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Living the dream 

 

As I gazed at the blue sea lapping onto the beach, less than ten 

feet away from the glass fronted tattoo parlour, and the buzz of 

the needle gun brought back my attention to the job in hand. A 

beautiful girl lay on the shop floor. Covered with Thai cushions, 

getting a small piece of my artwork just to the left of her Vagina. 

She started to become aroused by the vibration of the gun, as 

my wrist rested on her pelvis to steady my hand. 

The smell of freshly delivered weed from Koh Phangan filled the 

studio giving everyone a sense of wellbeing, the girl ignoring the 

pain, and me trying to ignore my cock, that stuck out like a tent 

pole from the cotton Thai fisherman’s pants I wore. Pain and 

pleasure, how did I feel that day, living my dream? Well they say 



2 
 

“you should never live your dream” then again, they say a lot 

don’t they! 

 

First visit to Thailand 

I stood with a few people in the Irish bar ‘Finnegans ’drinking 

Guinness when the subject of where I was going to spend my 

month off, from my job as the ‘Diving Supervisor’ offshore for 

ADNOC in Abu Dhabi. Not really having thought it through I just 

said “Thailand” and they all laughed and started on me telling 

stories of their own trips to Bangkok and Phuket. One comment 

stuck in my mind, which came up a few times during the rest of 

that afternoon drinking session, and that was “you’ll never 

survive John”! That was like a red flag to a bull, I had survived 

the Falkland war and various other operations of active service 

during my time in the Royal Marines, so one month in Thailand 

sounded easy, how wrong could you be. So, with no research 

done on where to stay and what to do, and what not to do in 

Thailand. I got a Ticket from the UAE direct to Bangkok. 

‘One night in Bangkok’ made famous by the band Murray Head 

in 2012, “One night in Bangkok makes the hard man humble 

Not much between despair and ecstasy One night in Bangkok 

and the tough guy’s tumble Can't be too careful with your 

company I can feel the devil walking next to me” 

I will not bang on about Khao San road as it must be the most 

written about street in Bangkok, it was my first port of call and 

the start of an odyssey that would last the best part of ten 

years. 

As I usually enjoy drinking, I headed to the bars on Khaosan 

wearing a worn pair of jeans and a singlet which would so off 

my body tattoos. One thing I didn’t realise at the time was that 

most of the travellers you meet in Bangkok, are living more than 
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one life, having a secret identity or taking on more than one 

personality, that alternate personality is their alter ego, 

Assassins,007 or Special forces, everyone lies from the start of 

any bar conversation, guaranteed. This is not apparent at first 

and you learn with experience, that first afternoon I sat in a bar 

facing the street watching hundreds of people walking up and 

down the street, when a guy sitting on the next table told me in 

English that, he “fucking hated this place”! If this had happened 

a few years later I would have ignored him and carried on 

drinking, but in those early days, I had to ask why? 

This man had fought in every Muay Thai ring in Bangkok, he was 

a destroyer, never beaten since leaving the Royal Marines (SBS) 

a few years earlier, I listened with interest as I had also been in 

the Marines, alas not the SBS.As the drinks went down a few 

more guys rocked up who obviously knew the guy doing all the 

talking, they had also proved to be ex-forces, one in the foreign 

legion and the token, Para (SAS) of course! Thinking to myself 

that all these people where real, until a few words and names 

started to ring bells as being wrong and out of context. We call 

these people ‘Walter Mitty’s’ a person who imagines that their 

life is full of excitement and adventures when it is in fact just 

ordinary. Khaosan bars are full of ‘Walt’s’, it’s difficult to call 

them out, by embarrassing them Infront of other friends, who 

believe all their bullshit. After several more drinks an argument 

started between within the group which ended with myself 

standing up, leaning over the bottle’s standing on the table and 

grabbing Mr Muay Thai by the throat and telling him “I should 

shoot you in the face!” Now I don’t why I said that as I didn’t 

own a weapon and didn’t have one in my jean pocket. I think it 

came from the movie ‘Dusk till Dawn’ Anyway he bottled it and 

stormed off in a huff. 

My first night turned into a baptism of fire which ended up in 

the downstairs bar of my hotel chatting to an Australian girl on 
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her travels through Asia. As we chatted and drank more beer it 

turned out, that ‘Sky’ her name, enjoyed the philosophical side 

of my drunken stupor and we eventually ended up in my room 

for sex. Not like I can recall much of the sex; I woke with Sky 

straddled me with a limp cock inside her! Class. 

Sky left very disappointed, early in the morning leaving me with 

no contact details, not even her last name. Just in time for me 

to catch a plane down to the holiday resort, called Phuket, 

Patong beach to be precise, my hotel being at the top of, Bangla 

Road, the party hub. 

The place was quiet when I arrived around midday and 

extremely hot, which made me ditch my kit in the hotel room, I 

had rented for a month, and make my way down the road 

towards the sea. I called in the first bar I saw open, called the 

Kangaroo bar, ordered a Heineken beer which, when thrown 

down my neck tasted like nectar. The Kangaroo bar was to 

become my ‘Deployment Bar’ watching the crazy antics from 

my bar stool drinking bottles of Heineken. 

As I started my second bottle on that first day I looked directly 

opposite into a small enclave of girly bars, with the working girls 

touting their wares. You must love watching people, like me 

during the day you see people heading down to the beach then 

a few hours later coming back sun burnt and absolutely 

knacked, then as the day turns into night the very same people 

all dressed up, return for a night of debauchery, or an 

interesting time being accosted by the working girls/boys. 

Late into the night after a good ten hours drinking, I must have 

looked a sorry sight for sore eyes, still compos mentis I had a 

great view of the small gangs of lads strolling down the street 

looking for excitement, they are not disappointed when one 

Ladyboy stops one of the lads and starts rubbing his cock 

through his shorts. As his cock got hard the other lads in the 



5 
 

group started to chant while the Ladyboy pulled his shorts down 

and started wanking him off right there on the sidewalk as other 

people passed by laughing and taking photos.  

Never a dull moment drinking on Bangla Road, around about 

midnight I made my move, paid my ‘Checkbin’ and moved back 

up towards the loudest music which came from ‘The Hellfire-a-

Go-go’ the place was jammed with people from all over the 

world. Getting myself a drink, I positioned myself on the edge of 

the building looking out onto one of the side streets in between 

the club and my hotel, were people parked their little 

motorbikes. When I say ‘Little’ it’s mainly the Honda C90, every 

bar the length and breadth of the country had a Honda C90 

outside at some point during the 70s, 80s and 90s, usually with 

a flapping white top-box and misted aftermarket screen. Fast 

enough to keep with urban traffic, super-frugal and so reliable it 

could endure any manner of neglect and misuse, the Honda was 

the go-to, bar hopping tool. 

You get an engaging and amusing riding experience, enough 

performance not to feel (too) vulnerable, plenty of time to soak 

up the views, good spares availability and simple home 

servicing. Costs peanuts to run, too. You’ll also make lots of new 

friends, as someone will regale you with a C90 story every time 

you stop at a Bar, I know, I got one. As a tattooed German 

parked his bike up, right in front of me, I may have laughed at 

how ridiculous he looked to which he took offence and punched 

me straight in the face. So, with blood pouring from my nose, I 

made my way back to the hotel room for a much-needed sleep, 

Day two of my Thailand odyssey complete. 

The next morning supporting a black eye and bruised face it was 

time to get some transport for my stay, hiring a motorbike is 

simple in Thailand, staying on the bike is the hard part. Phuket is 

home to many kilometres of well-maintained roads, 

meandering in-between hills, lush green jungle, and sparkly 
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lakes. ... And despite the notion of stereotypical dangerous Thai 

roads, you can stay safe on a bike in Phuket, if you know how to 

handle a speedy rice rocked that I rented. 

CBR 400 cc, a 399 cc, 4 Stroke, Liquid Cooled, Inline Four engine 

with claimed Horsepower of 53 Hp (39.5 kW) @ 13000 rpm, it 

was fast, It's a pity kids like ragging them to death and throwing 

them down the road as the tyres got hammered , you need 

good tyres on Thai roads as you invariably slide off into the 

jungle, or even worse an oncoming truck. Luck would have it, 

that first ride survived I parked her up outside my hotel and 

walked straight to the Kangaroo Bar for a drink to calm my 

nerves. 

Settling in for a good day’s drinking, the music started with a 

song which was to become synonymous with my life at that 

time. The song by ‘Chumbawamba Tubthumping’ 

I get knocked down, but I get up again 

You are never gonna keep me down 

I get knocked down, but I get up again 

You are never gonna keep me down 

I get knocked down, but I get up again 

You are never gonna keep me down 

I get knocked down, but I get up again 

You are never gonna keep me down 

He drinks a Whiskey drink, he drinks a Vodka drink 

He drinks a Lager drink, he drinks a Cider drink 

He sings the songs that remind him of the good times 

He sings the songs that remind him of the best times 
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As the day got longer and turned into the night, travellers came 

and went but a couple of girls from the North of England stayed 

put and started drinking with me, brave girls. The bar got rowdy 

around midnight when the Chumbawamba song played for the 

tenth time, with the girls and me jumping around like lunatics. 

The girls decided to move on but before leaving we planned to 

meet up the following day, same place, The Kangaroo Bar. 

In my drunken stupor I walked from the bar as it’s closed, 

towards the beach to look at the sea for the first time since I’d 

arrived. With not many folks around at the time, it must have 

been 4 or 5 in the morning, I saw what looked like a Thai, 

ladyboy walking straight towards me as I continued towards the 

sea. As she/he got closer I could see blood coming from her 

mouth mixed with white spit, almost like foam coming out of 

her. Scantily clad she started towards me at speed grabbing my 

arm with a strong grip, she was a man after all, her head dived 

towards my face as she tried to bite my neck. There was at the 

time, the year 2000, and an estimated 62,800 lady boys living in 

Thailand. HIV prevalence among this group was estimated 10%, 

making transgender people a particularly at-risk population. 

They sold sex, making them particularly vulnerable to HIV. 

Around three quarters of transgender women in Thailand use 

condoms. HIV positive transgender women are estimated to be 

aware of their status. Discriminatory heath systems, 

transphobia, family rejection and a lack of access to education 

and employment all discourage transgender people from 

seeking HIV services, leaving them behind in prevention and 

treatment work. Younger transgender women were also more 

likely to be HIV positive than older transgender women. Having 

an STI, having a low education level and using amphetamine-

type stimulants called ‘Yabba’ were found to be more common 

among HIV positive transgender women, like the one 

attempting to bite my neck. 
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Having escaped the crazed Ladyboy I decided it was time to hit 

the sack and made my way back to the hotel, alone but alive. 

The next morning getting up early to try and get a clear ride on 

the Phuket roads, I set off on the rice rocket, this was an ideal 

opportunity to familiarize myself with the holiday island and 

take in the islands natural beauty as I drove along the beach 

roads through Patong, Karon, Kata and Rawai.  Photo 

opportunities as I stop at the Karon viewpoint and cultural sites 

such as the sacred Buddhist temple of Phuket Wat Chalong. 

Phuket town offers an interesting mix of architecture including 

Sino, Portuguese. This town has been the backdrop for many 

western movies as it is said to be very similar to Indochina. To 

learn more about Thai culture and traditions. Admire the 

charming historic streets of Phuket Town while thrashing the 

bike and nearly killing myself on the road back to Patong beach 

as it started to rain, heavily, and when I say heavily, I mean it 

pissed down. I couldn’t see more than 3 foot in front of the 

bike, having not experienced anything like this before I slowed 

down, wrong thing to do! The HGV Lorries continued at 

breakneck speed along the now oily roads covered in water. 

Aquaplaning occurs when the tyres of vehicles hit the layer of 

water caused by heavy rainfall and cannot grip to the surface of 

the road. The water on the surface causes tyres to lose traction, 

preventing response from any instruction given to the vehicle, 

including braking, steering, and accelerating. Of course, any 

instance that occurs whereby people are unable to control the 

vehicle is extremely dangerous and increases the risk of having 

an accident.  

So, how could I tell if the bike was aquaplaning? I started feeling 

the steering become lighter, hearing the engine become louder, 

experiencing the back end of the bike drifting from side-to-side 

and feeling it suddenly slow as the water inhibits the normal 



9 
 

movement. Experience these, and it’s best to not panic. To help 

regain control of the bike, gently easing off the accelerator to 

slow the bike down, I did not hit the brakes and tried to keep a 

firm grip on the handlebars. Making any sudden movements 

could cause further loss of control. 

The hired Bike had old tyres with poor tread which increased 

the risk of aquaplaning as they were already at risk of losing 

traction from normal road conditions. The less tread the tyres 

have, the less room there is for water to be dispersed from the 

contact patch. Less tread equals less water dispersal which 

results in aquaplaning. 

Control my speed and alter speed depending on the weather 

conditions that I’m driving in. If it has or still is raining. It’s 

important to remember that stopping distances in wet weather 

are also longer, therefore keeping a safe distance from the lorry 

in front and travelling at a safe speed will decrease the risk of 

aquaplaning. Pay attention to the roads, brake, and steer more 

smoothly to avoid losing traction, this is all going through my 

mind just as the lorry coming in the opposite direction swamps 

me with rainwater, I skid over the road what seems at least 30 

meters and then come to a stop. Pain. Blood. Dirt. Suddenly the 

screeching sound of brakes and an immense amount of light. A 

lorry brakes hard to not run me over and luckily stops half a 

meter short. I try to get up and inspect myself in the headlights 

of the truck. Luckily, I can get up, but I am scratched badly and 

there is a lot of blood. When you skid over the road sideways at 

high velocity with a bike on top of you, time moves strangely 

slow. I remember thinking: ‘I am tearing up my skin and there is 

nothing I can do about it. I was wearing short sleeves and no 

protection except for a helmet, as I skidded over an unlit dirt-

road in the middle of the night. The storm broke and quickly 

turned day into night. Back on the bike and rode on when the 

downpour eased. It was dark and the track's hard-packed mud 
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had become a slippery, sloping quagmire. The cloying mud 

jammed my brakes and the wheels turned reluctantly. Sloshing 

on, often pushing with bare feet buried ankle deep in brown 

sludge, I continued striving along the road in a thick and murky 

moonlit mist. Reaching a garage and dropping off the bike for a 

few minor repairs I made my way back to the hotel, wow, that 

was emotional and needed a few drinks to calm me down a bit, 

what better place than the Kangaroo bar. 

Bangla Road is lined with nightclubs and beer bars on both 

sides. Most of the bars on the Bangla Road have bar girls who 

would lure you into looking at the bar and ordering one drink at 

least. Since most of the bars don’t have walls, you can hear 

blaring music all through the stretch of the street. 

Live music performance, a popular thing in most of the bars 

while some of them hire DJs that play both traditional Thai as 

well as international superhits. I ended up in one place lured by 

the ‘Drum & Bass ’tunes. And I saw one of the Nurses from 

yesterday making out with this Thai girl, a thin girl with tattoos. 

This working girl was all about fun, she kissed me, repeatedly 

flashed, and played with her tits in front of me. 

We sat down at a bar; I bought her a drink. She really knew how 

to be coy, playful and say the right things. Proclaimed I wasn’t 

her type but so good looking she didn’t care, kissed me more. It 

was nearing closing time and she left her barstool for a bit to 

get something, fifteen minutes went by, and I decided I didn’t 

want to wait anymore so I headed to the exit to find her again. 

She threw her arms around my neck. An important lesson to 

learn there, never let a hyperactive boozed girl disappear. 

Nonetheless, we head back to my place and boy do we get it on. 

For three days with only a short break on day two for her to go 

home and get stuff we fucked and fucked and fucked. I usually 

don’t orgasm from sex, but I shot a fucking jet stream into her 
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several times. Slapping, choking, ass licking, anal. I buried my 

tongue so far into her ass I almost came from that alone. We 

used over half a bottle of oil and loads of lube, slid around on 

each other. I ate her out so many times I had trouble speaking 

due to my tongue being worn out. And she knew how to suck 

dick, not sensual, not casually but like she worshiped the cock. 

The kind of blowjob you feel like she treats your dick as the 

source of life. 

Whenever we took a break, we’d lay on the bed and watch 

some movie I’d just slide it in and just lay there slowly fucking 

throughout the whole movie, then back to play raping. I love ass 

to mouth and licking ass, so I made sure to fuck her in both 

holes then face fuck her then make out like our tongues were 

glued to each other, sharing the taste of her juices. 

After she left on the third day I was so sexed up and horny I 

headed out to the bar to get laid. At the entrance to the club, I 

met some of the bar girls that started clapping. Turns out I 

rocked her world so hard she’d never gotten fucked like that 

ever in her life. This cycle carried on for the rest of the month 

with me paying the ‘Bar Fine’ for the girls and putting them on a 

day rate. 

They say it’s the oldest profession in the world, but I think the 

word “prostitute” is a little too harsh to label and slap on 

Phuket bar girls. Working girls are what they like to call 

themselves, and I couldn’t agree more. Anyone new to Thailand 

needs to understand that the country has no social benefits 

system in place for unemployment or childcare, if you don’t 

work, you don’t get any money. 

Given the life that most of the bar girls, tourist customers have, 

I’m sure the girls, if they had the same opportunities, would also 

hold down jobs in offices and factories and not lay on their 

backs and think of Thailand. Most of them are from the poorer 
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provinces of Thailand and are single mothers with young kids to 

feed, and that makes it harder to ignore the lure of tourist 

resorts like Phuket. 

Anyone who is planning to hop from bar to bar and pull a 

different bar girl each time then that’s fine, but if a punter 

returns to a bar and ignores a girl he’s taken before in favour of 

a different one, then sparks may fly. 

If you do return to the same bar, then do not pick up a different 

girl unless the one you bar fined before is with another 

customer, and even then, think twice. If the girl is not with 

someone and you bar fine a different one, she’s going to lose 

face big time, and big money too, that’s a combination which 

often leads to trouble. There are plenty of bars with plenty of 

girls, go there and bar fine a girl. 

I started chatting to one of the prettier girls. Yu, her name was, 

and she was determined to get me over to the Naughty Boys’ 

Corner but the only oral I was interested. I offered to buy her a 

cola, but she said she’d prefer a Heineken beer and a tequila 

chaser. She told me she was eighteen, but I figured she was a 

few years older than that. But even if she was in her early 

twenties that was still an impressive drinks order for eight 

o’clock in the evening. 

She slipped her hand on my knee and then ran it slowly along 

my thigh and asked me again to visit the Naughty Boys’ Corner 

with me. Five hundred baht and I was guaranteed a smile on my 

face.  

I bought her another beer and chaser and spent another ten 

minutes having my thigh rubbed before I figured that the 

Naughty Boys’ Corner wasn’t that bad an idea after all. I left the 

bar at midnight with a smile on my face. 
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On waking up and wondering what to do? I had an uneventful 

day hanging at the beach watching the tourists parasailing 

around behind speedboats and getting very red from the sun. I 

ate a light lunch and drank my way back to the hotel for a nap. I 

awoke about 22:30 showered, dressed and headed out for more 

food, stopping at a place offering cheeseburger, and filled up. 

While sitting there I noticed that I could walk down an alley to 

Tiger Bar a big disco, so I did. Under part of the building was 

another group of beer bars 30 or 40 of the little stall type, each 

one having 1 to 10 working girls. I nodded and smiled at the 

offers and made my way to the disco. The place was crowded to 

overwhelming, I never did get into the place I was standing at a 

bar just inside the foyer waiting for the bartender when a girl 

caught my eye. She was inside but on the second floor and 

while she could see the dance floor she could also turn and see 

who was coming into the place. 

She smiled and waved, and I smiled and waved back, when the 

bartender asked for his money and gave me my beer. I turned 

around to look for a girl and she was standing next to me. She 

was short, I mean 4’ 6” tops, short. Cute and a little chubby, not 

fat necessarily but she had a shape like a tube. No tits, but sort 

of cute, we struck up the usual conversation and decided that 

we wanted to spend the rest of our lives together, well at least 

the next couple of hours. We walked back to the hotel, and she 

hit the shower. I passed as my shower was less than an hour old 

and just stripped instead. She walked out of the bathroom 

completely nude, very different than I had seen so far, walk was 

not what she did, it was a strut. Cocky in appearance. She 

walked up to me and immediately dropped to her knees and 

began to make love to my genitals, I can’t describe it any other 

way. She kissed, licked, sucked, and caressed every inch of both 

my cock and balls as well as the inside of my thighs. She was 

there for 5 minutes before my cock ever entered her mouth. 

When that happened, it was almost like a shock, her mouth was 
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not just wet and warm it was alive. Her tongue never stopped 

and when she changed speeds it was done gradually. She 

brought me to the edge of climax and slowed to bring me back 

down twice before she had me lie down on the bed. 

Once I was lying down, she began at the beginning, kissing, 

licking, sucking, and caressing. She was slow and methodical. 

When she finally took my cock in her mouth, I was ready to 

cum, not physically, but mentally. She somehow knew how to 

keep me on the edge. She would alternate keeping me near 

climax and bringing to near climax and back down again. Her 

touch was so soft that I never knew if it was her hand or her 

mouth. 

My cock was stretched as tight as it had ever been and my balls 

had withdrawn into my body when she finally placed her hands 

on my thighs and started a slow pumping sucking, she would 

take my entire cock into her mouth and deep throat me again. I 

was in pain and pleasure so much that I didn’t notice her finger 

slide into my arse until she crooked it and began a massage, 

then it was too late to feel anything except an enormous 

orgasm rack my body. I pulsed time after time and sent copious 

amounts of cum into her mouth and throat. As I was finishing, 

she lessened the pressure of her tongue and lips until it was like 

gossamer brushing along my shaft. I lay there with cum draining 

from my flaccid member still in her mouth forever. She never 

once moved away; just kept my cock in her mouth using just a 

slight suction. She was waiting to see if I would get hard again 

and probably still be sucking my dick if I hadn’t moved away 

from her. 

I don’t remember anything after that I fell asleep. I do 

remember waking as she once again had my cock in her mouth I 

had never awoken to a blowjob before and must admit it was 

quite pleasant. I like morning sex and enjoy, another orgasm 

before taking a shower together and going out for breakfast. 
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Thinking back on this incident, I must wonder how she, if she 

was a, she! Knew how to please a man, maybe she used to be a 

man? 

Getting bored with the same routine every day in Phuket, I 

decided to travel back to Bangkok for a few days before going 

back to work in Abu Dhabi. I handed the Rice rocket back and 

paid for the various scratches and broken parts which happened 

during the crash. I then got on a plane and flew to Bangkok, the 

city of angles or Krung Thep, I found a small guest house just off 

Koh San Road and got myself ready for a night of debauchery. 

The tourists, stroke, travellers are easy pickings when it comes 

to chatting up and getting friendly with, buy them a drink and 

you are almost in their knickers. 

German, Danish, Swedish girls, all shapes, and sizes walking up 

and down Koh San Road buying souvenir tee shirts, sarongs, and 

trinkets to take with them on future travels, just to show people 

they have visited Thailand. The usual combination of girls would 

be one good looking one with a fit body and beautifully shaped, 

walking along with a less so attractive friend who has weight 

issues. Don’t ask me why but you must please the two of them, 

buy two drinks, chat to both and try to please the fat one, who 

nine times out of ten is the more intellectual, of the two. 

