motioned for

me to stand up, and helped remove my pants. When she got them all the way down to the floor,

she was looking straight at my one eyed cyclops. It wasn’t ready yet, and needed some

foreplay. I also wanted to feel a bit more comfortable. She took my Johnson and licked it. Then

she put it all the way in her mouth, and slowly extruded it while squeezing her lips. I got

warmed up fast, and she stopped giving me a blow job when she thought I was at full

attention.She produced a condom out of thin air, and lay back on the bed with her knees

together. She had nice little titties, and a slim tan face to boot. Her skinny legs got me off. I

went for some titty licking action, and couldn’t believe how soft they were. She had the softest

skin I had felt up to that moment in my life. Her nips were also tender and soft, compared to a

white girl’s nipples. I was shocked at once. I loved it. I hoped more of these Thai girls would be

like this one. I banged her for only about ten minutes. I sure didn’t want to risk breaking a

strange condom in some strange girl for ten dollars. I had a great nut, and thanked her with a

two dollar tip. She was happy, and so was I.When I walked back out to the bar, my cabbie was

almost done with his next beer. I paid for the three beers, and thanked him for taking me on a

tour. It had been just about an hour since I got into his cab outside the restaurant. I planned on

tipping him for his expertise, and I had already bought him two beers. When we went outside,

the street looked even dingier than it had on the way in. He asked me to climb in the front seat

next to him, and I thought he was being courteous, so I obliged.It was time to go home and

take a shower and get some shut eye. I told him that I was staying at The Nai Lert Park, which

he seemed to know right away. After ten minutes of driving, I asked if we were close, and he

said it would be a little while longer. I hadn’t realized that when he heard I was staying in such

a nice place, he planned to renege on his earlier deal. The next thing I knew, we’d been driving

half an hour. Obviously something was wrong. I didn’t like to be next to him, and I felt like I was

being set up in the worst way. I demanded to get out of the cab if he didn’t drop me off in the

next five minutes, which he said he could. Soon, it was apparent that he was holding me

against my will, and was most likely going to rob me or worse. I just wanted to pay up, tip him,

and get the fuck out of his cab.After almost an hour, I began getting scared. I demanded to get

out and pay him at the corner we were at, wherever it was. That was when he got tough. He

reached over and grabbed my side with his left arm. He squeezed me hard, and I became

angry and scared. Thai cars have their steering wheels on the right hand side, since they drive

on the left, like in England and Bermuda. He had me in a bad spot, and I was worried that he

had a weapon. I instinctively remembered a move that my Sensei taught me for close quarter’s

confrontations. I went for the cabbie’s neck with everything I had in my right arm. I knew it could

end up for the worse, but my personal space had been infringed upon, and I had to play for

keeps. I grabbed the back side of his neck with my four fingers, and dug my thumb as deep

and hard as I possibly could into his jugular.I could tell it hurt, but I knew that I couldn’t let him

go, because he would be free and able to reach for a weapon. My thumb tried to make a

closed fist through his neck, and rip his head off. I wasn’t strong enough for all that, but I was

able to get the door open at the side of the road, and edge my body half way out of the car.

The cabbie was still trying to forcibly grasp me, and make a move for my arm. I held his neck

firmly, and strengthened my grip, until one of my feet was on the street, outside the cab. I was

still in a vulnerable position since I only had him with one hand, and I instinctively made a firm



ridge hand with my left, and drove a striking blow to his septum. His nose gushed with blood

immediately. I let him go once I hit him, and ran down the street as fast I had ever run before,

into a city I did not know.The four years of Karate training I had endured turned out to be a

necessity on my second night in Bangkok. It was well worth having a tough Sensei, who had

taught me how to survive on my own. He taught me about the seriousness of a situation, and

how to be prepared for the worst, in order to overcome an unsuspecting aggressive opponent.

The cabbie’s nose was surely fractured, and I knew he was pissed off and hurting. He thought I

must have been some pussy foreigner whom he could manhandle. He didn’t know that I always

play for keeps. I hid out in the shadows for another half hour to make sure that he was gone,

and slowly came out, to hail another cab. This time I got in the back seat, and was dropped off

at The Nai Lert Park Hotel in five minutes. That whole time, we were only five fucking minutes

away from my hotel, and that asshole wanted more than I could give. Mother fucker.In the

morning, I was feeling no better than I had the day before. I was sick of transvestites and

thieves already. I needed to leave Bangkok. There were still two more days already paid on my

hotel reservation, so I decided to wait them out, and then do some traveling. After going to the

buffet, I felt rejuvenated enough to try the town again. It was one o’clock, and I had plenty of

time to do some exploration. It was time to see Bangkok in daylight. The Lonely Planet guide

book I brought with me said that Khosan Road was a happening place for travelers. The book

claimed to know everything too.After a twenty five minute cab ride from The Nai Lert Park, the

cabbie stopped the car, and turned around to tell me we were there. I gave him the three dollar

fare, and walked in the direction he pointed. The street was crawling with people. Two-thirds of

them were lugging huge nondescript faded backpacks. The book said that you can get a room

for three dollars, and that drugs were aplenty. It looked like both were true. Many of the tourists

on the street had shaggy beards and long hair, or dreads. I began walking amongst the mish-

mash of people going in various directions up and down the street. It looked like most of them

didn’t know where they were going either. I liked the place, and fit in already. It was hot and I

needed an iced coffee, so I stopped at a coffee stand that had a couple of umbrellas for shade,

with a few stools along the street.Khosan Road is the best place to people watch. Most of the

travelers looked to be European, probably French, Spanish or German. They wore ragged

clothes, and most of them looked like they’d been traveling for a long time. A few of the western

girls looked pretty, wearing skimpy Asian sun dresses and small tee-shirts. They all looked like

they needed a good bath though. I could see a few American tourist girls, who stood out a bit.

The American girls wore brand new shorts and pastel polo shirts, some of them had their

collars flipped up. All of them looked too heavy. None of them were for me. I sat sipping my iced

coffee for a while. After a few minutes, I began talking to a nice Italian couple on a tour of South

East Asia for a year. I always get along with Italians, because my sister had married one. I like

their style, and they generally seem pretty smart.
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Matt Johnson, “Great read. I enjoyed the heck out of this book. The anti-hero spends a few

months in Asia doing nothing but pound beers, bang Asian chicks, and smoke bowls. He

makes one bad decision after the next but amazingly is spared his life a few times. It’s as if he

lets his id completely take over all his decisions, bereft of morals, living entirely for his own

pleasure. I’m glad you lived it up, kid, those memories will last a lifetime.”

Sean C. Barron, “A great book about what really is in Thailand. Reading this book made me

realize, if you miss out on Thailand you could miss out life.”

JWH, “A young man’s travels in Thailand. Erudite and evocative account of the attractions of

Thailand. I particularly enjoyed John Harvey’s retelling of his scuba diving trip with a lovely girl

called Sopita. Oh to be 30 years younger!”
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