Tonight, I decided to visit some of the Go-Go bars and to 

experience the city’s infamous red-light districts. There are 

three of them namely Soi Cowboy and Nana Plaza, in most 

places I learned the hottest girls are trying to get you inside 

while inside the dancers are a lot more average and you might 

be disappointed just after having ordered a drink. 

In Soi Cowboy the Baccara is an institution not just on Soi 

Cowboy but in all of Bangkok. If you sit downstairs, you can 

enjoy the best views in Bangkok. Cowboys 2, It’s almost 

impossible to miss this place right in the centre of Soi Cowboy 
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as it has a huge number of girls also some of the youngest and 

sexiest ones on the strip. Cowboy 2 is a true paradise if you like 

“fresh” girls and that means not only in terms of age but also 

that many of them have just recently started to work in the bar. 

I was told the best Go-Go Bar in Bangkok, and it just can’t get 

any better. There is a large 8-shaped stage on the ground floor 

that had more than ten naked girls dancing at any time. They 

really enjoy being on stage dancing and even better: The girls in 

this place were way above average, most of them are really 

stunning hot, young, skinny, nice boobs. Then I tried Nana Plaza 

with the best Go-Go Bar, located on the second floor, if you 

walk into the courtyard take the stairs up to your right. If you’ve 

never been to a strip club before, it’s difficult not to get 

overwhelmed when you walk into Rainbow 4 as there are well 

over a hundred super attractive girls  

Rainbow 4 is one of the few bars in the Plaza that are packed 

with expats and tourists alike every day of the week. It has two 

big L-shaped stages, each of them with more than two dozen of 

girls dancing topless the quality of girls in Rainbow 4 is among 

the best not just in Nana Plaza, but in all of Bangkok. They are 

young, light skinned and what’s really striking there are so many 

girls with nice and big breasts, partly natural, partly self-made. 

With all this beautiful Thai pussy around I end up with a Danish 

Girl. 

There was just something about her. From all the way across 

the crowded bar, she caught My eye. I had been thinking about 

leaving early. Until I saw her. I walked the long way around the 

bar until behind the Girl in question. She had her brown hair up 

in a style that revealed a delicious-looking neck. But I was 

having a hard time getting a sense of her body. She wore a dress 

with a jacket or blazer over it. It looked odd from across the 

room and looked odd now, almost directly behind her. She was 
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not very tall, maybe 5'1" or 5'2" compared to my 5'8". As she 

stood at the edge of a group, she was swaying to the music in a 

way that confirmed my long-distance appraisal that she had a 

pretty face. But that body. I surveyed up and down and couldn't 

get a read. "Take a picture. It will last longer," a voice intoned.  

Startled, I looked up and the Girl had caught me "sizing her up". 

I blushed and looked at the floor. 

"What's the matter? Did I embarrass you? I didn't mean to. 

That's just something I say when I notice someone looking at 

me," she said with a funny smile. "I'm I. Sorry if I was staring," I 

managed to say softly.  

"Sara. And it's ok. I'm flattered, with all the pretty girls that are 

here tonight," she said.  

Sara had a vaguely foreign accent that I couldn't place.  I was 

becoming more and more interested in her. So decided against 

leaving and asked Sara to dance. The DJ had just put on a 

banging tune. 

"I'm really not much of a dancer. I'm kind of clumsy, I guess. But 

if you want stand in one place and sway, I'm game," Sara said 

with a smile. 

I took her by the hand, and we found an empty corner of the 

dancefloor. I took her in my arms and began to get a sense of 

Sara's body. She was stacked! My hand sank into the loosely 

hanging fabric of the blazer until it found her waist, which 

seemed tiny and flared out to what I assumed were nicely 

rounded hips. As we swayed, I held her just close enough that 

her bust brushed against my chest, or rather my mid-section. I 

tried not to grope my new friend and played it as cool as my 

sudden excitement allowed. Soon tune was over, and we fled 

the dance floor before the manic “music" became too loud.  
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We tried to talk over the din, but it was futile. I took her by the 

hand and led her outside. The evening was hot and humid, but 

quiet.  

"This is much better," I said and smiled at Sara.  

"Oh yes. It was too noisy and kind of stuffy in there," she 

agreed. She looked up at the stars and slowly turned away from 

me. I watched her as she slowly spun around looking skyward. 

As she did, she unbuttoned and slipped off her blazer. My jaw 

dropped.  

Sara looked at me and saw me staring. It was her turn to blush. 

When she finally caught my eye, we giggled like children.  

"Yeah, you see why I try to cover up," Sara admitted. "It's either 

that or wear big, baggy, sweaters. And in this heat that really 

doesn't work." 

"Wow," was all that I could get out. "Sara, you're gorgeous! Are 

you a model or something?" 

"A model? Me? No! Models are tall and statuesque. I'm too 

short and not the shape for modelling," Sara said, flattered. 

In the clingy dress, Sara cut a remarkable figure. If she wasn't 

built for modelling, she was built to impress any red-blooded 

male. Although the dress was not cut low, her huge breasts 

strained the fabric. Her waist tapered to an impossibly tiny 

proportion and her hips completed a perfectly symmetrical 

hour-glass figure. I was drinking in the vision before me.  

"I don't like the way I look. I bloomed early. It was a pain having 

grown men whistle and catcall at me when I was still in high 

school. And the boys assumed I was a whore. It's ironic that I 

never dated because we all thought I was a slut. Isn't that 

crazy?" 
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"I'm sorry, Sara. I don't mean to stare. It's just that you look like 

you stepped out of one of my dreams, honestly," I was trying to 

make her feel at ease. I didn't want her to leave.  

"Well, I haven't told many people this, but my parents were 

worried by my early development and took me to doctors. I 

ended up on all kinds of hormone therapy that, well, didn't 

help. Not that I know what we were trying to do. Reverse my 

puberty, I guess," Sara looked back up at the stars.  

"It doesn't look like we did any harm. I mean, that is, you are 

beautiful," I gushed.  

"Let's go somewhere private," Sara said with a smile.  

We got a taxi back to my room. Once inside, I poured two 

glasses of beer. And crashed on the bed, sat close together, and 

talked. We became comfortable with each other as we talked 

about our lives. Sara was from Denmark, explaining her accent. 

"I need to excuse myself, I," she said. 

"Yes, the beer goes right through me too," I joked.  

"No, it's not that. It's, well, one of the side-effects of the 

hormones," Sara offered. 

I looked confused. Sara sighed and seemed to think about 

whether she should say more. 

"My body thinks I'm pregnant. I know that sounds crazy, but it's 

true. I've been off those damned drugs for years now, but that's 

the truth. I can't get pregnant and my breasts...produce...well, 

milk, like a cow or something," Sara was becoming upset.  

I held her hand softly and tried to comfort her.  

"That's why I wear a jacket or a sweater everywhere I go all year 

around. I don't want to leak through. I even use these."  
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She reached down the neck of her dress and pulled out a round, 

white cotton pad. She handed it to me. It was soaking wet. 

Instinctively, I licked the tip of his index finger and tasted the 

sweet, sticky liquid. He didn't know what to say. 

"I'll be right back," Sara said as she grabbed her purse and 

walked quickly to the bathroom.  

As I sat on the bed holding the wet cotton pad, I became aware 

of how aroused I was. My cock was as hard as it could get given 

the boxers and jeans I wore. I looked at the pad and brought it 

to my lips, sucked on it and tasted the sweet milk, pictured the 

gorgeous Sara with her outrageous curvy, figure sitting next to 

him naked, her breasts leaking white droplets of this nectar. 

Sara returned to the bed.  

"I should probably go home and take care of this. I was thinking 

about leaving when we started talking and kind of forgot I'd 

need to deal with this. I must pump two or three times a day. It 

gets painful, aside from the...leaking," she said. 

"Is there anything I can do to help? I don't want you to leave." I 

asked, once again holding her hand.  

Our eyes locked. In moment volumes were spoken without a 

word. We moved close together and kissed deeply. It was like a 

dam had broken and we each kissed the other with a longing 

that surprised us both. Neither one knew if it was more love or 

lust, but we only wanted to be together.  

"Yes, I. There is something you can do," Sara said and stood 

before me.  

She reached behind herself to unzip the dress. It loosens on her 

amazing frame and then fell to the floor. As she stepped out of 

her heels, she was wearing only a white thong and a heavy-duty 

white lace bra. She reached behind herself, and it loosen and 
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fell to the floor. I gasped but didn't move. Sara's breasts were 

huge round orbs of palest white. We stood out from her chest in 

their fullness at once defying and yielding to the law of gravity. I 

couldn't guess at the size. Each seemed as big as her head. As 

pale as the skin of her breasts was, her nipples were a deep 

pinkish purple. Wet aureoles were drawn up tightly around each 

long, thick nub. I felt my lips pucker instinctively. She sat back 

down and took my head in her hands until I laid across her lap, 

wrapped my arms around her and gently moved my mouth to 

cover her enormous left nipple.  

Sara cupped her huge left breast with one hand and cradled my 

head with the other. She felt me gently latch on and 

immediately felt a massive "letting down" as the milk that had 

been building up in her breasts began to flow. I sucked and 

suckled and swallowed the sweet, warm milk. My lips and 

tongue tugged and pulled in a rhythmic pumping that made 

Sara moan softly.  

"Suck harder," she whispered in my ear. And she felt me 

increase the suction and pull even harder on the thick teat. As 

her breast pulsed and warmed to my attention, Sara felt a dull 

ache deep inside her pussy. The more I suckled, the more her 

clit began to tingle and stiffen. She moaned reflexively and 

rubbed her thighs together. She could feel how wet her pussy 

was.  

"Oh, I, it feels so good. I needed this so badly. Please suck the 

other one now," Sara whispered with carnal urgency. I cupped 

the other gigantic breast and moved my attentions to its hugely 

engorged nipple. Sara moved one hand to her pussy and rubbed 

the warm outer lips through her thong. She ran her other hand 

along my body to the aching hardness in my pants.  

As I sucked deeply on her other breast and its milk fairly poured 

into my hungry mouth, I felt Sara free my cock to fully stiffen 
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and stroke its newly freed length. I moaned around her fleshy 

breast, not breaking contact, or slowing my suckling frenzy. 

Looking down as I fed on her bounteous breasts, Sara's fingers 

pushed her thong aside and rubbed her stiff clitoris. She dipped 

a finger into her hot, wet, pussy and pumped it in time to my 

sucking. As she felt me brush my teeth against her huge, thick 

nipple, she cried out and felt her pussy explode in a gush of 

wetness. Her hand stroked and jacked my thick cock. My hips 

began to buck instinctively. I was building to a huge climax. 

Sara's hips jerked and spasmed as her pussy convulsed around 

her finger.  

She pushed I away and, in an animal, voice growled at me, "Fuck 

me now. Shove that hard cock in me now!" 

I pulled away so that I could push Sara's legs apart then, still 

wearing my clothes, shoved my exposed cock past her thong 

deeply burying it in her still-coming cunt. I pumped my man-

meat into her hard and deep. Sara's eyes glazed over as her 

cunt exploded again, flooding with her juices. She saw me 

looming above her. I was snarling as I pumped my cock violently 

into her. She reached down to hold her enormous tits and 

pumped still more milk from them. Needle-like jets of the 

warm, sticky milk arced up at I as my cock exploded pumping a 

massive cumload deep into Sara's hungry pussy. I shouted and 

grunted as I bucked and pumped my cock into her until I was 

spent. Then fell beside her.  

We lay together for hours, dozing and rousing. When the 

morning finally came, we looked into each other's eyes.  

"You said you have to pump two or three times a day?" I asked.  

"Sometimes more," she said. "In fact, I can feel we need some 

attention even now." 
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"Well, I'm ready to give them all the attention we'll ever need," I 

said as I closed my mouth around those perfect nipples for the 

last time, as it was time for me to get back to work. 

But not before a quick flying visit to Singapore to collect some 

tattoo gear. I do traditional tattoos because it is the style that 

speaks to me. I love the bold and clean designs, and it matches 

my style of drawing in the Late 80s, this was a period when 

tattoos were closely associated with secret societies. At that 

time, only gangsters had tattoos. Tattoos were almost 

exclusively seen on gangsters, which explains why they still 

signify rebellion to this day to some folks. 

Up till the early ’90s, the process of getting a tattoo was 

somewhat like ordering fast food: one could only choose from 

template designs that were numbered. In those days, there was 

no customization involved. Tattoo artists got their designs from 

flash sheets sold by David Bolt, Paul Booth and Edward Lee. 

Naturally, this meant that many people had the same designs. 

It was during this period that people started getting designs of 

beasts such as dragons. People started getting tattoos that 

extended from the chest to the arm. Tattoo artists weren’t 

familiar with the Internet yet, so we could only get inspiration 

from tattoo magazines, which were available in certain 

bookstores. 

Most Tattoo Artists in are using Electromagnetic Coil Tattoo 

machines. These Tattoo machines work by puncturing needles 

into the skin at a very fast rate. The Tattoo machine pushes the 

needles which hold ink in and out of the skin at a rate of up to 

3,000 times per minute, the tattoo needles then insert a small 

drop of ink about 1 mm - 2.5 mm below the surface of the skin 

each time leaving a permanent mark. Tattooing with a tattoo 

machine is known in the Tattoo Industry as 'Electric Tattooing. I 

needed a new gun. 
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If you have been to the Far East Plaza in Singapore the current 

Far East Plaza is a shadow of its former self due to the rise of 

sprawling mega-malls and steep rental prices, resulting in a 

significant number of stores shutting down. While many shop 

owners couldn’t bite the bullet, a few old-timers have managed 

to stay afloat, a good cluster of tailors, beauty salons and tattoo 

parlours since the 90’s I had to visit, Johnny Two Thumb Tattoo 

Studio the historical pioneer in Singapore’s tattoo scene, their 

brightly lit, clean and cosy parlour, with a soft buzz of the tattoo 

gun sounding in the background. I was there to buy new inks 

and new needles, gun to take back with me to Abu Dhabi where 

I had started tattooing people onboard the Barges while 

constructing the oil fields.  

After collecting and buying as much gear as I could afford, I 

made my way to the five floors of whores. During my one night 

in Singapore, I met two Divers I knew. They had taken the 40 

min boat ride from Bhutan, Indonesia, where they worked for 

McDermott’s. One of the Divers, Tim, in his mid-twenties, had 

made numerous excursions to Singapore for the last 3 years. 

The other Diver, Carl, recently arrived in Asia during the last 

month. Tim explained that the Singapore's nightlife of ill-repute, 

centered on a random building officially known as Orchard 

Towers that sat right on the main strip. Unofficially, the building 

was also known as the "Four Floors of Whores." 

By day, Orchard Towers houses numerous overcrowded 

electronic stores hocking digital cameras, laptops, plasma 

screens, and DVD players. And Tattoo studios. Among the other 

drug stores, cheap clothing shops, and phone card kiosks in the 

Tower, you'll also find several bars with names like the offshore 

bar, Crazy Horse, and Ipanema. During daylight hours, each bar 

looks deserted with extinguished neon tubes aligning the 

windows. At dusk once the sheet metal screens come down 
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over the store entrances, the Tower turns into quite an 

unregulated night spot in a very regulated city. 

A steady stream of Western men simultaneously enters and exit 

the infamous Tower, according to Tim, until 4am. Until then 

most enter in groups and then later leave paired with female in 

hand. The quality of women increases with each floor level. We 

decide to make a round robin walkthrough of a few bars on 

each floor. On the second floor we hit the offshore bar which 

sports the obvious diver and ROV theme strangely popular in 

Asia. We make a quick walk through the mostly empty bar and 

rodeo competition on a screen and exit into the next bar: 

Ipanema. 

This cavernous den on the third floor boomed with activity. 

Inside women of all nationalities immediately make eye contact 

with you. All of them are on two-to-three-week tourist visas 

from Malaysia, Thailand, Russia, Portugal, Vietnam, Cambodia, 

Bulgaria, or Romania and all are vying for a share of expat 

dollars flowing through the greater Singapore economy. The 

price is $200SG or about $110 US for all night back at your 

hotel. Walking through Ipanema with Tim and Carl, I am 

approached by a Vietnamese girl. Her name, May and she 

arrived two days ago. May latches on like a vice and is 

determined to find her bed for the evening. I quickly motion 

that I'm with my mates and try to nicely disengage her as she 

finally leaves me alone. Tim erupts in laughter and tells me to 

be careful. Sunday is a slow night, and the women start to get 

ultra-competitive. 

Next stop is Crazy Horse on the Fourth Floor. As soon we enter, I 

realize what type of establishment have walked into, I have 

seen plenty of ladyboys in BKK. 

The women are all tall and skinny and beautiful. But on closer 

examination something seems very unnatural. Their faces look 
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almost plastic. Too plastic. Too pretty. They bodies are hairless 

and slender with large breasts and no Adam's apple. For some 

you must look at their hands or feet to tell that they were 

formerly male. Unless you talk to them, their gender can be 

sometimes ambiguous. I've seen many drunk Westerners 

wandering off from Silom Road in BKK with ladyboys and I've 

often wondered if they were aware that the "hot" girl on their 

arm used to be fully equipped downstairs! As a guy, you take for 

granted your ability to differentiate between male and female. 

In the UK, it's easy and often too ridiculously obvious of the 

tranny or transgender person working behind the counter. In 

Asia, sometimes it takes a few seconds or minutes to tell if that 

girl is female or male. 

Asia has a very tolerant attitude toward gays and transgender 

folks. This is further complicated by the fact that Asian men 

often are very thin and have androgynous features. It fucks with 

your head especially if you do a double take on what you 

thought was an attractive girl, only to realize that it’s a ladyboy. 

In some ways, you begin to question your own sexuality (also 

something you can take for granted). You ask yourself, "How 

can I be attracted to that? I'm straight." But looks can be 

deceiving. It's a girl but it's also not a girl. What does gender 

really mean? Does gender matter only genetically? Or does it 

matter only on a physical level. Genotype versus phenotype. 

We stay in Crazy Horse for about a minute before quickly 

departing and entering the creme-de la creme spot, Top Ten. 

Inside we grab a few drinks as Tim approaches a blond Russian 

girl. I talk to a light-skinned Asian girl dancing to the live band. 

She's Thai and from Bangkok and reminds me that she's here 

looking for work (as if it wasn't already painfully obvious). 

Sensing a lack of interest from my part on taking her back to my 

hotel, she moves on to a pack of Australian rugby players all 

sporting FBI t-shirts (with Female Body Inspector in large script). 
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By now I realize I'd rather be sleeping than wondering through 

Singapore's underground at 2:30 am and decide to call it a 

night. Tim and Carl, still wearing his wedding ring, are 

determined to find the "perfect" girls for the evening. I bid them 

farewell and make my way to the door. 

I reached the ground floor in one piece and walked out into the 

humid Singapore night to wait for a taxi, as I waited, I sit down 

on the edge of the pavement a girl/boy sat next to me and 

started talking in broken English while at the same time rubbing 

the inside of my jeans with her very strong hands. I knew this 

was a ‘Ladyboy’ now undoing my jeans and releasing my erect 

cock, right there on a main road as people passed by behind us, 

but hey, she wanked away until I came and that was that. A taxi 

arrived to take me away, leaving the girl broken hearted. 

 

Back in Abu Dhabi 

 

Once back on familiar ground, the ‘Howard Johnson hotel’, I 

made ready for a night out to show people I had survived. A 

pleasant surprise was to meet up with an Aussie girl that night 

who liked a drink or two and loved tattoos. Back in the hotel 

room she started sucking my cock vigorously. I caught her head 

and was pushing her deeper on my cock. After a while, I 

released cum in her mouth. She swallowed every drop of it. 

Amy said, “John. That was so good. But you’re not finished yet. 

You got what you wanted. Now it’s my turn. Come here baby 

and lick my pussy”. 

I was so turned on by the choice of her words that in no time I 

sprang on the bed. Lay her on her back. I removed her jeans 

slowly. I watched her with only her panties. She was wearing 

black cotton lacy panties. She looked like a goddess. I spread 
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her legs. I lay on my stomach with the view of her panties 

covered pussy in front of my eyes. She was wet. I did the same 

thing that she did to me. I licked her wet pussy over her panties. 

Then I moved her panties aside so I could see her pussy. It was 

clean shaven. Just the way I like it! I spit on my palm and start 

rubbing her pussy. She was breathing heavily. I parted her pussy 

lips with my two thumbs, took my tongue out and started 

licking her clitoris. She moaned my name as she held my hair 

and was trying to push me deeper into her sweet little cunt. 

Amy started talking “Ohhhh John you’re so fucking good. I could 

have this all night. Go deeper baby and eat me up. Eat my 

pussy”. I started licking her harder. At one time, I licked her 

pussy and fingered her both at the same time. I had seen that in 

a porn movie I had watched. This made her lift her back in the 

air and scream like hell. She literally shouted Ohhhh my god! 

John! You fuck dog style! 

Do it John. Don’t stop. I want to cum. I want to cum. I kept on 

licking her and fingering her. After about 10 minutes, she 

squirted her juice all over my face. I lay beside her after she 

came. Seeing my face covered with her pussy juice, she grabbed 

my cock and started blowing it again. This time I just lay and 

watched her play with my cock. Within no time, it was hard 

again and ready to fuck. 

She lay back and told me to come over her. She took my dick in 

the hand and guided it into her hole. Then she told me to go 

back and forth slowly. 

I obeyed her like a faithful servant. 

Amy: “Ohhhh John that’s good you’re good. Now slowly pick up 

your pace and stroke me faster”. 
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I obeyed again. I was speechless at that time. I was just enjoying 

the moment while watching her bite her lower lip. I increased 

my pace and the sound of my cock fucking her dripping wet 

pussy was amazing. The sound of a cock trying to push deeper 

inside a wet pussy always turned me on when I watched porn 

movies. I told her that I am about to cum. 

Amy “Don’t cum inside me John. I have a better idea. She told 

me to stop fucking”. 

She then turned around and got down on her knees and hands. 

She was in doggy position now. 

Amy” Now John lets have some fanny fun. Fuck my asshole. I 

want your hard cock inside my ass. Cum inside my ass that 

way”, and you will also enjoy the feeling of Cumming inside me 

as I watched her from behind, I noticed Butterfly Tattoo just 

above her ass line, one of mine. God, it looked so beautiful on 

her. She looked back at me 

And with one hand spread her right ass cheek so I could enter 

her easily. I slowly entered her ass. It was difficult, since it was a 

small target. I pushed my cock deeper and it slid inside her ass. I 

slowly started stroking her asshole. And with each stroke, I was 

going inside her ass further and further. After 5 minutes of 

struggle, I was completely inside her ass and was able to fuck 

her easily. I increased my pace. As I fucked her asshole, she was 

rubbing her pussy with her left hand as she stood in the doggy 

position. 

Amy “John. Its pain, but I want the pain don’t stop fucking me. 

Fuck me like a dog. And cum inside my ass I want to feel your 

warm cum in me”. I was getting aroused by her dirty talk and 

the view of her butterfly tattoo as I fucked her with my hands 

gripping her hips was even more erotic. 
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Amy “Hey John. Don’t keep your hands idle. Spank me on my 

ass, will you? Spank me hard on my ass, John. I am your fucking 

slut tonight”. I got carried away with her dirty words and I 

spanked her so hard that it left the impression of my fingers on 

her ass. She jerked when I spanked her, but she enjoyed it 

thoroughly. 

Amy “yes John that’s it, spank me harder. Make my ass red. I am 

your bitch. Do whatever you want with me”. After about 15 

minutes of fucking, I was about to cum. I told her, “Amy, I am 

about to cum" 

Amy “yeah baby my sweet boy, cum inside my ass. Make my ass 

warmer cum inside my asshole do it baby. Does it for your 

Amy”? 

I came again and with a jerk, I emptied all the cum held in my 

ball sack in her asshole. I was exhausted after a great night back 

home. It was about 1 am in the night. She called her parents, 

she was only 18, and had told them she will be home around 2 

am. We had one more hour, I know let’s test the new tattoo 

gear!  

I set up the new gun, put new needles in and poured some black 

ink into the pot as Amy watched, fascinated. All testing was 

normally done on my own thighs so I started ‘doodling’ when 

Amy suggested that she would like to try, tattooing something 

on my leg, okay I said and handed over the gun. At first, she was 

unsure how deep to go with the needles but after a couple of 

lines she produced a very impressive capital ‘A’ for Amy in 

gothic font, 𝔄, then the ‘M’ and ‘Y’ which looked pretty good, 

𝔄𝔐𝔜. I told her to have a go at ‘FTW’ why? She said, because I 

will let you tattoo my bell end, she was up for that.  

I grabbed my dick and choked it so the bell end was about the 

size of a normal erect dick, then Amy started 𝔉𝔗𝔚, the pain 

was expected so I didn’t go through the roof when she started, 
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the sensation is hard to explain, It’s like an orgasm, in the sense 

that you feel it in your whole body, and it takes control of your 

breathing temporarily, except instead of it being pleasure that is 

rushing through your somatic floodgates, it’s pain. 

Once she had finished, it looked good, in fact it still looks good 

today 30 years later! She asked me what ‘FTW’ stands for. Fuck 

the world, and we did as soon as she put the Tattooing gear 

down on the desk I asked if she needed a shower. 

Answering in the affirmative, she went into the bathroom and 

shortly after I could hear the hiss of the shower. Deciding that I 

didn't want to miss out I joined her. Her body was incredible, 

her breasts whilst not large were perky. I grabbed the soap and 

proceeded to wash her all over and she returned the favour. I 

had a lot of fun soaping all her orifices and I'm not sure that my 

prick and new Tattoo had ever been so clean. 

Grabbing a towel, I dried her off and led her to my bed where 

she lay back with one leg bent at an angle so that she hid her 

crotch. I lay beside her and started to kiss, running my hand 

over her silky skin. 

As my hand ran along her inner thigh, she moaned a little and 

spread her legs. My hand reached her cunt which was damp, I 

wasn't sure whether that was from the shower or something 

else. Moving down her body I started to lick and suck her 

prominent nipples and probed her moist pussy with my fingers. 

Moving further down, I arrived at her pussy. I stuck a tentative 

tongue out and she tasted sweet. She had prominent pussy 

flaps but as I tongued around the nugget of her clitoris, I found 

that it was small but very sensitive. Working my tongue around, 

but just missing the little pearl, she writhed around thrusting 

her groin against my face. 

I pressed my middle finger against her anus, and she responded 

by pushing back, she was hot! 
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"More, that's so good, more!" she exclaimed 

I slipped my tongue down and rimmed her tight hole adding 

lubrication to her own natural juices. Now I gently tried two 

fingers. My oral acrobatics were obviously pushing her close to 

the edge and she pulled me up to lie next to her and gave me a 

passionate wet kiss. Her hand reached for my hard on which by 

now was like iron and started to rub it vigorously, massaging the 

now inflamed tattoo. 

 I rolled over on top of her and she positioned me against her 

entrance. I pushed the first inch into her wet cunt and 

withdrew, she gasped. I did this again and she wrapped her 

heels around my back and pulled me into her slick pussy. She 

felt gloriously tight, and I started to slowly fuck her, her legs 

directing me to the speed that she enjoyed most. We fucked for 

a while with me on top, but I fancied a change of scenery, so I 

withdrew, making her sob with disappointment. I asked her to 

get on all fours and I positioned myself behind her and re-

inserted my stiff rod into her puffy slick cunt. 

As I pumped her, her anus winked back at me, so I inserted one 

then two fingers and matched the thrusts of my cock with my 

fingers. 

Her hole was open and was easily accepting two fingers, so I 

added a third which elicited a groan. I decided that it was now 

or never, so I pulled my cock from her pussy and positioned it 

against her back door. The head of my penis and the ‘FTW’ 

popped past her ring, and I slowly sank into her arse. I had 

never felt anything like it. Took it slowly to allow her to adjust to 

my invasion of her nether regions. As I arse fucked her, she 

moaned and pushed back at my every thrust. 

Her tight ring of muscle soon massaged my cock to breaking 

point and with one last long thrust, my nuts tightening I buried 

my cock as deep as it would go between her sweet buttocks 
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into the depths of her arse. And shot my come, spurt after spurt 

filled her. She shook and cried in orgasm a few moments later 

and we both collapsed in a sweaty heap on the bed. Her anal 

ring contracted strongly against my fading erection as if she 

were milking me. Our breath came in gasps. 

I slowly extracted my cock with a slurp and a quiet pop and 

rolled on to my back, still gasping to fill my lungs after my 

exertions. I looked down to see if there was any bleeding from 

the tattoo. None seen. Amy went down on it and started to 

clean my glistening bell end with her tongue. 

The advice I give to people who have just had a Tattoo is to 

keep the tattooed skin clean. Use plain soap and water and a 

gentle touch. While showering, avoid direct streams of water on 

the newly tattooed skin. Pat, don’t rub, the area dry, don’t have 

anal sex! 

Use moisturizer. Apply a mild moisturizer to the tattooed skin 

several times a day, don’t have anal sex! 

Avoid sun exposure. Keep the tattooed area out of the sun for 

at least a few weeks, don’t have sex! 

Avoid swimming. Stay out of the sea and other bodies of water 

while the tattoo is healing. Don’t have sex! 

Choose clothing carefully. Don't wear anything that might stick 

to the tattoo. Be naked all day all night having sex! 

Allow up to 2 weeks for healing. Don't pick at any scabs, which 

increases the risk of infection and can damage the design and 

cause scarring. So, none of the above maybe I should tell people 

that bodily fluids are a great antiseptic solution and tattoo 

healing properties are up there with ‘Aloe vera’ a plant that 

contains a naturally soothing gel, which I normally recommend 

people to use, post tattoo. 
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That very next morning I had to go offshore and earn some cash 

by Diving on, Oil and gas platforms from the Barge. The 

“Derrick/Lay Barge (DLB 750)". Diving bells are employed when 

the sea is deeper, in shallower waters a metal basket driven 

from the 'A' frame taken from the deck is applied by the divers. 

The basket is then lowered at sea level and divers can insert 

themselves into the water, reaching a maximum depth of 160ft. 

The weather plays a very significant role in offshore 

construction because of the risky nature of the activity. The 

weather window is used to define whether it is suitable to carry 

out offshore projects, depending on wave heights and wind 

speed, when the wind speed reaches 25 knots we shut down, 

it’s called a ‘weather day’ and on weather days my, tattoo 

equipment came out for business. 

My first customer that day was Dave, a diver from Cumbria who 

wanted A brightly coloured freshwater fish, its name “koi fish” 

comes from the Japanese name Nishikigoi, which translates as 

“brocade carp”. … Since “koi” in Japanese is a homonym for 

another word for love and affection, the koi fish is often a 

symbol of love, friendship, and devotion in Japan. They are 

often used to refer to difficulties that a person has overcome or 

is overcoming in their own life. Koi is a species of a common fish 

found all over the world called Carp. Their colour and parentage 

make them unique. Some of the characteristics associated with 

the koi include good fortune, Success, Prosperity Endurance, 

Courage, Ambition, and Perseverance: This can be interpreted 

as fighting or grappling with obstacles and used as a reminder 

that you will not give up. You can also mark obstacles that have 

been crossed and gain strength to continue upstream. 

According to most tattoo artists, koi fish represent strength, 

prosperity, determination, independence. 

Dave wanted this tattoo on his thigh, each part of the body 

reacts differently to the piercing needle of a tattoo artist. This 
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can depend on the structure underneath the skin or the major 

nerve endings throughout the body. If you were to ask 15 

different individuals regarding the most painful place to get a 

tattoo, you would likely get 15 different answers. There is only 

so much anatomy and science involved in this. The true 

sensation can only depend on the threshold of pain for each 

going under the needle 

For a thicker area such as the thigh, you will feel like a needle is 

being dragged across your skin. This sensation is superficial as 

the tattoo needle does not dig far into the skin as an injection 

would. This can be compared to a scratch from an animal’s claw 

or a sting from a bee. You will feel the sharpness of the fine 

needle prodding through your skin. 

You will also feel a burning sensation as during the process the 

metal needle is constantly moving forwards and backward 

creating a design. This causes friction which leads to heat 

emission, thus the burning sensation. This also depends on how 

elaborate your tattoo is and how much detail goes into that 

specific design. Dave did feel this and had two sittings to 

complete the piece. Most crew came and queued up outside 

dive control and waited in turn for one of my tattoos, often paid 

for with packs of Marlboro Red cigarettes. 

The diving side of the job went swimmingly, no pun intended! 

job was to install a structure which would hold a living quarter 

module on top, weighing 7 thousand tons. This done by piling 

the legs onto the seabed then floating the module on a high tide 

over the legs and lowered onto the structure as the tide 

dropped. 

We laid pipeline from one structure back to the production 

platform, then connected the subsea pipeline with a ‘Riser’ a 

piece of pipe to bring the product up from the seabed onto the 

complex. This involves diver connecting the two pipes with nuts 
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and bolts on the seabed, not complicated but complex when 

you think the barge has 300 people working just to support the 

two divers on the seabed, working with bolts weighing 30kg and 

52mm spanners and hydraulic hydro tight equipment. 

Job completed and it was time to demobilise everyone, Divers 

live where the work is, so I lived in Abu Dhabi, my apartment 

served as my tattoo parlour and party venue when not working.  

Living in Abu Dhabi has its draw backs and rules, A tattoo does 

not constitute a crime and getting a tattoo is not legally 

penalised. However, this does not mean that it is acceptable or 

commendable in the UAE. It is forbidden in Islam by virtue of a 

Fatwa issued by the Official Fatwa Centre at the General 

Authority of Islamic Affairs and Endowments, as it is considered 

a form of self-injury. It is also socially unacceptable and 

uncommon among Emirati people, and the removal of tattoos is 

a prerequisite for joining certain establishments such as the 

army, the police, and some airlines. It is forbidden to get a 

tattoo done by an unlicensed tattoo artist, like me, but I still did 

a few tattoos on locals from my apartment in town. Today Laura 

was booked in, she was young at the time and full of energy. 

It was her second appointment to finish her first tattoo, a very 

large piece on her lower back. At her previous appointment, I 

had carved the outline and shaded parts. The first experience 

had gotten her so wet that she had to pleasure herself with her 

dildo as soon as she arrived home. She thought it a little weird 

but breathed a sigh of relief when she looked her ‘symptoms’ 

up on the internet to find out she had a tattoo fetish. 

Although she loved sex, she hadn’t told me of her tattoo pain 

fetish. She had always found it extremely arousing, as the fine, 

sharp needle gently sunk into her skin, and I outlined the 

gorgeous curly rose design on the base of her back. She couldn’t 

stop thinking about the pain, the oh so pleasurable pain. At her 
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last appointment, she had been booked in for an hour, but she 

made sure she had a longer appointment for ultimate pleasure. 

The pleasure and pain factor drew her in, and she couldn’t wait 

for that moment. 

She knew her fetish was real; she wasn’t a freak. Her tattoo 

fetish orgasm would be worth the two hours of pain. She could 

think of nothing else, the sharp, faint needle that would 

penetrate the dermis layer of her skin had already started to 

send convulsions toward her clit. 

She looked over the old issues of bizarre mag, and before she 

knew it, I had finished tattooing one of the local boys and her 

turn had arrived. He shortly left; his tattoo covered in cling film 

to heal the wound. She took off her coat and top, sitting only in 

her black, sexy bra and made herself comfortable.  

She knew it would be another ten or so minutes before the 

needle struck her skin. She craved the prick, like no other joy. I 

drew the additional design onto a piece of tracing paper, 

sprayed an antiseptic spray onto her lower back, to cleanse over 

the area and forcefully pushed the inked design onto her skin, 

so I could carve out the exquisite design with the fine outlining 

needle. 

“All done. Are you ready?” 

“Definitely,” and I pierced her skin with the fine, needle stencil, 

the pain action forcing juices to flow out of her sensitive genital 

area. 

She desperately wanted to pleasure herself, but it was all a 

waiting game, the pleasure and pain, the orgasm. How could 

she make it through two hours of erotic fun? 

I wiped off the ink I had just injected into her skin, then pushed 

the needle into the black ink and pierced her skin again. Every 
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time she experienced that sharp burst of pain, her vagina 

contracted with an uncontrollable urge. She continued to 

pulsate her vagina and the moment almost made her reach her 

peak of climax, and she let out a slight moan. “Hey, it’s looking 

nice this design Laura.” 

“Cool I can’t wait to see it. Tattoos aren’t that bad really, it’s 

rather enjoyable really.” 

“Did I hear right, you enjoy them?” 

“Damn right.” 

“Whatever turns you on little Laura. So, I guess you’ll be getting 

more then?” 

“Oh yes, they’re so sexy.” 

Over an hour had passed into her appointment and the horny 

side of herself had weirdly mellowed subtly. She breathed a sigh 

of relief. At no point did she ever want to feel or show 

embarrassment. She couldn’t control her hunger to pain, but it 

had surely controlled her mindset. 

In those silent moments when John concentrated on the tattoo 

shading, Laura unleashed her inner minx and started to 

spontaneously tense her vagina in short, sharp but pleasurable 

mounts of excitement.  

“Right Laura. Finished.” 

It’s a shame I had arranged to meet a girl from Nottingham in 

Bangkok that week or I would have banged little Laura there 

and then. This time the trip would be in full tourist mode, 

Meeting the girl in Bangkok and then travelling down to the 

islands in the south of Thailand. 

We took a day train from Bangkok Hua Lamphon railway station 

to Chumphon, which had the benefit of feeding our love of train 
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travel as well. Our train from Bangkok got us into Chumphon 

around 14:30. 

Initially, we thought the best option would be to hop on the 

Lompraya speed catamaran once we got to Chumphon but 

came across another option that instantly intrigued us: an 

overnight freighter between the two ports. After leaving the 

railway station in Chumphon (which is conveniently located in 

the middle of town), we made our way to the Tourism Authority 

of Thailand (TAT) office to inquire about purchasing slow boat 

tickets 

Tickets on the night ferry from Chumphon to Koh Tao were 350 

baht (including transfer to the ferry) or US$11 per person at the 

time of booking, almost half of what it would have cost to take 

the Lompraya catamaran, plus we saved a night in a Hotel, 

bonus. 

We probably could have bypassed the tour agency altogether 

but didn’t think the added effort was worth it, given that the 

cargo pier was a good 10–15-minute drive outside of town. 

Getting on the boat was a bit interesting with our heavy packs, 

as we had to clammer over cargo, up small rusty steps, and over 

rebar and a bundle of 2x4s to reach the cabin, which was in the 

rear (aft section) of the vessel. 

The crazy Welsh guy who seems to oversee some portion of the 

operation quipped that it gave a new meaning to “walking the 

plank.” 

He also half-jokingly mentioned that if we happened to fall off 

the boat while it was underway, we’d pretty much be on our 

own. 
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Not your typical tourist operation indeed, and we couldn’t be 

happier. On the Top deck, where we spent most of our waking 

hours. 

The first stretch followed the river from the night boat pier 

(about 7 km outside of Chumphon) passing through a couple of 

fishing villages where dozens of colourful wooden shrimp and 

fishing vessels sat docked along the waterway. 

The evening light seemed to electrify the bright green and 

orange paint and I couldn’t help but think we’d be in heaven, 

though we found the scenery quite agreeable. 

After about 20-30 minutes motoring down the slough, we 

passed the jetty on a northeast heading out to sea, slowly 

motoring by a collection of picturesque islands jutting out of the 

deep blue. 

We followed the brightly lit sea lane for another 30 minutes 

before making a hard turn starboard in the direction of Koh Tao 

somewhere to the southeast. 

The night was warm with a nice breeze from the movement of 

the ferry. We were treated to a gorgeous sunset over the 

mainland, as well as traveller’s standards played and sung by 

one of the other backpackers aboard as we slowly sipped the 

Chang beers and a Valium for me, we bought in Chumphon. 

There were no more than 10 passengers aboard including the 

Burmese workers, a stark contrast to our future ferry trips 

between the islands, which involved heaps of tourists. 

The sun set between 18:30 and 19:00, followed by a brief 

period in which a dark sky was awash with bright stars. 

Then, a [nearly] full moon rose, blowing out the sky but casting 

light over the black ocean. We motored along following the 

brightly lit green buoys which led out to the horizon. 
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Every so often, we’d pass an anchored fishing vessel rocking 

frantically from bow to stern, brilliantly lit by hundreds of 

lightbulbs in effort to attract shrimp and other catch of the 

night. 

Looking farther beyond the fishing boats and sea lane buoys we 

noticed we were headed into a fearsome looking collection of 

very active thunderheads, with lightning constantly illuminating 

a tiny distant speck on the horizon. 

We hoped, that speck was Koh Tao, our destination, but would 

find out soon enough. 

By 21:00, a steady wind had made the top deck virtually 

uninhabitable, and the vessel had begun to rock just enough to 

make walking about the deck an adventure. 

Most of the crew had retired to their bunks and we figured it 

was our cue to do the same. 

The seas grew rougher over the next 20 minutes, which, despite 

preventing sleep, were oddly relaxing and not the least bit 

sickening. 

Then, suddenly, the swaying completely stopped, and the 

roaring engine went idle. We were coasting on placid waters. 

I looked at my watch, 11pm. Where were we? What happened 

to the storm? 

Then, just as quickly, the engine revved up again as the bow 

slowly nudged its way up on a bank of mud. 

I stumbled out of my bunk and out to the rear deck. There were 

about a dozen fishing boats moored just beyond the stern of the 

boat, bobbing in deep aqua blue. 

I turned around and walked the length of the freighter through 

the front hatch and looked up at the glowing white sign which 
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read “Koh Tao Resort. “We had arrived! The journey took just 

under six hours to travel some 50 nautical miles. Satisfied by 

this development, I returned to my bunk and fell fast asleep. 

Lori and I awoke around 07:00, gathered our packs and 

proceeded to cover the final mile of our journey on foot to 

Sairee Village. 

I don’t know how I remember all this as I was on the Valium, 

bought over the counter without question. Those who take 

Valium when travelling, generally report experiences, like, 

Slurred speech and an inability to form complete sentences. A 

lack of coordination. Dilated pupils. Changes in appetite, usually 

a loss of appetite. Mood swings, typically marked by agitation, 

irritability, and sadness. I had all the above 

The immediate effects of Valium abuse are like alcohol 

consumption, an individual who is high on Valium might appear 

to be intoxicated. Because the medication is generally used to 

treat anxiety, the “high” produced by the drug will somewhat 

resemble the “high” produced by heroin but significantly less 

intense. I did feel relaxed, calm, and euphoric. Unfortunately, 

getting high off Valium results in serious side effects like 

Drowsiness, weakness, confusion, and extreme dizziness are 

also side effects of Valium, basically when I woke, I didn’t have a 

clue where I was for about 20 minutes, I then started to get a 

grip as we found accommodation not on Sairee beach but made 

our way to Chalok Baan Kao Bay, the third largest beach on Koh 

Tao. 

It’s a beautifully isolated strip of sand where the waters are 

some of the clearest on the island. Chalok Bay is not generally 

top of people’s beach hopping list, but we’re so tied we gave it a 

go. This beach had some of the purest sand and bluest waters 

we found. 
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The day we visited the tide was way out and the beach was 

empty. The village behind the beach is a very small and quiet 

one. You won’t find much, a dive shop, and some local snack 

shops. 

Although beyond the village is a secluded beach which can only 

be described as postcard worthy! 

The small beach hut we rented had a sea view but very basic 

inside, the first thing we did, we both had a shower, 

incorporating some foreplay, hopping into the shower together 

and soaping each other down.  I didn’t shave as she liked the 

added stimulation of a little scruff. Then I started to caress her 

ass. Cupping her cheeks in my hands and squeezing. Tracing a 

fingertip along the area where her butt cheeks meet her thighs. 

I also kissed and licked along her cheeks. Teasing along her butt 

crack, starting to venture towards the anus but not quite hitting 

it. 

When she was ready to go, I got her into position. The best 

position for rimming is to have her on all fours on the bed. I was 

kneeling behind her on the floor. Continuing licking and 

caressing all over her body, to get her even more excited as the 

rectum doesn’t self-lubricate, I need to keep the area nice and 

wet.  Using plenty of spit. Simply working my tongue around her 

anus. Going in circles is the easiest technique moving farther 

apart and then closer together. And doing figure-eight, crossing 

over the anus itself. 

While enjoying my rimming adventure, squeezing her cheeks, 

and pulling them wider apart, exposing even more area for me 

to work with, making the whole experience worthwhile before 

getting down to some serious sex. Then, once I came, went 

straight to sleep. 

When I opened my eyes, it was morning. Air rushed in and out 

of the room once a window was open.  This morning was an 
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orchestra of different birds singing. I stretched out and looked 

around to see where I was and found myself on the rug. Lori 

was not around but I figured she had gone exploring or for her 

morning run. a quick shower and teeth brushing done Lori 

arrived back at the hut, I put some clothes on and I told her we 

would go to the waterfall. Lori had a thing about waterfalls! It 

was about noon when we started our very short walk. Once we 

were outside, we could hear the waterfall, there was a little 

path to take, and I let Lori walk first so I could stare at her ass as 

she walked. She wore a bikini that perfectly showed her fit and 

tight body. To me she was a little of an anomaly because she 

had such big boobs, tiny waist and a great butt and she was fit 

on top of that. As she continued walking, I was giggling how her 

underwear kept being pulled into her butt crack and I told her 

that she could just ditch it although. She laughed but continued 

walking. After a five-minute walk, the stony path led us to the 

waterfall. 

It was about fifteen feet high and the pool at the bottom was 

clean and clear with a few fishes, the surrounded area was 

stony, I found a shady area because the sun was getting to be a 

little hot and got some suntan lotion for Lori. I walked up to her 

and after squeezing some lotion into my hands I began to apply 

the lotion to her breasts first. She laughed and I told her I had 

my priorities. I continued to run lotion all over her body as 

slowly as sensually as I could and when I was done, I held her 

hand and led her into the cool water. The hot weather and cool 

water were so refreshing. 

After frolicking a little on our own. I made my way to her and as 

I grabbed her by her hips, she wrapped her legs around me and 

her elbows on my shoulders. Her hard nipples were obvious and 

pressed against me. I kissed her as passionately as I could and 

massaged her breasts at the same time. I started to undo her 

bikini top and threw it on the shore. Her bikini bottoms were 
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tied on the sides, so I undid those as well. As we continued to 

make out in the cool waters, I dropped my board shorts and 

rubbed the tip of my dick against her vagina. As I did that a few 

times, her legs released their hold around me and she grabbed 

my cock and led me back to the shore. 

As she reached the waist high water, I stopped her and urged 

her forward a little so that the water would be at her tailbone. I 

slipped my hands between her legs and rubbed her clit while I 

started to lick her tailbone. She shuddered and pushed her butt 

out and spread her legs. I reached my other hand around her 

and kneaded her breast. Her nipples were diamond hard and 

even underwater I could feel how wet my sexy naked girlfriend 

was. I stood up and steered her towards the shore and once 

there put her into a face down ass up position and licked her 

pussy. Her hips began to move towards and away from me, so I 

slid my finger inside her. As I licked her pussy and fingered her, 

she started to moan which always made me lose control. 

I stopped and knelt behind her and held her by her waist and 

slowly slid my shaft inside her. Slowly I thrusted inside her and 

with every stroke I went deeper and harder. My balls were 

swinging to and fro slapping her. I leaned over and hugged her, 

trying to see how deep and hard I could fuck her until I realized 

she was also slamming hard into me. Not wanting to ruin her 

rhythm, I leaned back and watched as she forcefully rammed 

her sweet ass into my pelvis. I loved her being so sexually 

expressive and loved the visual of her rear end engulfing my 

cock. 

Her big, beautiful breasts were swinging wildly, slapping against 

her skin and I felt myself getting closer to Cumming. I always 

believe that nice guys finish last, and I always want my woman 

to cum before I do, but being outdoors and the overall 

experience had me on the verge of exploding inside her. I think 

she knew this as well as she reached a hand through her legs 
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and cupped my balls. She told me to cum in her, but I really 

didn't want to so just as I was about to I pulled my cock out of 

her cunt and pressed it against her anus, I grabbed her by the 

hips and pulled her hard against me and thrusted a few times 

until my cum shot out and landed on her tailbone. I let go of her 

and dropped back onto my heels, she turned around and lifted 

my, cum drenched dick to her mouth and she sucked and licked 

the cum off. She tickled my balls when she was done and even 

sucked them as she stroked me, "You owe me an orgasm" she 

said, and I told her I would repay in full before the end of the 

day. We helped each other up and went back into the water to 

enjoy the waterfall, another one off the bucket list for Lori. 

My bucket list had a trip to Koh Phangan in the search for Thai 

weed, we planned a round trip to take in the Full moon party at 

the same time. The Boat ride over there was hairy, with the big 

seas throwing the small boat all over the place. I spotted the 

only life vest on the main deck and stood right next to it. We 

survived and looked for a hut for the night. 

In those days the roads were dirt where there were roads and a 

lot of the northern part of the island was inaccessible by car or 

bike, so the long tail boats were an essential form of transport.  

Almost all the accommodation was bamboo huts right on the 

beaches, shared bathrooms and showers and limited electric 

supplied by generators that would hum away in the background 

in the morning and evening. 

You could stay cheap and long term, food was incredibly good, 

and a meal was always less than $1, accommodation right on a 

beach would set you back maybe $5 a night and the weed used 

to come in carrier bags! It was full of seeded buds that had been 

grown locally for about $15 for a full carrier bag and the first 

purchase I made came with the offer of a local bong!  I happily 

accepted and my new friend ran off and chopped a 50cm length 

of bamboo trunk then quickly and deftly cut a notch about 15 
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cms up the tube and stuffed a premade hardwood chillum at an 

angle into the new opening. Hey presto, you had a perfectly 

functional organic biodegradable bong! 

There was so much seed that in those days that the best way to 

deal with it was to crush the buds over a newspaper on your lap 

and let the seeds roll off onto the floor. The de-seeded weed 

was piled onto the Frisbee, and everyone tucked in. 

The Full Moon Party, Legend has it that on the night of the full 

moon, during the mid-1980s, a group of backpackers held a 

party on the beach along with locals. They had such a nice time 

that they continued each month. Word got out, and each month 

more people began to come. 

It was like a little house party on the beach at first. A lot of 

hippies and backpackers playing instruments, smoking, and 

drinking some drinks. But that shifted as word circulated and 

more individuals turned up. 

The 1990’s brought with it the rave culture and electronic 

music. In 2000, this party was on the travel charts, and hordes 

of young people flocked to Koh Phangan, we arrived for the 

New Year 2000. 

Everything was very relaxed, there was little to no police activity 

on the island in those days and the Famous Full moon part was 

just a small gathering of people with 1 DJ and some decks so 

didn’t bring the attention that it does now. 

I still got absolutely wasted, lost Lori, and found myself in with a 

group of girls I had never met before. Anyway, when the sun 

came up, I made my way back to the Hut and found Lori asleep 

on the bed, so I climbed onto the bed and started licking. 
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After 24 hours on the island of Kho Phangan we survived 

another dangerous boat ride back to Kho Toa exhausted but 

pleased to have survived the Full moon party. 

As a PADI Divemaster, first step in a professional scuba diving 

career I got friendly with a dive shop in Chalok Bay, with my 

Dive Master certification I could take on full responsibility for a 

dive group and lead already certified divers on their dives. As a 

PADI Divemaster, one can also assist on teaching courses and 

qualify to work in any dive shop around the world. I convinced 

Lori to try out scuba diving for the first time and get her open 

water certification. Well, it didn’t go as planned, she was 

terrified of diving during group class and couldn’t get off the 

boat. She cried hysterically out of fear and embarrassment one 

morning telling me how she feared diving “just wasn’t for me.” 

After a week with one-on-one pool confined lessons and more 

solo training, she had enough confidence (and passed her open 

water course) to go diving alone with me. Together, we are 

living our life the happiest we’ve imagined, in a quaint little 

bungalow, with an ocean front view, this was living the dream 

for Lori, but for me it was Tattooing. 

We got friendly with a guy who ran a beach bar, an Aussie called 

Andy was the life and sole of the party, always stoned but could 

operate with get dexterity, the bar was just a few planks tied 

around a big coconut tree on the beach which could sit about 

five or six people. One night after an exhausting days diving Lori 

decided to call it early and went to bed leaving myself and Andy 

alone at the bar, until a woman walking bare foot in the sea 

along the beach spotted the bar lights and must have heard the 

reggae music blasting out, as the bar was called ‘The Reggae 

Bar’ Afterall. She headed towards us and sat next to me and 

made an order a tequila. She was fit this girl, we started 

chatting about the island, the weather and the normal touristy 

stuff for a while, until the constant flow of tequila loosened her 
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up and she started talking about sex. For no reason at all I told 

her during a rather explicit story that I, 

"Had sex with a trans-sexual back in the day." 

"Really?" Genny's eyes widened, "What was that like?" 

"Yeah, it was good." 

"Have you been with men?" She probed. 

I did not answer directly but confirmed some quirky facial 

expressions. Andy laughed and shook his head. 

"You have!" Genny crowed, "Top or bottom." 

"Top mainly." 

"So, you like giving anal?" She asked. 

"Of course." 

"Which is best, men or women?" 

"Women, for the win!" I confirmed. 

"Do you like my butt?" 

"It's fantastic!" 

"What would you do to it?" Genny asked, clearly aroused. 

"Lick it, kiss it and, if you let me fuck it." 

"Mm, you might get lucky tonight," She teased. 

"Come to my hut," She said, "I want to take your cock in my 

mouth, and we'll just have to see where it goes from there." 

Genny's offer was impossible to turn down. The thought of 

unwrapping and exploring her body cut through the alcoholic 

fog immediately, and the cock grew in anticipation. 
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"Let's go." I paid the bar bill, said good night to Andy with a 

smile on my face and Genny lead the way to her resort. The 

walk was about half an hour along the beach back towards 

Sairee, and a small resort with about 20 beach huts scattered 

around the rocky hillside. 

Once inside her little wooden hut, Genny pushed me against the 

wall and started furiously kissing me and grabbing my crotch 

while I pawed her massive tits. Genny removed her top, 

discarded her shorts, revealed her handpicked lingerie, and 

climbed onto the bed. 

"I've got a very long tongue," She said seductively, licking two 

fingers, "Getting them wet for my pussy." 

Genny's fingers went down to her snatch and played with the 

lips. 

"Crotch less panties," She teased, "They're so much fun!" 

Next, she brought the fingers back to her mouth, extended her 

tongue, and added more saliva. 

"I'm going to get my tits out for you since you've been staring at 

them all night." 

Genny pulled down the bra straps and revealed a pair of fleshy 

boobs with little if any sag but 100 per cent natural. 

"My nipples are so hard, and they make my pussy so wet when I 

play with them." 

This gorgeous American played with her tits and pulled on her 

nipples which glistened with saliva. 

Genny laid back on the bed and resumed playing with her pussy. 

Using both hands, she parted the lips revealing a moist pink 

core. As she played with her cunt, Genny implored me to pinch 
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her nipples and play with her boobs which I was more than 

happy to oblige. 

"Come and look at my pussy." Said Genny, who easily inserted a 

finger into her musky box. 

The second finger slipped inside, and Genny began finger 

fucking herself. 

"Can you hear that?" She asked. 

Indeed, I could. The fucking motion caused a sloshing noise 

from within Genny's pussy that sounded like a sponge being 

squeezed. She was gushing. 

"Shall we try three?" She asked me, "My pussy's a bit harder to 

pump with three. 

The challenge of three of her dainty fingers was a little too 

tricky because her pussy was so tight. I imagined how tighter 

her arsehole was going to be. 

"I really want your cock," Genny said, after slapping her clit, 

"Will you give it to me?" 

Getting naked had never had a more urgent priority, and I 

scrambled to discard my clothes and free my diamond-strength 

cock, which I brought to Genny's waiting mouth. 

While her mouth was spacious, Genny struggled with length but 

made a point to press my engorged head against the inside of 

her cheek. 

"Do you like that on your balls?" After using her extended 

tongue to lap against my rapidly tightening sack, she asked. 

Genny got on her knees while I brought up my foot to the bed. 

She resumed throating my cock from that new position which 

allowed her to swallow a few extra millimetres of length. Her 
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technique was good, and she enjoyed giving head. I loved it 

when she spat on the head and rubbed it in. 

"Are you going to spit on my pussy like that?" She asked lustily 

before resuming her oral attention, "Spit on my arsehole, 

maybe?" 

I loved the way Genny kept spitting on my cock, making the 

shaft glisten from the light of the bedside table, and keeping 

direct eye contact with me. Despite her obvious talent, Genny 

showed no inclination to eat my arsehole. I could have asked, I 

guess, but this whole experience seemed surreal. 

"You know how wet it makes me when I suck on cock?" She 

asked, "It makes my pussy swell, my clit throb and my nipples 

hard, so I need your cock inside me." 

I reckoned Genny sucked on my cock and licked my balls for a 

good ten minutes, maybe fifteen. However, I was more than 

happy to experience Genny's cunt. 

"And maybe you'll put your cock somewhere else," She teased. 

Straddling me, Genny grabbed the shaft of my cock and eased it 

into her volcanic pussy. Yes, she was tight, wet, and hot. As she 

gently rocked on my crotch, I could hear just how wet she was. 

Genny pinched her nipples hard, lost in ecstasy, eyes closed, 

and loan moans of pleasure filled the room. 

"Fuck me from behind!" Genny scooted off me. 

I pressed the head of my cock in between the crotchless panties 

and entered her pussy easily. Being inside Genny felt fantastic, 

and I could have easily pumped myself to an orgasm. Each time 

I withdrew my cock, the shaft sparkled from the substantial 

layer of juice. 
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Genny whimpered and purred as I picked up the pace. I was 

unsure if she came or was coming, but the volume never rose 

substantially. With my hands on her hips, my head was back, 

eyes closed, I felt great fucking Genny's cunt. 

"Look at me," She ordered, "I want it in my arse." 

Genny eased the crotchless panties down her shapely thighs 

and slapped each fleshy globe. 

"You know what makes me come, harder?" She asked me, "A 

finger in my arse or a cock in my arse." 

Genny leaned on her elbows and told me to lubricate her 

arsehole. 

"Grab the lube from my bag," Genny panted after enjoying a 

minute or two of my tongue dancing across her puckered hole, 

"All over my arse” 

After retrieving the bottle of lube, I flipped the cap and 

squeezed a generous amount on her hole and across each 

cheek, 

"Yeah, that's the right amount." 

Placing both hands on Genny's cheeks, I worked the lubrication 

across the skin and hole. 

"Stick a finger inside," Genny orders when I scrapped a 

fingernail across her O-ring. 

I pressed the fingertip against the hole and pressed. Genny took 

a sharp intake of breath, but the grease application enabled a 

surprising entry. She was massaging her clit and humming like a 

well-oiled engine when I added a second finger. 

"Rub your cock across my arsehole," She pleaded, "Get that 

lube all over your cock." 
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Genny reached around and pressed a finger on the head of my 

cock. She directed the tip inside her arsehole. I pushed, and her 

rosette yielded, allowing me to feed her arsehole serious length 

"Oh," Genny groaned, "Your cock is in my arsehole. Fucking my 

tight arsehole." 

Indeed, it was tight, but the liberal application of lube made 

penetration much easier, and I was balls deep in no time. 

"Do me harder," Genny pleaded. 

For several minutes, Genny was uttering gibberish as I ploughed 

her shitter. I knew that I was close to peaking, but it felt too 

good to end it so soon. 

As a means of circuit-breaking the inevitable, I asked Genny to 

flip over. I grabbed her hips and pulled them to the edge of the 

bed. She pulled her legs back, exposing her arsehole, and I fed it 

my sticky length. 

Genny's face showed an almost dreamlike appearance as I 

picked up the pace. She constantly pinched at the nipples of her 

enormous breasts and kept her gaze locked on mine. 

I tried desperately to prolong my orgasm, but Genny's arsehole, 

her dirty talk and the sight of her incredible body tipped me 

over the edge. 

"Where do you want me to come?" I hissed through gritted 

teeth. 

Genny came alive and was very specific. 

"I want you to come inside my arse," She said firmly, "And to let 

it drop into that glass over there." 

She was referring to the glass on the table. 

"And then I want you to pour on my face." 
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Holy shit, man! This chick was hardcore and had very definitive 

ideas for tonight's action. 

"Here it comes," I groaned as my balls violently spat out ropes 

of hot come deep inside Genny's dirty arse. 

"I felt that," Genny giggled, "That was strong, John." 

Her statement was spot-on. I had a tremendous orgasm, and 

when she flexed her muscle, the secondary jolts of pleasure 

were powerful. 

When my climax subsided, I eased my softening cock from her 

bung and reached for the glass. Pressing against Genny's 

sphincter, she pushed. Nothing came out at first, but then 

ribbons of sperm fell into the waiting glass. 

I had filled her up with a respectable amount of sperm. 

"Pour it on my face." 

Genny shuffled off the bed and onto the floor. She titled her 

head back and pursed her lips, using one hand to stimulate her 

engorged clit. 

I upended the glass, and the filthy cocktail of sperm and 

lubricant dripped onto her pretty face. Genny suddenly 

shuddered and let out a long, guttural moan. 

"Fuck, yeah!" 

Genny took the glass from me and tongued the inside. Slime 

dripped from her face onto her tits. With the glass cleaned, 

Genny went to the bathroom and looked at herself in the 

mirror. 

"Now, that's a proper fuck!" 

I got back to my hut in the early morning to find Tori sleeping 

soundly. That day, with no diving planned and nothing to do we 
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decided to spend some time on a secluded part of the beach, 

we had just set up and started to relax in the sun. It was a 

beautiful day and knowing that we had nowhere to be, no time 

frames just allowed us to completely relax. 

I did not even hear the motor but heard the distinct sound of an 

anchor chain being cast out. It sounded very far away but when 

I looked up a boat had pulled up and was anchoring at the far 

end of 'our beach.' This was not unusual, but I was somewhat 

disappointed that our privacy and come to an end. 

They were another couple, a little younger than us and quite 

good looking. They were both moderately fit. She had very 

blonde hair, had a nice tan and her bikini looked as though it 

were painted on. Not skimpy, but it hugged her boobs and ass 

perfectly. He was dark haired, and tan as well, adequately fit 

and was wearing board shorts with no shirt. 

I watched as they got their boat settled and their gear onto the 

beach. They too settled onto a blanket to lounge in the sun. At 

one point he saw me watching and raised a hand in a 'hi there' 

gesture. He then looked to the woman and said something. He 

came over and introduced himself as Rick, and his wife as 

Janice. He apologized for intruding but being close to one 

couple was better than being close to several in the other areas. 

I told him not to worry about it. He then asked if we minded if 

his wife went topless. I said I didn't mind because Lori might 

lose her top as well. We both laughed and chatted briefly, but 

he went back to his blanket to inform his wife that everything 

was okay. She immediately began to untie her bikini top. I don't 

know where they came from, but she released the most 

beautiful set of tits I had ever seen. They were almost perfect 

and there were no tan lines! He then looked my way and caught 

me, but only chuckled and got her attention to point me out. 

She chuckled as well and waved a hand. 
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So, we kept our distances, each enjoying the relative privacy of 

the beach. They, like Lori and I, occasionally took a dip in the 

water to cool off. And I continued to perv on her beautiful tits 

and body. I watched them embrace and kiss several times. They 

seemed to discuss something and then began to exit the water. 

As they did, I noticed he had something in his hand. It was her 

bikini bottom! As I continued to watch she exited the water 

completely naked! And oh, revealing her body just completed 

the picture in my mind. Her ass matched the perfectness of her 

tits and it too had no tan lines! Her pussy was completely 

trimmed save the small patch of hair just above her twat. She 

sauntered up to the blanket laid out on the beach. Before she 

laid down, she looked me right in the eye. My heart stopped. 

Would she be offended? Apparently not, she gave me a wink 

before turning her head to lie on her stomach. 

I grabbed another can and sat there, mind wandering. I drank 

the beverage and was lost in thought until I saw a shadow 

approach. I looked up to find her, still naked, approaching me. 

To my amazement, she knelt in front of me and spoke very 

softly. It was almost inaudible, but I could hear it very clearly 

"I noticed you watching me. And I noticed how beautiful Lori is 

and wanted to come over, to see if you wanted to have some 

fun." 

I couldn't speak, I just said, "uh huh." 

She smiled and made a motion to her husband. But then she 

moved over to Lori. I watched in amazement as this beautiful 

creature straddled Lori's knees and then bent down to lick her 

stomach. She began kissing and licking all over Lori's stomach 

and moved down to her thighs. Lori stirred but didn't awake and 

started to moan. I moved closer to the two of them and began 

to kiss Lori's neck and face. Lori slowly opened her eyes with a 

puzzled look. I told her not to worry, to relax, and she did. I 



58 
 

seized her mouth with mine and she closed her eyes. But then, 

almost startled, her eyes opened, and she gasped. I looked 

down to see that our new friend had pulled her bottoms aside 

and had thrust her face into Lori's pussy. I had never gotten and 

erection so quickly! A beautiful woman had her face buried in 

my Girlfriend's pussy, out in the open on a beach! I turned my 

attention back to Lori. She was lost in ecstasy. She panted and 

moaned as her clit received its attention. 

The next time I looked down I found Rick removing his shorts 

behind Janice. He put his hands on Janice's hips and moved up 

behind her. His cock was cut and not noticeably large, but thick. 

I watched as he slowly guided his cock up behind her. My 

attention shifted to her face where I could clearly see his entry. 

She lifted her attention from between Lori's legs for a moment 

for her breath to catch. 

At this point I had to get involved. I drew my cock from my 

shorts and moved it up to Lori's face. She smiled, opened her 

mouth accepted my cock. I began to slow stroke my cock in and 

out of her mouth. Deeper and deeper until her nose was 

touching my stomach. I can't remember her taking that much of 

me into her mouth before. 

It must have been a sight to see. I'm lying on my side with my 

cock in Lori's mouth. There was a beautiful woman munching on 

Lori's pussy and she was in turn being fucked from behind by 

her own stud. The panting and moaning sounded like a well-

orchestrated new wave vocal piece. It seemed we were all in 

time and rhythm, each receiving what each desired. 

Wondering how long I could last like this, I watched as Janice 

withdrew from Lori's pussy and began to move upwards 

towards her mouth. When she arrived, she pulled my cock from 

Lori's mouth and replaced it in hers. Oh. Lori can suck cock, but 

this woman had skill. Lori's forehead wrinkled in protest but 
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before words could escape, she gasped, and her eyes shot wide 

open. I looked to see Rick had taken the liberty of shoving his 

cock where Janice's mouth used to be. Lori's eyes rolled back in 

her head and mouth fell open in the pleasure of the Ricks 

thrusting. 

I was only jealous up until Janice released my cock from her 

mouth and gently positioned me onto my back. She moved to 

straddle and mount me. I watched as she slowly, almost 

painfully so, lowered herself onto my prick. I watched as it 

disappeared between her now swollen lips. From my lover I 

could hear moans of pleasure, panting and gasping, confirming 

that she was okay with what was happening. Janice then began 

to slowly ride my cock. Burying herself all the way to my hips 

before rising to fall again. 

I recognized the sounds Lori makes when she's about to cum, 

and for some reason she did not advertise it, but I knew when it 

hit. As Janice rode me, I watched as Lori's body began to 

tremble. Her mouth opened and her head raised off the 

blanket. As her orgasm hit, she threw her legs up and wrapped 

them around Rick's body, pulling him in as deep as she could. 

I looked at her and said, "That's right baby, cum! Cum all over 

that cock!" 

That was about all I could stand as well. I felt my own orgasm 

rising from deep within. I began to thrust upward to meet Janice 

in anticipation, wanting to blow my nut deep into her womb. 

What a day to remember, we parted with the usual exchange of 

phone numbers and the plan to meet again one day. 

Interesting times, this beach area was where I wanted to set up 

my tattoo shop, the seed planted in my head as we left the 

island and made our way back to Bangkok for our flights home, 

Lori back to the UK and me to Abu Dhabi. 
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The night boat back to the mainland, once again dropped a 

Valium and drank a bottle of 'Lao Khao’, which translates as rice 

whisky which is the strongest, the cheapest, and absolutely the 

most popular spirit in Thailand for the lower end of the low 

income classes like me. Lori was upset that she had to fly home 

without me, but I had a girl waiting in my apartment in Abu 

Dhabi, who I rang once inside, Don Mueang International 

Airport. 

My last trip offshore (For now) 

 

I landed in Abu Dhabi airport in the early hours and made my 

way in a taxi to town, where Amy greeted me at the door to my 

apartment wearing nothing but a log tea shirt and a smile. We 

had one night before I had to go offshore for six weeks. 

Having her cornered was more the result of the geometrics of 

the soft linen coloured, shaker kitchen, with its double sink. 

My standing right up close to her meant that she was trapped 

against the bevelled edges of the worktop that went in two 

directions from the corner units, she was literally cornered, 

while I was right in front of her, my chest no more than an inch 

from her cotton covered breasts. 

I was close enough to smell the conditioner she used, that kept 

her hair so lustrous, close enough to see the pure white skin line 

of her centre parting as I looked down at her, and to enjoy a 

bird's eye view of the deep valley between her breasts where 

neither her white tee shirt could hide. I was going to enjoy 

exposing the fullness of those breasts.  

I was close enough that she could certainly smell my own 

aftershave, her cute nose, which like her breasts was also only 

inches from my chest, would certainly have picked up on both 

my cologne, and that other, travel warry fragrance. 
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She stayed trapped, not just by the kitchen corner and my body, 

but by her reserve, her inability to assert herself. Unlike myself, 

she had not been in the sun. Her complexion was still pure 

white. Green eyes, unusual in someone with black hair. Cute ski-

slope nose, full lips. Despite her neat frame, her figure was 

womanly, neither slim nor overweight, her hips curving nicely 

beneath her pure white, tee shirt, her arms not toned, but 

nicely rounded, shapely,  

"Amy," I said. "Aren't you too warm in your tee shirt?" 

I like to choose my words carefully. The gentle mockery left her 

momentarily speechless, a moment that I took advantage of, 

reaching behind, right behind her neck, beneath her locks of jet-

black hair. I found the neck and pulled. 

"You can't just...," she started, my other hand to go behind her 

waist. Another, another end, another gentle pull, and I removed 

the shirt from her body. 

I flattened my hand at the base of her spine and drew her closer 

still. By close, I mean she would have felt my hardness, angular 

inside my jeans that I had been wearing to travel in but as erect 

as Nelson's column in Trafalgar square, standing proud for 

England. 

That was when she struggled. It was hardly worth describing it 

as struggling. She twisted slightly, trying to turn her body round, 

away from mine, but Diving gives you strength, and all I had to 

do was tense my arm and she conceded. Looking up at mine, 

her green eyes told me she would not give me any more 

resistance. 

"Is that what you wanted?"  

I cupped a breast. My palm just managed to conceal the 

smooth, pink areola, no more than that. There was too much 
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breast to hold in just one hand. I had rinsed my hands beneath 

the tap, and dried them on my jeans, but they were still a 

divers’ hands, the skin hardened by labour. She gasped. Her 

nipple stub felt rubbery against my palm, not a thimble nipple, 

as some women's nipples are, but no more than a slight 

protuberance at the forward most tip of her breast, darker in 

colour than the surrounding areola, and firm beneath the 

surface so that I could sense it pressing softly against my hand. 

I grazed the nipple's firmness with my palm, moving my hand in 

small circles, and she drew in her breath. 

"Please!" she whimpered. 

Meaningful communication requires more than just a single 

word. It might have been, please stop. It might have been, 

please do that some more. It might have been, please do even 

more than that. It might have been, please do anything you 

want to. There was no way of knowing what she wanted from 

that single word. I wondered if she even knew herself. 

Her breasts seemed more sensitive than most, and willingly or 

not, her body was responding to what might be thought of as a 

form of male aggression. I prefer to think of it as assertiveness. I 

like to think I am not sexist. Men and women, both can be 

assertive. Both can also be compliant. Some women need 

assertive men, some men need assertive women. That is the 

way the world goes around. My assertiveness may or may not 

have been what she consciously desired, I sensed another part 

of her that needed, longed for, craved male domination over 

her, I was going to be to provide exactly that. 

She stood there naked. She had shaved while I had been away, 

there was not a single curl. There was no hint of stubble. I 

touched her there, and she was smooth as a baby. Her slit 

parted for my finger, and it was moist, but the surrounding skin 

was devoid not just of hair, but of any sign that any hair had 
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ever grown there. There was the prominence of her mons, and 

there was the slit, a simple vertical groove in the mound of soft 

white flesh. 

I’m going to fuck you now Amy. 

"I don't suppose that I can stop you," she stared up at me, 

submission in her eyes. 

"Would you want to, if you could?" I asked. 

She went completely silent. 

I picked her up. I used both hands, at her sides, just beneath her 

ribcage, to lift her up and over my left shoulder, her left butt 

beside my head, warm against my ear, defenceless against the 

stubble on my unshaven cheek. She was not heavy, and my 

biceps were more than up to lifting her. She fitted neatly; her 

legs held tight to my body with just my left arm holding them. 

At first, she held herself stiffly. Then she relaxed, and her 

breasts pressed against my back, skin on skin, white 

complexioned, female flesh against the tanned muscle of my 

torso. It felt good, not just her warmth against my body, or her 

lack of struggle, but my own strength, and my hardness right by 

where her feet were resting level with my groin. 

I lowered her carefully, arse first, onto the glass table-top, 

sliding her back a little, then lowering her torso. She used her 

elbows on the glass to support her weight and keep her back 

from touching. 

"It's cold," she said. The glass of the tabletop would be cool, 

against her skin. Iron hard glass conducts heat better than a 

wooden table would have done, stealing it from warm flesh. 

Against the bare skin of her butt, and back, it would feel cold 

until her body warmed it. 

"Lie back anyway," I said. 
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She did as she was told. She let me guide her legs, bending each 

of them at the knee, bringing her feet to touch one another, 

close up to her buttocks, and then opening her knees wide, a 

yoga pose, but on her back, exposing her mons and the neat 

groove that was her slit, and as I moved her knees apart the 

groove opened to display moist pinkness within, and the cute 

stub of her clit, peeking from within its hood. 

Her arms were now resting on the glass on either side, her back 

flat against the unyielding surface. Her breasts continued to 

deny the effect of gravity. Instead of lying on her chest, they 

formed twin mountains, pink topped, the one that I had fondled 

now a little redder than the other, both rising and falling with 

each tense breath she took. 

Another woman might have used a hand to hide her mons. She 

left it exposed. Arms by her side, her hands palm down on the 

glass, she just looked at me, those green eyes apprehensive, but 

her body passive, subdued, accepting of her fate. “Stay there," I 

told her. Her restraints were mental, unquestioning compliance, 

total acquiescence, her own will relinquished, or perhaps her 

own deeper seated will precisely desired this. Either way, she 

would stay exactly where she was. 

I quickly went into the other room to collect my Tattooing gear, 

I grabbed the tattoo transfer lotion and squeezed it onto her 

abdomen. As I spread the lotion across the area, I felt her 

shudder. I positioned the stencil and smoothed it onto her skin. 

My fingers moved smoothly over her shaved pubic area and 

down each side of her vulva. I could feel the heat coming off her 

in waves. Once the stencil was set, I removed the transfer paper 

and asked her to look. I started to do the outline on the side 

furthest away from me. As I worked, I had to stretch the skin 

with my fingers. Everything was going smoothly. Amy talked 

filth to me as I worked. But as I began to outline the stems 

where then went down over her vulva, Amy fell quiet. I was 
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moving slowly, and I couldn't help putting my fingers all over 

her pussy. I noticed an intoxicating smell. Amy was becoming 

aroused again. I asked her to spread her thighs a bit so that I 

could work on the furthest part of the stem. She spread her legs 

and placed one leg on the back of a nearby chair. Now her 

entire pussy was exposed to my gaze. I could see the wetness 

beginning to form between her lips. 

Amy had a beautiful pussy. Her outer lips were prominent, and 

her inner labia were just peeking out between them. As I moved 

the skin around, they began to open like a flower. I continued to 

work but found it increasingly difficult to concentrate on what I 

was doing. Her breathing was also increasing in intensity. 

As I was working on the end of the furthest most stem, I pulled 

the skin with my thumb. As I did, it slipped out and my thumb 

ended up directly on her clit. She gasped and as I lifted the 

needle off her skin, her hips came up in an involuntary thrusting 

motion. Without thinking about what I was doing, I slid my 

thumb down over her clit and into the wetness leaking from her 

pussy. I glanced at Amy's face and saw that her eyes were 

closed, and she was biting her knuckle to try to stifle her moans. 

Then, as if I pressed a button, her body began to shake, and she 

flooded my hand with wetness. A moan escaped her lips as 

Amy's orgasm washed over her. She vibrated and jerked as I 

moved my thumb back up to her clit. For several seconds she 

was trapped in the throes of an intense orgasm. When she 

came back to earth, she looked at me sheepishly. I'm sure I was 

blushing bright red. 

I went back to my work and soon finished the outline. I asked if 

she'd like to take a break and she agreed. I moved out of the 

way so she could get up from the table. 

When she sat up, she looked directly at the bulge my hard on 

was creating in my shorts. Then, without a word, she got up and 
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walked to the kitchen. As soon as she did, I made a beeline for 

the bathroom and locked the door. The sight, sound, and smell 

of her cumming was flooding my head. I freed my cock from my 

jeans and with only a couple of strokes, I was cumming hard. 

I took a few moments to clean myself up and get composed. 

When I came out of the bathroom, Amy was sitting on the table. 

"How much longer before it's done?" she asked me. I told her 

that all that was left was the colouring and shading. It would 

take about an hour more. She nodded and lay back on the table 

Finally, the tattoo was done. I told her to look and let me know 

how she liked it. As she was inspecting my work, I got out the 

aftercare lotion to spread on it. Amy declared it to be perfect 

and said that she absolutely loved it. I smiled and applied the 

lotion. 

As I was thinking about what she was saying, she reached out 

and placed her hand on my cock, which had gotten hard again. 

"I want to do this, but I don't want you to think badly of me," 

She stated. 

Amy unzipped my Jeans and before I could react, she had 

wrapped her hand around my hard cock and began to stroke 

me. I groaned loudly and closed my eyes. I felt her shifting 

around and a moment later, my cock was enveloped in her 

warm, wet mouth. She began to give me a blowjob like none I 

had ever experienced before. She was amazing. In only a few 

minutes I began to feel the familiar sensation in my balls. 

"Amy, I'm going to..." I started to say. 

"Shh," She replied. "Just let it happen" 

She returned to sucking my cock. I leaned back and just let go. 

My cock got super hard, and all my muscles tensed up. 
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Then...explosion! My cum gushed out of my cock into her 

mouth. She held the tip inside and began swallowing. The 

sensation of Cumming in Amy's mouth was exquisite. My hips 

jerked involuntarily as the pleasurable sensations overwhelmed 

me. My head was exploding like a 4th of July firework and my 

breathing was coming in gasps. 

All too soon, it was over. Amy took her mouth off me, and I sat 

there panting. Amy took a swig of water and handed me the 

bottle. I shakily raised it to my lips and took a drink. That 

seemed to settle me a bit and I looked at her, and asked if she 

would miss me? This tattoo is something to remind you off me, 

just like the ‘FTW’ on my cock! 

Two days I had been offshore on a vessel called the ‘Conco 2’ a 

small dive boat working offshore in the oil fields of Abu Dhabi, 

any bad weather and we used to run for shelter to a place called 

‘Freeport’. The walk from Freeport into the centre of town only 

took 20 minutes so, decided not to tell Amy we had come in for 

weather, as I needed a night out with the Divers and maybe a 

Russian working girl. The Russian girls working in town were 

filthy and know all about great sex. 

The drinking was rowdy as normal as the night got longer and I 

decided to leave early so asked a girl how much? 1000 Dirhams 

all night, was her reply, in her Russian accent. A Little expensive 

but she looked fit. 

I told Kat that, was her name, I had a boat in the free Port, 

didn’t tell her it was a Diving boat with sixty other men 

onboard! Anyway, once in my Cabin alone with the door locked  

I cupped her right breast as I kissed her neck causing her to 

moan softly. This was when my only disappointment was. Her 

breasts were very hard from plastic surgery. Other than that, 

she was perfection. 
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I worked my kisses down her neck to her breasts as I kissed 

them and slowly worked my way to her nipples. As I rolled one 

nipple between my fingers I sucked and nibbled the other. They 

both got hard as we both were enjoying the foreplay. 

She broke our embrace and in her Russian accent said, "You got 

to many clothes on. Also, you have money?" 

I reached into my jeans and pulled out the money. She didn't 

bother counting it and just put it on the bed side table. We both 

undressed. She was undressed first and got onto the small 

single bed. 

I got on the bed next to her and we continued with the foreplay. 

I reached down and squeezed her perfect ass and pulled her 

close to me. Moving my hand from her ass I traced her pussy 

lips slowly. Occasionally I would slide a finger into her. She was 

wet and ready. I started to circle her love button. I left one 

finger inside to work her G spot while I rubbed her clit. Not sure 

if she was faking it or not but in 30 seconds she came hard 

saying "Ooooh Baby yesses. “In her Russian accent! 

Kat told me to lie down and rest while she was going to have 

fun with me. She worked her way down and started to lick and 

kiss my fully engorged cock. She looked up at me and in her 

accent said, "You very, big, love the tattoo, what does ‘FTW 

mean?" Told her it was, Fuck the world, and she smiled. 

She teased my cock for a good 5 minutes before she started 

taking my shaft further into her mouth. Her skills were 

excellent, and I couldn't hold back and shot 4 ropes of cum into 

her mouth. She stood up and smiled then went to the bathroom 

to spit out my seed into the sink and then swill out her mouth 

with water, class! 

“you still ready for more. You want cock in pussy or butt?! 
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"Can I do both?' I asked. 

"Yes, yes you can. We should have time. What you want first?" 

I said, "Pussy, but first I want to taste that beautiful pussy." 

I rolled on top of her and kissed her deeply then slowly kissed 

my way down to her pussy. I saw her use a little lube on her 

pussy earlier and it must have been flavoured as she tasted 

sweet. My tongue went to work on her pussy. I added two 

fingers inside her making her moan. She really seemed to enjoy 

it when I pushed down inside her towards her rectum. 

Her hands were now holding my head tight against her pussy as 

I sucked her hard clit into my mouth. I didn't have much room 

for my fingers in her pussy so used one finger to stroke her G 

spot. This must have done the trick as she moaned loudly and 

came against my mouth releasing a bit of fluid. 

Kat wasted no time after she came, and she had a condom on 

my cock and climbed on top of me. I watched my cock slowly 

disappear inside her hot wet pussy. She started off slow riding 

my cock. Occasionally leaning forward so I could suck a nipple 

into my mouth. 

I knew I wouldn't last long and just as she started to ride me 

faster, I filled the condom with my seed. She could tell I came 

because my body relaxed as warmth and calmness came over 

me. 

My cock started to slowly go down. Kat got up and took the 

condom off and went to the bathroom to throw it away. She 

came back with toilet paper and cleaned my cock up. 

As she cleaned me up my cock wasted no time in getting hard. 

"You ready to try my butt?" She asked. 

I nodded yes. 
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Kat put on a new condom and covered it with lube. She then got 

into the doggy position at the edge of the bed. Me being 

experienced in anal I was not at all nervous. I knew you had to 

go slow. I was trying to gently enter her ass but was not having 

much luck. With frustration I pushed hard against her rim and 

slid in with her taking half my cock inside her. She gave a little 

jump, so I didn't go any deeper. I slowly backed out a bit then 

went just as deep as I had gone before. She was so tight and felt 

amazing. It took all I could do from thrusting deep inside her. 

As I pulled my cock out a bit she said, "Stop right there for a 

second." There was a tube of lube by her, and she took it and 

reached back and squirted more on my cock and rubbed it into 

her ass. 

The lube helped as I now slid deeper into her. I went deeper 

with each thrust until my cock was as deep as it could go. 

Looking down I could see her perfect ass as my cock slid in and 

out. I reached up and took her long hair that was off to the side 

and put it across her back. My God she was a thing of 

perfection. 

Taking her by the hips I started to fuck her harder and faster. 

She took a hand and reached back and played with my balls and 

her pussy. She really knew how to turn me on. I wanted to go 

deeper if that was even possible! 

I reached up and took a hold of her shoulders and drove myself 

hard and fast deep inside her. I could feel my balls swelling and 

ready to dump its seed. In three hard thrust I came inside her 

filling the condom. I didn't even become a bit limp, so I 

continued to pump her little ass. 

While I continued to fuck her ass, I looked over at the clock. I 

could see it was late and there was a chance we might sail out 

back to the oil fields. I wanted to cum in her ass one more time. 
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I fucked her for a good 10 minutes when I realized I just couldn't 

get myself to cum again. 

I pulled out and said, "Kat, can I cum in your mouth again?" 

"Sure, you can Baby," She answered. It wasn't long before that 

wonderful feeling came over me as I was about to cum. But 

before that happened, she changed things up a bit and slowly 

took as much cock down her throat as she could. She took 6" of 

my 7". She did this 4 times. As she pulled my cock from her 

throat on the 4th time I erupted into her mouth as I felt 3 jets 

release from my cock. 

She sat up and signalled Time out with her hands. Then got up 

and went to the bathroom to spit. By the time she got back my 

cock had finally started to go limp. She cuddled up to me. 

"I like your cock. It so big. Not so big, big but thick. I think you 

fuck my pussy again. You got time?" 

One for the road, I was hoping the engines wouldn’t start 

halfway through. 

She pulled another condom out of her bag and put it on me. I 

got on top of her in missionary and slowly fucked her. We 

switched to me behind her with us both on our sides. We 

switched back to missionary. I put her legs over my shoulders 

and fucked her hard and deep making her cum twice. 

After a good 20 minutes I knew I was getting close. I switched 

back to normal missionary and gave it all I had. I didn't cum 

much, but it felt powerful. 

I collapsed on top of her, and we were both sweaty. She held 

me and gently scratched my back. 

After I caught my breath, I rolled off her. She then wrote down 

her phone number and said, "Next time you’re in town you call 
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me direct. I charge you half." win, win situation. I got her off the 

vessel just in time. 

Off we sailed back to work, for the next 30 days it was diving 

every day, keeping busy all the time, time flies. A phone call, 

most nights to Amy, we chatted about what I was going to do to 

her when I got back into town. She told me that the apartment 

had been decorated with a few new toys, she was going to use 

on me, she was going through a Dominatrix phase with a few 

girls she knew well, all expat girls living in Abu Dhabi and willing 

to experiment while growing up. I couldn’t wait, as the ship 

moored up in Free Port, I got a Taxi and made my way home to 

find Amy standing there in her dominatrix kit, outstanding, I 

thought and, as an order Amy told me to take off my kit, in a 

very authoritive, manner. Obediently, I began taking off my 

clothes. My cock was beginning to harden and throb as the 

fetishistic environment, the whips, the dildoes, the bonds, 

around me began to register. 

"I'm putting this leather collar around your neck. Once it's on, 

you are my slave. OK? Look down. Put your hands together as 

though you are praying." She wrapped a cord several times 

around each wrist, then tied them together to a metal ring 

connected to a leather strap dangling from the ceiling. My 

hands were immobilized. She bent down and attached one end 

of a spreader bar to each ankle. 

"Now you're completely unable to move." She gave my cock 

sensual. Short squeeze. 

I stood naked and immobilized as she cogitated. We had both 

been correct in thinking this would work. My cock twitched in 

pleasure; the fact that I was restrained from fondling it, and was 

in fact completely naked and helpless, was highly erotic. A cool 

breeze seemed to play on my bottom and my rectum felt 

entirely vulnerable. Now I realized that I was firmly bound, 
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incapacitated. In fact, I was at the mercy of this beautiful 

dominatrix. 

"I know you've been fucked in the ass, but this will be different. 

You're helpless, and you're going to get a whipping. And a 

bigger cock in your ass. You’re going to be a good little girl. And 

I know you want to be." 

Suddenly she pressed a clamp over my nose. Instinctively I 

opened my mouth to breathe, and she instantly thrust a ball gag 

into my mouth and buckled it tightly at the back of my neck. 

"Now I'm going to warm you up." She moved behind me; I tried 

to look over my shoulder to see what she was doing, but my 

bonds restrained me. There was a slap and sting on my bare 

behind. In itself it was not so painful but was immediately 

followed by several more. Each small infliction built on the 

previous ones till I was writhing in my bonds, trying to escape 

the crop while pleading through my gag for a respite. 

As the inexorable strokes continued to land, stinging my tender 

bare bottom, I twisted violently from side to side. Much to my 

embarrassment, I found myself begging through the gag for a 

pause in the crescendo of blows. But I was restrained in such a 

manner that my mistress, as I began to think of her, could 

choose her spot to land a stinging stripe. The sounds in the 

room were the crack of leather on flesh, my muffled gasps, and 

pleas for a rest, even if a short one, and my mistress' steady 

breathing, oblivious to my protests, as she selected the next 

patch of smarting skin to address accurately with her wicked 

little crop. 

I had lost count of the blows when there was finally a blessed 

pause. And to my joy, Amy first reached around me to fondle 

my cock briefly but delightfully; then kneeled lithely before me 

and took me in her lovely mouth, giving an ecstatic though brief 

suck. Then she withdrew and I felt her rolling a rubber ring 
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down to the base of my stiffly standing cock, where it gripped 

me firmly. 

"That'll keep you at attention. And you won't come too soon. If I 

decide to let you come, that is. Now, one more thing to get you 

ready for your caning. 

She reached up and unbuckled the ball gag. I gasped in relief 

and swallowed the drool it had triggered. But immediately she 

pulled a rubber mask over my head, adjusted the eye, mouth 

and nose holes, and then zipped it closed. I was completely 

encased, an effect increased when Amy velcroed the blindfold 

in place. 

She then pinched my nostrils together, causing me to open my 

mouth to breathe; and thrust a new gag in, this with a 

protruding shaft that filled my mouth. She snapped the gag in 

place. The feeling of helplessness, of having only the mask nose 

holes as a contact with the outside world, was both frightening, 

and exciting, a sensation increased when she again pinched my 

nostrils closed and made it impossible to breathe. A fearful 

helplessness filled me, and I struggled for air until she released 

her powerful grip. 

"Next time, and you know there'll be a next time, we'll talk 

about that - we'll try some breath play. You'll only have air 

when I permit it. I think you'll find it provides you with some 

quite extraordinary sensations. But when you're here with me, 

I'm going to make you into my little bitch. You're going to offer 

up your mouth and ass to please me. You'll learn to look 

forward to being whipped." 

Blindfolded, bound, and gagged, I was completely isolated and 

unprotected. I felt Amy moving behind me, she suddenly thrust 

her fingers, drenched in lube, into my rear entrance, coating my 

passage with a slippery substance. She spread the lube 
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thoroughly into my rectum and massaged it around the 

entrance. 

But she then began pressing a cold metal plug object into my 

rectum. To my chagrin, I squealed as it stretched me; she 

worked it in little by little, ignoring my complaints, until it 

suddenly popped inside me; the neck of the plug was narrow, 

with a disc at the end so it wouldn't slip in inadvertently. The 

pain was reduced, and the sensation in my ass was quite 

stimulating. I guess most guys are protective of their assholes; 

as if they're in prison and vulnerable; so, the invasive feeling 

added to my new acceptance of submissiveness 

The next moment there was a sharp crack and the most intense 

pain yet shot through my sensitive buttocks; Amy had picked up 

a lithe cane. I had been caned once or twice at school, which 

had hurt as this did. But now my attitude had been changed; I 

was being inexorably driven into submission, a slave girl naked 

on the auction block, whipped and trained to pleasure her 

masters and mistresses 

I cried out as she delivered more strokes, accurately landing 

them either directly on the previous weal or bisecting it neatly. 

If Amy had brought in some friends, they could have whipped 

and fucked me as they wished. My bonds, the gag filling my 

mouth, and the plug securely filling my rectum. I tried to expel 

it, but couldn’t, rendered me completely helpless, to this strong, 

lithe dominatrix, who chortled softly when a particularly well 

aimed cut made me wince and gasp. My heart was pounding 

and my breath panting. 

In between strokes of the cane, Amy taunted and tantalized me, 

giving my ringed cock a delicious fondle, then holding my 

nostrils closed and laughing her silvery laugh when I writhed 

desperately in my quest for air. Suddenly it was as though an 



76 
 

explosion went off in my head. From fighting and struggling I 

had transformed into surrender. 

I stopped pleading and trying fruitlessly to avoid the cane, 

instead slumping in my bonds, and merely gasping quietly at the 

impacts. I felt tears trickling under the hood and felt myself 

finally relaxing and resigning to my domination. 

I guess that's when Amy knew her work was approaching 

completion, because after three additional, painful cuts, the 

strokes ceased.  

 

Journey starts here 

 

A week later we had tied up all the loose ends, packed 

everything up we needed for a life in Thailand, I had a few 

thousand dollars in cash to live on, while we set up a tattoos 

shop on the Island of Kho Tao that was the plan. 

On the 7-hour flight from Abu Dhabi to Bangkok Amy decided 

she wanted to join the ‘Mile High Club’ so who was I to 

complain, as she moved over towards my seat and started her 

quest. She leaned over and kissed me. Her tongue slid into my 

mouth, and I moaned into her as she stroked my tongue with 

light caresses. She suddenly sucked my tongue out of me and 

into her mouth, where her lips massaged it, and her tongue 

swirled around it. 

As she slid her hand behind my head to pull my mouth against 

hers even tighter, her lips now sucking on the side of my neck, 

her other hand pulled the blanket I had over the two of us. 

I was utterly lost in the sensations of her hot breath, lips, 

tongue, and teeth sliding up and down my neck . . . and then 

she engulfed my ear lobe with her lips, and I grabbed her. 
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My right hand grabbed a handful of the denim skirt she was 

wearing and slid it quickly up to the middle of her thighs. I 

cupped her pussy, feeling its wet heat through her underwear. 

My other hand was already busy inside her bra lightly dragging 

my nails up and down the silk dunes of her breasts. 

I suddenly realized that I could hear the flight attendants 

coming up the aisle behind me with the beverage and snack cart 

and started trying to say stop into her mouth which had 

returned to ravish my tongue and lips. 

She realized what was going on, and stopped, kind of. As we 

were both under the blanket now, we quickly pretended to be 

asleep. While our faces looked still above the blanket to the 

flight attendant as she passed, our hands were busy beneath. 

Her fingers stroking and rubbing my cock through my pants; two 

of my fingers inside her pussy as my thumb was busy firmly 

sliding up and down her clit. 

Once the flight attendant had gone several rows away from us, I 

slid my head below the blanket to her breasts. I dragged my 

teeth lightly down the flesh of her chest onto her breast where I 

slipped tongue between teeth to merge its silky wetness with 

the raking sensation of my teeth. When I reached her nipple I 

buried my face into the swell of her breast, and as I sucked on it 

hard, I slid three fingers deep into the sopping wet opening of 

her pussy. 

And that's when she began talking dirty to me. Her mouth was 

wet with saliva from all the kissing we had been doing, and she 

licked the inside of my ear as she whispered, 

"Fuck me. Fuck me with your fingers! Make my cunt juicy, make 

me cum, make me cum . . ." She said, and my cock strained 

against my pants from how hard she was making me with her 

words. 



78 
 

"I want you to put another finger in my ass . . . yeah, do it, and 

fuck my cunt and my ass! Harder, harder!" 

And as her breath savaged my ear, she bit and sucked on my ear 

lobe, and tongued my ear. I could feel my own underwear 

getting wet with the pre-cum from my cock being so hard, and 

horny, that I thought I would come just from the way she was 

fucking my ear with her tongue, and my mind with her words. 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck me I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" She 

whispered violently into my ear. And her cunt spasmed, 

clenching my fingers in a furious pulsing of heat and juice, and 

her ass gripped my baby finger as I pushed it deeper into her 

trying to make her cum even harder. 

Just as her orgasm finished its climax, I noticed a flight 

attendant walking from the opposite end of the plane down the 

aisle. Her path was going to take her right by us, and I quickly 

made sure that the blanket was covering both of us. 

I slid my fingers out of her, and unzipped my pants, freeing up 

my cock, as I watched the flight attendant walk by through my 

barely open eyes. I used the cunt juice to lube up my cock, 

mixing it with all the pre-cum that had been oozing out of my 

cock while I had been finger-fucking her, and then I began to 

stroke my cock. 

Suddenly, another warm hand was massaging my balls. And she 

started whispering in my ear again, 

"Come on, do it. Cum for me, cum for me, and I'll suck it all out 

of you when you do" Her hot whispering in my ear made me 

stroke my cock harder. 

I was shaking, and for a few moments I was lost in the ecstasy of 

her hot mouth and tongue savaging the head of my cock. My 

back arched like I was being electrocuted by the lightning-fast 
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movements of her tongue lapping up the cum spurting out of 

my cock, my head snapped back, and my mouth was open in a 

silent agony of pleasure, as I tried not to make any sounds. 

Later, as my senses slowly returned, I luxuriated in the feather-

light strokes of her fingers sliding slowly, gently, up and down 

the flesh of my balls. She rested her head on my shoulder; my 

head leaning on the side of hers, the smell and texture of her 

hair enveloping my head in a cloud of euphoria. 

The lights suddenly dimmed to a semi-darkness, as the food and 

drinks had been served, and it was time for the first period of 

sleep during the trip. 

I wrapped my arms around her, and I felt her burrow deeper 

into the flesh of my neck and shoulder; the bliss of our rapture 

had exhausted us for the moment, and we were content to lose 

ourselves in the warm embrace of each other. 

Sometime later I was woken up by the sensation of her fingers 

slowly unwinding themselves from around my balls; she had 

fallen asleep with them nesting inside their warm grasp, her 

fingers were now rippling in a slow luxurious massage of their 

texture and weight. 

She moved out from under the blanket's warmth, and my body 

moaned at the loss of her closeness. 

I watched her slide over to her seat and open a bag in the 

darkness of the airplane. She glanced over at me, and her eyes 

glowed with a kind of luminescent light that I had never seen 

before. I wondered what she had gotten out of her bag . . . until 

I heard the snick of a button being pushed, and a bass humming 

sound. I gasped in surprise as I realized that she had just pulled 

a vibrator out of her bag. 
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She crawled back over to where I was still reclining on my seat, 

and whispered in my ear, 

"I'm going to the bathroom. Watch to see which one I go into, 

and then meet me in there in two minutes." And she kissed me, 

her tongue slipping into my mouth to grind along the surface of 

my tongue in a deeply sensual kiss—and then she was standing 

up and heading towards the bathrooms in the middle of the 

airplane. 

I approached the door to the bathroom, my palms a little 

sweaty, and my heart pounding in my ears. As I walked past 

other passengers, some asleep, and some watching the TV 

monitors on the seat backs in front of them, I wondered what 

would happen if I was caught on an airplane having sex in a 

washroom. 

I stood in front of the door that I had seen her go into, 

pretending to be waiting for the washroom to become free in 

case anyone was watching. Suddenly the door opened, and a 

hand reached out and pulled me inside quickly. 

Inside the tiny bathroom, I could smell her pussy juice, and 

realized that she must have been masturbating while she 

waited for me to join her. 

As that thought crossed my mind, she pushed me against the 

wall of the tiny washroom hard, and our mouths began to suck 

and kiss and bite each other in a fury of desire. The sounds of 

our kissing and sucking on each other were amplified 

enormously by the small space of the washroom. 

I felt her fingers undoing my belt, then my pants, and then she 

spun me around to face the wall, and as she sat down on the 

toilet seat behind me; I could feel the heat of her breath on my 

ass as she yanked down my pants and underwear. 



81 
 

I heard the snick of the button on her vibrator and then a 

cacophony of juicy sounds as she began to slide it up and down 

her wet pussy. 

My cock sprang to life, and then I felt her tongue slide up and 

down the crack of my ass, while her free hand reached up to 

slide under my shirt towards my nipples. 

My cock was rock hard, and I decided that it was time to turn 

around. As I turned, I grabbed the back of her head and pulled 

her towards the red swollen head of my cock. I slid my fingers 

into her hair, and then grasped two handfuls of it, and slid my 

cock between her lips, and began pumping it into her mouth. 

She moaned into my cock, and I pushed further and further into 

her mouth with each thrust. The head of my cock touching the 

back of her throat, and I had to fight the urge to shove it further 

into her throat. 

I felt her hands push on the inside of my thighs, signalling that I 

should spread my legs further apart. I let go of her hair, and put 

my hands on the wall behind her, and leaned my weight 

forward as I continued to thrust my cock into her mouth. 

And then I heard her vibrator change pitch as she took it away 

from her pussy and moved it up towards the cheeks of my ass. 

The warm slippery vibrating surface of the head of the vibrator 

eased itself slowly along the crack of my ass, and at the same 

time she let my cock pop out of her mouth, and she moved her 

head up to grab one of my nipples with her teeth—I groaned, 

and she began to flick her tongue at my nipple as her teeth 

slowly bit down hard into my nipple's flesh, and my knees 

buckled from the sensations. 

She let go of my nipple, its saliva-soaked redness getting even 

harder as the shock of leaving her mouth and entering cold air 

ravaged it. Her mouth moved back to the head of my cock, and 
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she slid her mouth down it as she also slid the pussy juiced 

vibrator into the crack of my asshole. Her free hand found my 

right nipple, and she pinched it so hard that if I hadn't been 

about to come it would have been torture; the savage pinching 

of her nails on my nipple transformed from pain to a 

pleasurable agony so intense that my cock just exploded, and 

began pumping jets of cum all over her breasts and neck. 

My orgasm turned me into an animal of desire, and I pulled her 

up off the toilet to take her place sitting there, my cock still 

twitching and spurting small bits of cum out onto the floor. I put 

my hands on the inside of her thighs and pulled her legs back so 

that each of her feet straddled mine. I bent her over and then 

buried my face in her pussy from behind. 

I slid my hands into her top to grab her tits and squeeze them 

hard. My face was pressed so tightly into her pussy that I had to 

hold my breath as I thrust my tongue into her sopping wet 

opening, and then moved it down to assault her clit. 

I spread her ass cheeks as wide as I could and licked from her 

clit upwards and deep into her pussy, up the crack of her ass, 

and then to dip into her asshole . . . and then back down again 

to her clit. 

I took the vibrator from her and held it against her clit. I pushed 

my thumb into her pussy and began to stroke her g-spot firmly, 

all the while my tongue working feverishly in and out of her 

asshole. 

I could feel her legs quivering, and then her whole body began 

to shake. I pressed the vibrator against her clit even more firmly 

and began to move it back and forth in sync with the stroking 

motions of my thumb inside the soaking wet grip of her pussy. 

Her asshole began to suck on my tongue as her orgasm slowly 

built-in intensity and power . . . 
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And then she began to have huge shuddering breaths that 

wracked her whole body with waves of pleasure. My thumb was 

locked into a vice-like grip by the volcanic power of her pussy; 

the heat and slick juices combined with the pressure created an 

erotic sensation unlike anything I had ever felt before with any 

part of my hand. 

A loud banging on the toilet door bought us both back to 

ground as someone needed to use the toilet! We got dressed, 

opened the door to face a very angry flight attendant. ‘Always in 

the shit, just the depth that varies’. 

We didn’t really get into that much, trouble, I explained that 

Amy was sick, and I needed to look after her, anyway we landed 

in Bangkok, got a Taxi into town, and prepared for the ‘One 

night in Bangkok’! 

Starting early, we went shopping for a few things to take with us 

down to the islands, I headed straight to the Tattoo shops on 

Khaosan road, looking for design templates which I could use in 

my soon to be studio on Kho Tao. I was after Sak Yant tattoos 

designs, the traditional Thai form of tattooing, involving sacred 

geometrical designs. They are incredibly intricate, where each 

element has a specific meaning for the wearer. Although years 

later I found out that the images in Tattoo shops, I found online 

are purposely created wrong!  Sak Yant’s masters have skill that 

requires years of training to create magical texts and charge 

them with magical power.   The Sak Yant Masters can spot the 

mistakes in text and correct it. 

Along with the line designs, the one I searched for was the 

dragon is one of the most interesting and powerful of the 

mythical beasts. The dragon is a fire breathier and uses this 

destructive force destroy its enemies.  Because of these 

destructive powers, it is feared among its foes. 
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This Yant offers protection from physical harm and from the bad 

influence of others. It also is said to bring the bearer good 

fortune and is popular among military personal and government 

officials. 

Also, as we were going to Kho Tao, meaning the island of the 

turtle I should get the design It is believed that Buddha was 

once incarnated as a turtle. During that lifetime, the turtle grew 

to be the size of a house, hence the name Dtao Reun (turtle 

house). The Turtle Sak Yant offers the bearer wealth and 

prosperity, good luck, and a long life. It is also a very lucky 

animal in Chinese traditions. It is said that this Yant can help one 

to eliminate emotional suffering. 

The turtle is a symbol of the earth and has a mythology 

connection to the earth element.  It has patience and good 

navigational skills. This animal is said to have many female 

attributes such as patience, the power to heal disease, knowing 

one’s own boundaries and respecting the boundaries of others. 

It offers the best physical protection, has a long life and is very 

independent. It is also known for tenacity and resourcefulness. 

The turtle has a non-violent defense. 

The last one I thought I might need was the crocodile is a Sak 

Yant that represents strength and power. The crocodile is one 

of the oldest species on the planet and represents the 

endurance that comes from this. For this reason, it is a good 

source of protection from dangers from occupations that 

involve risk such as Police, Armed Forces or Diver, I thought! 

The crocodile also has incredibly tough skin so it offers great 

protection against swords, blades … anything that can pierce 

the skin, 

Having been around for a long time the crocodile has developed 

good instincts and can provide wisdom that protect against 
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manipulation and experience to help the person understand 

deceit.  

Amy was busy buying silver jewellery which Khaosan is famous 

for, and we thought we could sell in the studio, along with the 

tee shirts which had been printed and packed away for the 

journey south on the night train to Chumphon. The train leaves 

at 22:00 so we had to be sensible with the drink and drugs 

consumed but still had a wild day hanging around with a couple 

of ‘Ladyboys’ who are great fun. 

We made it just in time, found our carriage and settled in for 

the 7-hour journey south. I had no idea how long I'd stayed 

asleep or how I'd even gotten there, but I awoke suddenly to an 

unfamiliar weight on me. As I got my bearings, I noticed we 

were stopped on a siding as a passing freight train whooshed by 

out the window. I took note of the fact it was still night-time, 

then I looked to my left to see Amy there, her head snuggled on 

my shoulder, wearing a sleep mask and earplugs and out cold. 

Not sure what to do. As I came to, I realized I had a raging 

nocturnal erection, and I quickly adjusted my jeans so it would 

be obvious if Amy woke up suddenly. I considered running to 

the bathroom to wank off, but first decided to try to ignore it, 

and eventually I must have passed out again. I woke a few 

minutes later with Amy asking staring at me,  

"What are you thinking about?" I asked. 

"Sex," she replied, matter-of-factly. 

"What?" she asked innocently. 

She replied as I started to molest her, I decided that given we 

had seven hours, I know what she liked, I was going to go slow. 

There was no urgency to my touching her; I'd circle around her 

nipple then leave and touch her stomach, thighs, run my fingers 

through her hair, kiss her neck and ear gently when no one was 
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looking. It helped that the seats across the aisle from us were 

currently empty; I had seen their occupants in the sleeper car 

before and assumed they'd gone back there. 

I have no idea how long I traced patterns up and down her 

body, but it felt very Zen, watching the wilderness zipping by as 

I stoked her fire. At some length, I finally reached up under her 

shirt and found her bra. She watched, through the blanket, 

holding her breath, as I found her breasts, and reached in to 

touch her right nipple. I kept my pace slow and gently touched 

one and then the other, then withdrew for a while, then 

returned. By now Amy was beet red in her face and chest and 

breathing hard. She was sitting with her legs wide open under 

the blanket and clearly having trouble keeping still. 

"My God... you're driving me crazy with this teasing," she 

breathed after what felt like forever. "I need a bathroom. Be 

right back." 

She disentangled herself from me and disappeared up the aisle, 

which gave me the brief opportunity to relieve the pressure on 

my erection and reposition it so that it was comfortably tucked 

up under my belt. Momentarily, she returned, replacing the 

blanket and cosying back in. 

"I brought you a present," she said, naughtily. I felt her hand slip 

into mine and suddenly I was holding a piece of fabric, so I 

looked under the blanket and saw a familiar flash of lime green 

in my hand. Oh Jesus, I realized with a start, these are the 

panties she had on this morning. I felt them and noticed a huge 

wet patch in the gusset, slick with her juices, as she looked at 

me, shyly, waiting for my reaction. 

I reached under the blanket to the hem of her skirt and slowly 

slid my hand upwards as Amy sharply sucked in her breath. As I 

grew closer to her centre, I felt the heat rising, and finally, at 

long last, I found her shaved slit, sopping wet with her arousal. I 
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slid my fingers up and down her opening, then pulled back, 

stroking her inner thighs as she squirmed to move my hand 

where she wanted it. I kept going back, teasing, avoiding her clit 

at all costs, but coming as close as I could, enjoying hearing 

Amy's breathy, frustrated voice telling me to go fuck myself 

every time I got close and then pulled back. 

John, give me what I need," she finally whispered, out of breath, 

nearly delirious with lust. 

I complied, wetting my fingers in her opening, and then circling 

her clit hood as slowly and delicately as I could manage, trying 

to keep my entire arm still except my fingertips. I gently rubbed 

her for a few minutes as she squirmed, trying in vain to get me 

to increase the speed or pressure on her sensitive area. At 

length, I finally withdrew my fingers and took them to my 

mouth for a taste. As I licked my finger, tasting her femininity, 

she stared at me with frustration. 

"You and you’re teasing," she said, only half joking. Her 

breathing was heavy and ragged, and she looked completely out 

of control. 

"It's not like I can finger you properly on the train under a 

blanket without giving anything away anyway, and besides, you 

love it," I responded, smiling. 

"I... I do love it, actually," she answered. "You're so gentle and 

it's driving me crazy." 

I suddenly jammed two fingers aggressively back between her 

legs, and slid them into her, pressing hard on her g-spot. Amy 

jumped and moaned involuntarily, loudly enough that someone 

a few rows up turned around looking back to see where the yelp 

had come from. I withdrew my fingers and both of us 

instinctively pretended to be asleep. 
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As we were pretending, Amy whispered in my ear. "I'm so 

fucking turned on. I need to feel you inside of me so badly, all of 

you. And I can't have that right now, but at least let me check 

out what I'm going to be working with." 

Once the coast was clear again, Amy skilfully unbuttoned the 

top button of my jeans under the blanket, then unzipped my fly 

and reached in to find my erection. Her hands were cold as she 

found her prize, releasing it from its prison and touching it 

experimentally. 

"I approve," she cooed. "This will fit nicely where I want it." 

She started rubbing my cock up and down, but I had to quickly 

stop her, her motions under the blanket were too obvious. I 

could gently finger her under a blanket without arousing 

suspicion, but a hand job could only be a hand job, and there's 

no way we would have gotten away with it if someone walked 

by. Amy pouted in frustration at me as I put my cock away 

again. A light glaze of perspiration coated her exposed skin. She 

was still curled into me, but her legs were spread as wide as she 

could manage, and I kept having to adjust the blanket to keep 

her covered as she squirmed. 

"Why are we stuck on this train anyway?" she asked 

rhetorically. "I don't think I've ever been this turned on before." 

I beamed inwardly. "I'm having fun." 

"I'm not," she retorted. "I need to have sex with you right 

fucking now. Maybe we can go back to the sleeper carriage?" 

"As much as I like the idea," I replied, "we were threatened with 

being kicked off the train. I'm not risking being dumped in the 

middle of nowhere like this, no matter how badly I want to be 

inside of you." 
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"I like the sounds of that," I answered, "but we're still over four 

hours away. Are you going to make it that long?" 

"Fuck no," she replied. "Even with you going go so slow, I'm so 

close to an orgasm right now. It's at the point where I'm not 

going to be able to hold back much longer. And as you know I 

tend to move involuntarily when I cum, so much as I'd love to 

try it, there's no way I'd get away with it under this blanket." 

"What do you want to do?" 

"Should we take turns jerking off in the bathroom?" she asked. 

"I have a better idea. Go to the bathroom on the left at the end 

of this car. I'll join you in about a minute." 

Amy nodded, clearly beyond the capability of any rational 

thought, and got up to leave. I noticed, with a little bit of pride, 

that she had a wet spot on the back of her skirt as she made her 

way down the train car. 

I looked at my watch, noting with some satisfaction that I'd 

been teasing her for over an hour. I was still aggressively horny, 

although she hadn't been able to touch me very well or for very 

long, and I adjusted myself under the blanket as I counted off 

sixty seconds, gently rubbing the head of my cock with what 

was left of Amy's slick arousal on my fingers. 

After the minute expired, I got up, slightly shaky on my feet. I 

made sure Amy's panties were safely hidden under the blanket 

and made my way to the end of the train, self-conscious of the 

huge bulge in my jeans. I was watching the faces of the 

travellers as I passed them, looking for any sign of recognition of 

what I was about to do. But they were all lost in their own 

worlds, sleeping, listening to music, chatting with each other, 

completely oblivious. 
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I reached the end of the car, noticed the bathroom door on the 

left was unlocked, and opened the sliding door. Amy was 

standing inside, hiding behind the door. 

"I thought I shouldn't be sitting on the toilet in case someone 

else walked in," she said shyly. 

I took her by the hand as I sat on the toilet myself, unbuttoning 

my jeans and pulling my cock out. She gazed at it in its glory, 

mumbling something to herself. 

"What?" I asked. 

"I said 'that'll do'," she answered, as she hiked up her skirt and 

sat down, straddling me 

As she sat, I saw her pussy, her inner thighs glistening with 

moisture. Her slit was tight and compact and the same pale pink 

as her nipples, and her clit was so small as to be practically 

invisible, just a tiny, raised bump under its hood at the top of 

her opening. I looked up to Amy's face as she looked slightly 

embarrassed. 

“It’s beautiful," I replied and pressed my erection against her 

opening, savouring the moment. I noticed Amy holding her 

breath, paralyzed with anticipation. I locked on to her brown 

eyes and stopped for a moment, ready for what was about to 

happen. 

BANG, BANG, BANG, someone at the door wanting to use the 

toilet! We had to vacate quickly. I had paid for a sleeper bunk, 

so we made our way quickly to continue the sex, Amy wanted it, 

"Doggy style." 

"It's settled, then," she said, and climbed on the bunk on all 

fours, presenting her cunt at me. She hadn't stopped touching 
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herself the entire time, and I could see her fingers still at work 

between her legs. 

I approached, sliding my erection between her butt cheeks, and 

found her slick hole, sliding in again easily. She let a moan slip 

out before covering her mouth. I could feel her fingers at work 

on her clit, bouncing off the underside of my cock as her tight 

hole enveloped me. Gradually I found a rhythm, slowly at first, 

then picking up speed. 

Amy's body was glistening as I grabbed her by the hips and 

started pounding. I noticed she was holding her breath again. 

"Remember to breathe," I teased. 

"I'm trying not to give us away," she gasped. "It's so hard 

keeping quiet." 

Suddenly I felt her fingers slow down on her clit. "Are you 

close?" I asked. 

"I'm right on the edge..." she grunted. 

I started fucking her as fast and hard as I could manage, and I 

heard Amy yelp "Bastard!" as she exploded in orgasm, 

convulsing madly, then collapsing in a heap on the bunk, still 

shaking. 

I rolled her over on her back as she quaked and heaved, spread 

her legs, and re-entered her as she stared up at me. She was so 

wet by now that there was hardly any friction. The look in her 

eyes was completely wild. She was flushed, sweaty, hair strewn 

wildly. I fucked her slowly as she whimpered and quivered and 

let out little moans. 

In time, I felt my orgasm building again. “I’m going to cum again 

soon," I said. 
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"Not before me this time," she ordered. "Stay in me until I cum 

again, then shoot in my mouth so I can taste you." 

I stopped moving, trying desperately to hold off the inevitable 

as Amy went to town on her clit, rubbing harder and faster than 

I would have thought possible. 

"I'm gonna cum," she finally moaned, and as she started 

convulsing again, I felt the same flood as earlier, leaking out 

around my cock on all sides and blasting against my pubic area 

with some force. Her squirting on me finally sent me over the 

edge, and I pulled out just in time, erupting on her chest with 

the first spurt as I tried to make it up to her mouth. I finally got 

there as my orgasm subsided, and she grinned as I finally hit her 

tongue with the last of my cum. 

"Mmmmm," she grinned wickedly. "You taste so good." 

"So do you," I responded, licking my fingers. I went straight to 

sleep and woke as we pulled into Chumphon station around 4 in 

the morning, disorientated coming out of the Valium stupor we 

found a Tuk-Tuk to take us to the harbour from where the boat 

would leave for Kho Tao. 

The boat didn’t leave until 10 am so we had time for some 

breakfast and a cup of coffee and buy beer for the 2-hour sail. 

The seas looked calm, so I expected a pleasant ride, thinking 

about my plans to open a shop on the island. 

Enjoying the sun and the beer we made our way enjoying the 

distant view of Kho Tao Island, the Turtle Island, the other 

people on the boat looked like travellers on their first visit, they 

got harassed by the locals trying to sell accommodation and 

dive courses. The diving around the island is famous for its 

‘Pinnacles’ where for already qualified divers, Koh Tao has a 

variety of interesting sites. The best dive site in all the Gulf of 

Thailand is undoubtedly Chumphon Pinnacle, a lozenge shaped 



93 
 

rock that begins at about 16 metres and goes down to 

30metres, with a flat bottom sloping away from its base. 

Visibility out here can be spectacular thanks to its ocean 

location rather than being close to the shore, it’s not 

uncommon to be able to see 20 metres and beyond. And it’s 

just as well, because the star attraction at Chumphon Pinnacle 

are the grey reef sharks that patrol its edges 

You see big ugly grouper fish hover at either end of the 

pinnacle, big shoals of barracuda hang motionless just off in the 

blue, stingrays and moray eels hide in the crannies of the wall, 

while batfish keep an inquisitive eye on divers making their 

ascent at the mooring rope. There was a tiny little bright yellow 

boxfish at one point, speeding around the carpet of anemones 

that span across the flat top of the pinnacle. On nearly every 

dive I’ve made on the pinnacles I’ve been attacked by ‘Trigger’ 

fish, evil little things who protect their ground like a ‘Jack 

Russel’ dog, but underwater. So, as we pass close by that’s all I 

can think about, the little fuckers savaging my fins as I tried to 

get away. 

Arriving at the Mae haad seatran pier. It's hard to put into 

words how spectacular it is. With its aged wooden pier jutting 

out into the sea, it will be the highlight of your Koh Tao visit, 

back in the day when we arrived it was just an empty single 

docking space, with a few Toyota trucks waiting to take people 

to resorts which were dotted along the several beaches.  

Amy and I jumped in the back of one pick-up with our gear and 

asked the guy to take us to Chalok ban kao, which he did with a 

little bit of haggling over the price. We found a hut in the same 

resort I stayed while there with Lori a couple of months before, 

but this time it wasn’t all about sex and sand, this time it was to 

organise a living, I needed to sustain our stay by earning money 

doing something I loved, Tattooing. 
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The Hut was directly behind the ‘Reggae bar’ which was to 

become my second home, as soon as the bags had been 

dropped off, I strolled down to the bar and woke up Andy by 

shouting him down from his makeshift room, which consisted of 

a few planks nailed together and a tarpaulined cover to keep 

out the rain. He surfaced, smiled, rolled a joint and gave me a 

beer, the perfect start to a perfect day in paradise. We caught 

up on island politics, who had done what and who had not! He 

then told me about the place on the beach I had been looking 

at, had been vacated and was sitting empty. 

The Perfect spot, a great location just meters from the edge of 

the water, the timber constructed shop had a large glass front 

so people could enjoy the vista while getting their tattoo. It was 

small, only 10’ by 10’ but perfect for my vision, as the beach 

Tattoo parlour. The rent on the place was 3000 Thai Baht which 

then was equal to around £60 a month, the same price as the 

wooden hut Amy and me shared just 200 m away along the 

beach. 

While setting up the place, painting, hanging designs on the 

back wall and buying traditional Thai cushions for people to sit 

on and browse my portfolio, photo book and designs, Thai 

pillows have been used for centuries in Thailand. And the 

triangular shape is the most popular with the excellent benefit 

to rest your head and back. 

Thai Triangle Pillow is called Mon Sam Lieung which is seen 

extensively throughout Thailand's culture. Used to add-on to 

the tranquillity to the studio. The triangle pillow's tubular fabric 

construction gives firm support and ensures that the cushion 

will last for many years, ideal for tattooing. 

 I started to think about introducing myself to the only other 

tattooist on the island who had a studio in Mae Haad, just up 

the road from the ferry jetty. This I found out was a family-
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owned tattoo studio on the tiny island that has now been in 

operation for more than a decade, but at the time was only a 

year old. Thai Art Tattoo Studio was started by Pui, and his 

buddy Pepe the bamboo master to provide affordable tattoos. 

I had rented a small step through Honda 90 for the month as 

transport to get around the island, so on the second day of 

being on the island I told Amy that I had to introduce myself to 

Pui, I wanted to tell him my plans of opening a rival shop in 

Chalok. Amy said she wanted to come, so we both set off on the 

10-minute journey back into town. 

Having thought about an ‘Ice-breaker’ I decided to go 

traditional, Bamboo tattoos are the most traditional in Thailand, 

and the art goes back over 3000 years. In the old days, monks 

would have religious scriptures and texts tattooed onto their 

bodies for protection, and soldiers and civilians alike would flock 

to the temples to get tattoos from the monks for protection, 

strength, luck, prosperity, and even invisibility! The most 

common bamboo tattoo is probably the traditional Sak Yant, 

which is sported by Thais, and these days, travellers. 

The benefit of a bamboo tattoo is that it heals quickly and does 

not bleed or scab as a machine tattoo can. This is because 

bamboo tattoos only break the skin as far as the epidermis, 

whereas a machine tattoo needle reaches deeper down into the 

dermis itself. The upside to this is that with a bamboo tattoo 

you can get in the water straight away without risk of improper 

healing or infection, whereas machine tattoos typically take 

longer to heal. This is great news for those on scuba diving 

courses, or those who want to go swimming and snorkelling. On 

the other hand, because they penetrate deeper into the skin 

tissue, machine tattoos tend to hold their colour and shape for 

longer, whereas bamboo tattoos can fade and fuzz at the edges 

over time. 
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The ink is traditional Chinese ink but there’s ash, snake venom, 

all sorts of things, it’s very much a voodoo mix, sort of a 

witches’ brew in a way. There are some wild rumours about 

certain tattoo masters who have all sorts of crazy things in 

there. One liquid people describe as corps oil, harvested from 

dead bodies. 

If you’re not tattooed yourself in certain tattoo worlds, people 

will be very suspicious and not let you in. I explained this to Pui, 

when he asked me “where, you want the dragon tattoo”, I said, 

“Here on the side oh my head, and pointed to the right side. I 

had shaved my head, but not close enough for a Tattoo, so he 

set about shaving the area where he would work. 

Once he started, the pain was intense for the first minute or so, 

then your body accepts the pain and it just becomes numb after 

a while, with bamboo tattoos it’s the slow process which grinds 

you down, and after two hours I needed a break, so did Pui, by 

the looks of him. Anyway, we chatted about my plans and how 

we could help each other out at times, he then asked why the 

dragon? The dragon uses this destructive force destroy its 

enemies. Because of these destructive powers, it is feared 

among its foes, I quoted, but he told me about the location on 

my head and the underlying meaning in Thai, was it was the sign 

of an ‘Assassin!’ 

Two hours later Pui was done, and the tattoo looked angry, 

swollen red skin, surrounding the black ink, blood mixed up with 

the Vaseline covering the Dragon. I paid and told him that I 

loved the piece and would be back for more, later. Amy had 

been down the road drinking in one of the bars, so she was 

drunk by the time I pulled up outside to collect her. 

I managed to get Amy back to the hut, where she promptly 

passed out, leaving me to my own devices. Andy the bar 

man/owner at the Reggie bar introduced me to a Thai guy called 
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Mr Chan. Reggae music is very popular in Thailand, particularly 

among Thai’s. This trend can be seen in the music offered by 

various bars on the Thai islands to the tourists and young Thai 

party-goer patrons. Although many Reggae fans are probably 

enjoying the music and fashion of Reggae without smoking 

marijuana, hemp clothing articles and the marijuana leaf logo 

are intrinsic parts of the Reggae culture. It is within these many 

tourist and counter-culture hotspots of Thailand that the drug 

tourism scene can be found. Just because a destination is well-

known for marijuana does not mean you won’t get arrested for 

using. Many drug arrest cases come from tourist areas like Koh 

Phangan. 

 As we sat drinking and smoking, Mr Chan, told me that he could 

get hold of a large amount of ‘Thai weed’ if I needed some. 

Apparently, the Mayor of Koh Tao used to visit Koh Phangan 

once a month by boat, bringing back ‘Kilos’ of Marijuana 

compressed into 1 Kg blocks, which he sold for 5 thousand Thai 

Bhat. Andy confirmed this, so I gave him the cash and two days 

later it was sitting in the corner of the hut getting hammered 

everyday by Amy and myself. 

Even though, for possession of up to 10kg, the maximum 

sentence is 5 years in prison and/or a fine of 50,000 baht. For 

possession of more than 10kg, it is considered as possession 

with intent to sell. The sentence can range from 2 - 15 years in 

prison, or include a fine of 20,000 to 150,000 baht, that’s 

insane, as even the law on Koh Toa, Mr Chan was a detective 

and the local government official used to sell the stuff, it was 

openly smoked at most bars and restaurants by still if you 

pissed someone off, you could find yourself in the Bangkok 

Hilton. 

Bangkok Hilton. Bang Kwang Prison. There are little prisons in 

the world whose conditions are as harsh as Bang Kwang Central 
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Prison, located at the outskirts of Bangkok. It was built not to be 

an ordinary prison. 

Over its long history Bang Kwang Central Prison became well 

known around Thailand and Asia as one of the harshest prisons 

in the world, with conditions that caused many prisoners to lose 

either their life or their sanity. For the first 3 months of each 

inmate stay there, they were chained with leg irons, which 

caused significant moral blow and reduced capability to move. 

Inmates sentenced to death sentence were chained in leg irons 

permanently before they met their end either by firing squad or 

recently by lethal injection. 

As one of the central prisons of Thailand, Bang Kwang often 

housed foreign prisoners who carried the stories about terrible 

conditions outside to their homelands. The most fascinating 

aspect of the prison lifestyle was its internal class system, called 

chit system. In it, prisoners received food according to their 

standings with the cantina where only one bowl of rice and 

vegetable food was given freely. Everything else had to be 

purchased, which enabled wealthier prisoners to employ 

cohorts and servants out of prisoners, who worked for them in 

exchange for more food. In more recent years, this forced 

foreign prisoners to establish their own charity drives aimed just 

to provide them with enough money for better food. 

This was not a place I wanted to end up in for a 1 kg block of 

weed, so I moved it down to the shop and hid it in the wall. 

Every customer got the offer of a free joint to calm the nerves 

and chill out while looking out onto the beach. The sound of the 

sea lapping onto the sand gave a calming sense of tranquillity, 

along with the weed, it was paradise. But picture this, I’m sitting 

in the Reggae bar smoking a joint sat next to a policeman with a 

colt 45 holstered on his hip! Turns out Mr. Chan was one of the 

good guys, along with Andy the bar owner we managed to 

survive the early days of Koh Toa, the cowboy days. 
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It was less than an hour after the studio opened that she walked 

through its brightly painted doors. Not being a morning person 

that put it sometime after one in the afternoon. 

She looked young, very young, with long chestnut-brown hair, 

oval-shaped face, and startling almond shaped eyes that were 

almost amber in colour. Her skin was very fair, what I could see 

of it. She was very pretty, but looking as young as she did, I tried 

to notice in only the most abstract sense 

"Today is my eighteenth birthday," she purred, "and I am 

getting a tattoo, my first tattoo, from you, or someone else." 

"Well happy birthday," I said, "Go pick something out if you 

want, or do you want something custom drawn? 

"I know what I am looking for," she replied with an appraising 

look, "and I think you'll have it." 

I pondered that a moment while she went to the window and 

began leafing through big three-ring binders full of colour 

designs. 

She leafed through the design books for a half an hour or so, 

brought a binder to me, and indicated a design near the front of 

the book. It was a pair of cherries on their stems with some 

leaves; an old school design that I had reworked and added a 

light blue swirly background and white stars to give it a more 

modern and funkier feel. It was a real colour-bomb design, and 

was big, about four inches across at the widest point, and about 

the same high. 

"Where do you want it?" I asked, figuring it was going on her 

ass, shoulder, or some other girlie spot. 

She reached up with her left hand and caressed the right side of 

her neck with her long fingernails a moment. 
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"Right there..." she replied, almost distantly. 

"No way," I said firmly, "you're way too young for work that 

visible." 

"I'm getting that tattooed there, by you, or someone else." 

She was right about that, there was Pui in town, and he would 

want the money enough to do it without question. I wouldn't be 

quite so quick about it, and figured that I'd make a stencil, put it 

on her, and then she would listen to reason and chicken out, or 

opt for some other spot after she sees it. So, I absently shook 

my head and went to pull the original line drawing from a file 

folder 

I ran the drawing through the thermofax and cut out the tissue-

thin stencil. She was wearing some sort of designer jeans, I 

don't care enough to keep up with brand names, but they were 

looked expensive. She was wearing a creamy-white, silk 

sleeveless shirt. It barely contained her very full breasts. She 

was slender without being skinny and had a beautiful figure. 

She wasn't wearing a bra, and her nipples poked at the 

shimmering fabric. I swallowed heard and tried to stay all 

business. 

I gently misted the side of her neck with Dettol solution, and let 

it partially dry a moment before I carefully pressed the line 

drawing stencil to her skin and smoothed it, making sure it all 

caught the dampness from the solution. A moment later I 

peeled it away, and beneath was the design, in purple lines, on 

the surface of her skin. It really filled the space on one side of 

her neck, starting just beneath her jaw and ending an inch or so 

above her collarbone. Even when she was facing straight at me 

it was easily visible. I directed her to look in the mirror with a 

nod. 
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"Perfect" she said, after appraising herself for a moment, "let's 

do this." 

"Look," I said patiently, trying to reason with her, "that's a hell 

of a thing to get done for a first tattoo, especially at your age.  

"Then I'll just go to someone who will," she declared in a 

matter-of-fact tone. 

The thing is she could, Thai Art studios in town would be happy 

to take her money and ink her up. I figured that if she is going to 

get that inked in, it might as well look as good as it can. Besides, 

I had not yet given up on the idea of talking her out of it. 

She sat, and waited quietly, watching me as I prepared my 

workspace for the tattoo. I deliberately took some extra time to 

set up and tried to make it all seem very dangerous and painful. 

I snapped the rubber gloves on my wrist like a crazed doctor 

and turned the power up on the machine as I tuned it, making it 

rattle and buzz like an angry hornets' nest. 

But she simply sat on the cushions smoking her joint staring into 

the ocean scene, waiting, her eyes now partially closed. She 

seemed completely unperturbed. I knelt down next to her, and 

leaned her head over to the side, exposing the design, and 

stretching her skin. I dipped the needle in ink and brought the 

machine to her neck and paused a moment, the tube and 

needles hovering a fraction of an inch above her skin. 

I studied the purple lines, now only on the surface of her skin 

just beneath the quickly stabbing needles. It was a moment on 

the brink. A washcloth and some rough scrubbing, and she 

could walk out of here the same rich brat she was when she 

walked through the door. Or, within the next second, the 

buzzing machine would do its work, and drive the glistening 

black ink forever into her skin. 
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Unbidden by me, I became aroused with the strange power to 

transform I held in my hands. The idea of being the one to mark 

her, rich skin was suddenly very appealing. I began to feel 

slightly light-headed with the very idea. Her perky little chin was 

turned up, and I could see her pulse in the hollow of the neck, 

right beneath the cherries I was about to tattoo there. Her life 

was about to change, and as young as she was, she probably did 

not even understand it. Arousal became full on excitement. 

I stopped the machine, bit my lip, took a deep breath, and tried 

to compose myself, tried to become professional again, "Are 

you sure?" 

She only gave the slightest of nods and looked as if she was 

lightly stoned. I was certainly more emotionally involved in this 

than she was. Her lips were slightly parted, and I could just 

barely see her white teeth, and as I leaned closer to work, I felt 

her breath on my face, and fought the urge to kiss her. 

I triggered the foot pedal, and brought the needle and tube to 

her skin, struggling to keep my hands from shaking. Starting 

from the bottom of one of the cherries I put the first line in her. 

My cock strained at my board shorts, wishing that it, not merely 

my tattoo needle, was plunging into her. She, however, didn't 

even flinch. 

"How was that?" I asked after putting in the first line, my voice a 

bit raspy. 

"It feels...interesting," she said with a slight shrug, her eyes 

remained closed. 

It only took me about ten minutes to line it in, and a few more 

to nicely shape and weight the lines. But it felt much longer. 

Each time the needle carved a fresh black line into her once 

unmarked skin, it was like a raw sexual thrust towards a climax 

that could not arrive. I struggled with the feeling and the 
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tension as I worked, sweat beading on my forehead as an ache 

grew in my loins which screamed for some sort of release. 

I tried to make some small talk to shift some mental gears; to 

get my mind off the feeling as I misted her neck with soap and 

washed away the ink. 

I dabbed at my forehead with a paper towel and took up the 

shading machine. 

The feeling went on unabated as I shaded and coloured the 

design with my vibrant inks. The needful pulsing in my loins 

became a dull, throbbing ache as I slammed colour after colour 

into her throat. Red, green, yellow, and a touch of white and 

pink brought the design to vibrant life. 

Finally, with a light blue, I added the swirling background filled 

with subtle, negative space stars, claiming more and more of 

her white skin with each broad sweep of my hand. Free handing 

now, I melded the background to fit the contours of her neck. 

And, perhaps I extended larger than the original drawing as I 

feathered it out, but she offered no complaint, and merely 

reclined in the chair as I finished the tattoo. 

It was finished, and I gently misted the skin with a soap solution 

to clean away the excess ink and blood. It was beautiful, vibrant, 

and alive in her perfect skin, but also dangerously large. A 

turtleneck would not even come close to covering it. I misted it 

again, and wiped, marvelling at how it stayed despite soap and 

water. It felt like something I owned, the tattoo, and I did not 

want to see it leave my shop. But all things must end. "It is 

finished," I said, and stood up. My back was aching a bit from 

being bent over while working. My balls, however, seemed 

painfully tender. 

She stood as well, and studied herself in the mirror, turning 

various ways and trying various poses to see how the tattoo 
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looked. She smiled, and then turned and gave me a long look. 

“You should go take care of yourself now," she said with a 

smirk, casting a glance down at my lap. 

I didn't give her the pleasure at looking down and thereby 

acknowledging what she said and what she meant. She paid for 

the tattoo, and handed me, 20 Bhat. Tipping is not all that 

unusual when it comes to tattooing. The fact that it was scented 

with her perfume, and had 5559012 printed on it, made me feel 

good. 

My second customer was a girl traveller from Italy, she wanted 

a small tattoo just above her pant line on her left hip, the design 

was simply the Chinese sign for ‘Dog’ 狗 

Chinese characters are beautiful. That's perhaps why many 

Westerners find the notion of the script etched on their bodies 

so appealing. If only they could read the tattoos! Sometimes the 

characters are tattooed wrong. The result is some truly odd 

body art. As I prepared the stencil, she rolled a joint and made 

herself comfortable on one of the cushions. I carefully placed 

the inked stencil of the character exactly where she told me to, 

it was rather close to her vagina, I thought, but you don’t 

question the customer. 

When I positioned my hand on her pubic bone and pressed 

down on the foot peddle, supplying power to the needle gun, 

the vibration must have set of the girls’ emotions as she started 

wiggling and pushing back against my hand. The design only 

took two or three minutes to complete, but I could see a wet 

patch developing between her legs. As I cleaned up the tattoos 

and applied Vaseline, she grabbed hold of my hand and guided 

it into her pants. The other hand took out my throbbing cock 

from my cotton fisherman’s pants I wore to work that day. She 

softly rubbed my cock. Soon there was a trail of precum slipping 

along her fist and she promptly licked it with a delighted look in 
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her eyes. Watching me she deliberately kissed the tattoo on my 

bell end then run her tongue along the slit in the head of it 

seeking more. 

I drew her head into my lap, and she started to lick my cock up 

and down.  

She twisted and positioned herself over me in a 69 so I pulled 

off the soaking wet panties and started licking her clit gripping 

her ass cheeks for leverage. I licked her lips both outer and 

inner before finally seeking her clit hood, uncovering it with my 

tongue then licking it direct. She began jerking my cock as well 

as sucking on it and I said, "Easy does it. You're going to make 

me cum." 

At this she renewed her vigorous attack on my member by 

sucking hard on the head while pulling down on my balls then 

rubbing the underside of my shaft. It didn't take much of this 

before I was moaning. I could feel the juice rising in my shaft as 

it bulged slightly, and a large dose was delivered to her waiting 

mouth. 

She swallowed waiting for more and more poured out of my 

testicles to fill her. She swallowed and swallowed then gently 

sucked the head again as it went limp. Meanwhile I weakly 

licked her to a hot humping orgasm of her own then inserted 

fingers to bring her off again and again. As she enjoyed her 

pleasure I started to recover. She left with a big smile on her 

face and a free tattoo. 

Settling into island life 

 

Island life can be idyllic but like all things there is a Yin and yang, 

Koh Toa has its ups and downs, one being the Koh Toa Tattoo 

which is not made by an ink needle, but a motorbike and a 

sandy road. Neither does the Koh Toa Tattoo, come as an 
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intentional and well-planned artistic expression on the body, 

but because of unawareness, alcohol intake, drugs, 

overconfidence, and lack of skill and practice. It’s about 

foreigners, farangs, deciding to rent motorbikes to get 

conveniently around on the island. The roads are bumpy, the 

driver is unfamiliar with the vehicle, and the island vibe dictates 

that a bit of alcohol is no problem for a little night ride home in 

the dark. The result is often a bruised arm or leg with a long-

lasting scar a.k.a. the Koh Toa Tattoo. 

The Koh Toa Tattoo results either from a motorcycle crash or a 

burn mark from the ridiculously hot exhaustion pipes on many 

motorcycles. Either way, it is not the kind of tattoo you want to 

have on your beach holiday. In the moist tropical climate, 

dealing with a wound is a bummer. It often takes weeks before 

it is properly healed, and you will get a nice rock n’ roll scar as a 

memory. Swimming in the sea makes it worse, so get yourself a 

good book, and befriend a hammock for a while. The same 

applies to a new Tattoo from me, they get infected easily when 

the open wound gets immersed in salt water while diving the 

very next day. Which when it heals makes my designed tattoo, 

look like shit. 

So, life was slow, I would open the shop around five in the 

afternoon and sit there drawing new designs waiting for passing 

customers, which didn’t happen that often due to the seclusion 

of Chalok. On average I would get maybe one traveller poking 

their head in, having a look around, looking at my designs then 

saunter off, travellers are on a budget, so don’t really want to 

be splashing out big money on a tattoo. I would maybe earn 500 

Bhat a day, which I would spend on beer that very same night at 

the Reggae bar. 

Without a steady income from the tattoos business supporting 

Amy was becoming a burden, as she used more drugs and drank 

every night, my money was evaporating quickly. I had to tell 
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Amy that she had to go, which she accepted, and we made 

plans to travel down to Singapore by bus where she would 

catch a flight to Perth in Australia where her parents lived. 

A few nights before we left a couple moved into the hut next to 

ours, an American couple called Rob and Ginny He was tall, six 

feet six inches and Ginny a ‘Japanese American princes’ about 

five feet tall but absolutely beautiful. We met later that night at 

the bar and started chatting, it turned out that Rob was a 

recovering drug addict and they were both trying to leave 

behind the drug fuelled party scene they had fallen into back 

home in New York. 

We had a good drink and smoked some of my grass before 

retiring to our respective huts separated only by a few feet and 

wooden planks for the night, once inside we hear the couple. 

Skin slapping on skin, moans, a "yes", and more moans from 

him and her. It is turning Amy on. She stands up and places both 

knees on the bench right next to me and arches her back by 

leaning forwards. For all to hear she demands that I lick and 

then fuck her from behind. I kneel on the wooden floor and 

Amy pushes her backside back and up, giving me access to her 

dripping wet pussy. I move forward only slightly and already 

have my tongue deep in her pussy. I pull it out and use to tip of 

the tongue to tease the skin between her pussy and her ass. She 

moans loud enough for the sound to echo, and this seems to 

trigger a loud moan from across the way in the next hut. 

Judging by the sounds, the other girl is being pleasured and is 

close to orgasm. She is begging to cum. 

I stand and begin to nail Amy from behind. Hard long strokes, 

her pussy twitching tightly around my cock. I reach around and 

hold her breast and pull her upright while still banging her 

pussy. We hear a scream of delight echo from the Ginny next 

door, her orgasm gripping her for what seems like an age. I am 

thrusting and thrusting into Amy as she puts her arm up and I 
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dip under it to reach her breast with my lips. I pull on her breast 

roughly to bring her nipple to my mouth and suck on it hard. 

She is screaming with pleasure, and she orgasms hard. Shaking, 

her whole-body pulsating, her muscles gripping my penis so 

hard I can hardly move it. The beauty of Amy is that it won't be 

long before she can orgasm again and I hold on, only pausing 

briefly to let her settle for a short while before I continue 

thrusting into her from behind. Deep, slow thrusts. She reacts 

quickly. 

"Fuck me again! Harder!" She has lost all inhibitions now and is 

desperate for maximum pleasure. 

I stop, deep inside her. She shows frustration but the teasing is 

turning her on too. I pull her long hair back, so her head is next 

to mine. 

"Remember your ultimate fantasy?" I say in a voice probably 

loud enough to be heard. 

Amy growls a guttural "Yes! Please!" 

"Say it!" I tell her. And again: "Say it!" 

"I want another cock!" 

Her words stun me even though I demanded she say them. It's 

the horniest thing I ever heard. A hot woman demanding that 

she gets the ultimate pleasure she can think of. I'm so horny 

that I'm willing to go with her wishes. We fantasized about it 

often enough and the excitement it always caused was ten 

times more now that I heard her say it. 

From next door I hear Ginny say, "Go on, I want to hear it", and 

immediately understand. The guy, Rob, appears next to me in 

our hut. Amy senses him before she sees him and continues to 

moan with pleasure, a clear sign she is comfortable with the 

situation. Amy leans forward and arches her back again as I fuck 
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her with long hard strokes again. The Rob puts one knee on the 

bench next to Amy and gently places his hands on her, one on 

an arm and one on her back. He strokes her sensitively, just 

letting her know he is there and not being intrusive or 

demanding. She moans again and again. 

"Please!" She speaks. It is all she says. I know what the 'please' 

means. She is ready for two cocks, and I know from our talk that 

she wants two in her pussy. I twist her head and shoulders 

slightly to the right and gently coax her head towards the 

aroused cock next to her. She takes it expertly into her mouth, 

using a hand to pump it to maximum hardness. She is really 

working it and Rob holds her hand still around his cock because 

he's probably worried, he's going to cum. As exciting as it is to 

see her pleasuring a hard cock with her mouth, I want to fulfil 

her fantasy before we all explode too early. I change position so 

that I'm now lying on my back on the bench, one foot still on 

the floor. Amy crouches on top and easily takes my cock inside 

her once again. She leans forward as much as she can, kisses me 

and pushes her probing tongue around mine, arches her back 

and pushes her ass back. 

Rob appears, his hard straight cock inches from of us. I tell Amy 

to make it wet and she immediately takes his whole length deep 

into her throat. He pushes in and out, so deep that he is getting 

coated in Amy's saliva. His cock is soaking wet and ready. He 

moves behind Amy. I feel his leg squeeze next to mine on the 

bench as he finds the best position. I reach with my hands to 

Amy's ass and pull it upwards slightly and feel her pussy adjust 

position around my cock. I thrust a couple of times, not knowing 

if I'll be able to do it when another cock joins mine in there. I 

feel Amy's body tense slightly. The tip of his cock has pushed 

against her pussy-hole, and I feel it at the same time. The 

sensation is unreal and amazingly horny. I can feel him getting 

deeper, and every time he goes a little deeper, he withdraws a 
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little before pushing again. I can feel the wetness from Amy's 

pussy around my cock and my balls feel soaked with her juices. 

She is literally dripping with excitement. The juice from her 

mouth and her body ensures the friction for the second cock is 

reduced to slippery, wet pleasure. Finally, he has his whole 

length inside her and she lets out a loud, animalistic moan that 

is deep and long as I push to maximum depth too. We hold it 

still for a second to let Amy feel what she has. It's tight and full 

and horny. 

"God, yes! Please, move!" she shouts. "God that feels good!" 

"Should we fuck you?" We are completely still. "Do you want us 

to move?" 

"I want it hard. Pleases! Do me!" 

I can only imagine how filled she feels but I can feel her 

excitement, she is aggressively pushing her hips against the two 

hard cocks, trying desperately to be fucked by them but we are 

still waiting, enjoying her pleasured frustration. We begin, 

slowly at first to try to find a rhythm. I can feel his cock make a 

little room when he pulls out slightly and push hard myself at 

that moment. Then we find a rhythm that makes her shout out 

loud, both cocks slamming deep into her pussy at the same 

time. After a few moments, we are expertly fucking and filling 

her pussy and it's not long before she is screaming for more and 

harder. We manage to fulfil her wishes until her body begins to 

spasm. I see her eyes roll upwards, I see rock hard nipples and 

feel her vagina tighten around two cocks. I feel her orgasm is 

coming and know it is unstoppable when her eyes roll up into 

her head before her whole-body twitches and thrashes, out of 

control and her moans turn to growls as she tries to voice her 

pleasure while gulping for air. Her pulsating pussy muscles have 

pushed us both out of her momentarily. As I push my cock back 
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inside, she moans again and the orgasms pulse through her 

again. 

"I need to cum Amy", I tell her. 

"Wait", it's the voice of Ginny. "Can I have my Rob back?" 

She kneels in front of him and takes his Amy-soaked penis into 

her mouth and starts desperately sucking and licking it. Amy 

tells me she wants me in her mouth too and gently pushes 

against me with her hand as a signal I should stand up. She also 

gets on her knees and takes me in her mouth. She seems to be 

still absolutely horny because she is deep throating me and 

sucking like I've never been sucked before. One glance at the 

hot women doing the same to her guy and one glance down at 

Amy's lips around me and that was enough. I had to let it out 

and I feel my excitement rising from deep inside my balls. I 

spew my first load while deep in her throat. I then withdraw 

from her mouth and take my cock in my hand and squirt two 

times onto her lips and tongue before pushing into her mouth 

again. She puts her hands on my ass and pulls me deep inside 

her mouth and finally massages my balls as if she wants every 

drop out of them. 

In the excitement I don't even notice that Ginny has had her 

mouth filled too, but do notice she has swallowed him, except 

for the sperm dripping from her chin. 

I think at that moment we all finally take in what just happened. 

Me and the Rob, almost simultaneously say, "Oh my god!" 

Thank God Amy laughs and so does Ginny 

"Well, that wasn't the plan”, I say smiling. 

"Erm..., no, it definitely wasn't our plan either", the Rob replies. 

"How about we do make a plan though and meet up tomorrow 

for drinks at the Reggae bar. 



112 
 

I look at Amy briefly and she's already nodding her head and 

saying 'sure’. 

"Yeah, that'd be cool. There's a cocktail Andy who whips up a 

great cocktail” We hug and head off for a shower separately, 

telling them we'll see them later. Just before Amy heads off to 

the shower, I pull her towards me and see she has a massive, 

coy smile on her face! 

"You are a bad man!" She punches my chest and is still smiling. 

"I need a glass of wine. Take me for a wine. Oh my god. I need a 

big glass of wine!" 

"Well, you do remember what just happened, right? That was 

after a glass of wine too!" She beats fake-angrily at my chest 

again. 

"Wine!" 

We laugh as we head over, again, to the bar. We sit at the bar 

and get the wines that Amy is so desperate for. 

"I can't believe you allowed me that fantasy," she blurts out. "I 

know we talked about probably everything, but I didn't expect 

that!" 

"So, that's great! Or not?" 

"Am I allowed to say yes?" She's smiling that wide smile again. 

The truth is my fantasy had been completely fulfilled too. We 

talk about it for a while over the wine and promise to simply 

"see what happens" during the rest of our time here. Our sex 

life is so good that we can take everything in our stride and will 

always be there for each other, Amy knows and thinks the 

same. 

Later in the evening we sit down with Rob and Ginny who have 

already ordered a bottle of wine. Amy and I were wondering if it 
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would be awkward after what had happened earlier, but Ginny 

broke the ice by holding up her wine glass for a toast. 

"Not sure what happened earlier, but I say let's drink to it! 

We all took a sip and Amy was shaking her head with a big smile 

on her face. "I don't know either, but it was amazing. I think I 

got the best deal of all of us though". 

"I'm not sure about that but me and Rob will probably agree to 

disagree with you for now". I lifted my glass to Rob. 

The chilled atmosphere and the wine just encouraged whatever 

inhibitions we still had to gradually fall. We found out about 

where they work, live, how we all met, how the first sex was, 

favourite positions, and the more the wine flowed, the more 

sexualized the conversation became. It turned out that Rob and 

Ginny seemed very similar to us. Very open with each other, 

honest about what they like and dislike and just very 

unobtrusive. You didn't get the impression that they would do 

anything against their will and would likewise not expect the 

same from anyone else. We also discovered that the experience 

earlier had been their first adventure like that too. 

Ginny says: "We often talk about wild fantasies and kind of both 

didn't ever expect anything to really happen. It was usually just 

to turn each other on and today it just seemed the natural thing 

to do. God, I was horny!" 

"I know what you mean," says Amy. "I just felt myself let go and 

I knew John was with me and would even encourage me to get 

the pleasure I wanted. It's like you said Ginny, it just seemed 

right". She quickly covers her mouth and nose in a semi-fake 

embarrassed gesture but is quickly supported by an arm round 

the shoulders from Ginny and Rob smiling encouragement. 
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"Do you sometimes just feel like letting go Ginny and a voice 

inside you saying 'fuck me'?" 

Ginny nods confirmation and gives a tell-tale sign it's true by 

biting down on her bottom lip. "Well, that's how I felt in the hut. 

Pure letting go. That's the only way I can describe it". 

As relaxed as the evening had been, you could cut the sexual air 

with a knife. It was electrifying and although I could only speak 

for myself, I was 100% that we would all be having sex before 

too long. With the courage given me by all the wine, I leaned in 

towards the bar and in a lowered voice said "Listen, shout me 

down if you think I'm being an ass, but why don't we all go up to 

our Hut and make sure everyone gets absolutely fucked and 

pleasured and orgasmed?" 

Rob was the first to react: "I'll drink to that!" he whispers, trying 

to mimic my secretive tone. 

The girls look at each other and raise their glasses with a smile 

too. 

With that, the girls announce they're heading off and tell us to 

take our time to empty our glasses -- and tell us to bring 

another bottle to the room just in case. Me and Rob, have a bit 

of banter before heading up to the hut. The girls had gone to 

Ginny's room and were obviously freshly showered. They were 

both combing their damp hair talking about the island while 

sitting next to each other on the bed, both wearing long tee 

shirts. 

"Damn! We thought we'd be walking in on a porn scene here 

ladies. Seems you're just gossiping" says Rob, teasing them. 

"Yeah? Well, we've decided to have an early night and you two 

are sleeping in John and Amy's room" she retorts, teasing him 

back. "But actually, we want you both naked, now". 
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Both Rob and I just went for it. We were both naked in a couple 

of seconds and both standing there, cocks already stood to 

attention. While down in the bar, I'd said to Rob that we should 

just go up to the room and fuck the girls and give them a night 

to remember. No holds barred but with the respect they 

deserve. Rob was all for it. 

The girls slid their kit off their shoulders. They also reached 

behind them and revealed a dildo each. I was surprised but Rob 

seemed to recognize them. 

"You brought them with you?" he asks Ginny. 

Both girls then position a pillow below their lower backs so that 

their pussies are raised, spread their legs, and proceed to rub 

their respective dildo up and down their pussies. The dildos are 

the life-size realistic type and what is clear is that the pussies 

are wet. We could both see the glistening juices on the toys 

already, and when they girls finally push them in, the wet 

sounds are clear for all to hear. Ginny and Amy pump the toys 

into their wetness for a few minutes before we decide to move 

in. I take the toy from Amy's pussy and Rob does the same from 

Ginny. Whereby I go for Amy's clit first, Rob simply plunges his 

hard cock into Ginny and starts giving her long, slow strokes. 

Amy can see, hear, and feel Ginny being nailed and after only a 

minute of me working her clit she arches her back and explodes 

with an intensive orgasm. I keep her legs spread and lap at her 

juices for a little longer, knowing she'll need a short break from 

her sensitive button. At that moment Ginny also explodes and 

lets out a deep moan of pleasure. 

"Oh my god!" It was Amy. "That took less than a minute". 

I had now pushed my cock into Amy, and I flex my hardness 

inside her to remind her there's more to come. The 

unbelievable thing about Amy is that she's always ready to go 
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again. It seemed that Ginny was the same as Rob again began to 

move his cock in and out of her. These girls were horny as hell! 

"I want you to fuck me from behind" Amy demands and turns 

over and onto her hands and knees on the bed. Ginny does the 

same but in the opposite direction, meaning her head is close to 

where I am nailing Amy from behind, and Amy's head is close to 

all the action Ginny is getting. The pleasure of seeing Amy's 

pussy being fucked from behind and knowing a hot girl was 

getting the same right next to us was unreal. And knowing they 

could both almost see the other getting fucked was 

unbelievably hot. At one point Ginny puts her hand on Amy's 

ass cheek and kind of pulls it a little, trying to get a better view 

and then Amy did the same. Then, without any kind of signal, 

Rob and I seemed to think the same. I withdraw my cock from 

Amy's wet pussy, and it is in Ginny's mouth in a split second. 

Rob has done the same and Amy was greedily gobbling his cock 

and licking the length of Ginny's juices. Genny licks from my 

balls slowly upwards and, reaching the top, takes my whole 

length once before slowly repeating the process. She then 

guides my throbbing cock to Amy's pussy again. For a few 

moments Amy is being nailed from both ends before Rob moves 

over again and sinks himself into Ginny. We have both upped 

the pace now and we are both hammering the pussies 

passionately. I can feel Amy's pussy getting tight and her 

ecstatic moans mean she is close. Ginny doesn't seem far from 

exploding either. 

Again, without so much as any real signal, I pull out of Amy and 

make a move as if I am changing position and Rob seems to 

read my mind. He does the same and in one smooth movement 

we have taken up opposite positions. Without much ado we 

push into the gaping wet pussies desperately waiting to be 

filled. Ginny is over the edge in a few seconds, her pussy 

gripping me tight and throbbing against my cock like a strong 
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heartbeat. I hear Amy's desperate ecstatic moans. Pulling 

myself from Ginny, I offer my hard cock to her and she 

absolutely devours me. Screaming her orgasm on to my cock 

while being fucked hard by Rob. After a few seconds she lets me 

go and slumps next to Ginny, both panting hard, giggling and 

proclaiming "oh my god". 

"I'm gonna open the wine. Anyone?" I was laughing. 

Rob says yes, the girls just stay there on the bed panting. The 

sound of the cork popping stirs them, and they sit up, put on 

their Tee shirts on and join us at the small table. 

"How do you do it?" Amy was asking me this 'joke' question for 

the 1000th time. "Don't you want to cum?" 

Amy then turns to Ginny and, slightly to my embarrassment, 

sings my praises and telling her that I often give her three or 

four orgasms before I orgasm myself. 

"Yes! Rob's the same! I used to think he doesn't like me or has 

some sort of problem". 

"Exactly!" 

"It's their superpower!" Ginny snorts out and both of them start 

giggling. 

We had a slow, casual glass of wine during the 'break' and all 

took a chance to freshen up. I decided to ask the girls what it 

was like to be surprised with a cock covered in each other's 

juices like that. Both confirmed it was horny, and both said we 

should've continued dipping and licking that way for a while. 

"Why didn't you tell us?" I exclaim. 

"Because it's just too friggin' horny!" It's Amy but Ginny is 

nodding in agreement. 
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"It's not only the fucking that is pushing me over the edge. 

Seeing Rob's cock nailing Genny, hearing her juices being 

fucked, tasting her juices on his cock, imagining the same thing 

happening to you John , every single thing is like being pushed 

to the edge and brought closer and closer to orgasm". 

Ginny ads: "One thing is sure. I've not finished yet. Push me to 

that edge however you want. Do what you want with me. I want 

to be fucked and pleasured as much as you guys can handle". 

"Me too" says Amy with a smile and she knows she will get 

what she wants. 

Ginny comes up with an idea. "I want to see Amy and John in a 

69 on the bed. I just want to watch and get horny", she says 

with a cheeky grin. 

We are already moving to the bed when Amy says, "But we get 

to watch you do what we want next". 

I lie on my back on the bed with my head to the side of the bed 

where Ginny and Rob are sitting, still sipping on a glass of wine. 

Amy gets on the bed with a knee and straddles my heading, 

lowering her breasts on to my stomach and already licking the 

length of my hard cock. She spreads her knees wider to allow 

her pussy to come within reach of my lips and tongue. As soon 

as it's there, I use a flat tongue to lick from her clit to the skin 

between her pussy and her ass. Repeating this causes deep 

moans of pleasure from Amy, sounds coming from her throat as 

her mouth is filled with my cock. She continues to move up and 

down my whole length, and when she finally releases me, I feel 

the coolness on what must be an extremely wet cock. I sense 

Ginny and Rob have moved and then see them while looking 

between our bodies, now enjoying the sight of my cock being 

pleasured at the other side. I see them move again back to my 

end. 
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My finger is now inside Amy's pussy and her moans confirm her 

pleasure from this too. I move the wet finger and gently push it 

against her little asshole. She doesn't stop me, but her surprise 

is clear as she stops blowing me for a second. The fact that she 

continues meant she's comfortable. After a short time 

massaging her tight hole with her juices, I push the finger in to 

the first knuckle. Amy's pleasured moan is echoed from behind 

me by Ginny. I also suck on Amy's clit at this moment, and she 

releases my cock and arches her back. The sound from the chair 

is Rob getting up. A second later I feel him mounting the bed 

where my legs are and hear Amy's stifled moans. She is 

obviously sucking Rob again and it's all she needed. Her shaking 

orgasm is huge. I feel her head on my legs and a hand appears 

between her legs to protect her super-sensitive clit from any 

more touches. She lets out a loud moan before she rolls off me 

and stretches out on the bed next to me. 

Rob is still rock hard and looks a bit ignored but Ginny quickly 

comes to the rescue and kneels in front of him, next to the two 

of us on the bed and proceeds to deep throat him for a minute 

before Amy covers her face and says "No way! No way! No. 

Way." But she's smiling behind her hands. 

"What's wrong?" I ask. 

"I'm still horny!" She's laughing and makes us all laugh too. 

"Hey, it's our turn to drink and watch the show", she continues. 

Until now, I had the feeling that Ginny hadn't really had the 

pleasure Amy had, Amy had had two cocks inside her already 

and Ginny 'only' watched. Amy and I quickly conferred in a 

whisper and then I announced what we would like to see. 

"We would like to enjoy our glass of wine while watching Ginny 

filled with a cock and a dildo". Rob playfully faked a bit of 

surprise, while Ginny was already biting her bottom lip and 

obviously looking forward to it. 
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"But no foreplay. I think we've done that", I add as they take a 

position on the bed. I toss Rob the slightly larger of the two 

dildos and in the meantime, Ginny has got on her knees, spread 

wide for us to see, and lowered her head and shoulders to the 

mattress. Amy joins me, naked, on my chair and sits with her 

legs spread, giving me access to her smooth wet pussy with my 

fingers. 

On the bed, Rob wets the tip of the dildo with his tongue and 

pushes it against the entrance to Ginny's spread pussy. Without 

waiting too long, he gently adds pressure with the palm of his 

hand and the whole 8 inches slowly disappear into Ginny. She 

lets out a long moan of pleasure during the whole eight inches. 

Rob puts his hand on the left ass cheek and holds the dildo deep 

in place with his thumb. His right hand goes under Ginny's 

stomach and between her legs and his fingers find her clitoris. 

Her moans increase and at the same time Amy moves my 

fingers to her clitoris too, then pushing them further to her hole 

to dip in her juices. She also lets out a moan. "You are 

absolutely the horniest thing I have ever met", I whisper in her 

ear. She just continues to enjoy the myriad of pleasures she can 

see and feel. 

Rob still hasn't moved the dildo and Ginny's moans are 

becoming slightly frustrated. We hear her whisper 'fuck me' and 

Rob then, finally, grabs the dildo with 5 fingers and pumps it 

aggressively in and out of her. The wet, squelching noises are a 

turn on and Amy moves herself on to my throbbing cock and 

impales herself on it. My full length is inside her and she holds 

the position while rubbing her clit and not taking her eyes off 

the dildo fuck that is happening on the bed. 

Suddenly Ginny shuffles forward, surprising Rob for a second. 

She reaches out, almost at full stretch and takes a small bottle 

from the drawer next to the bed. She turns round to reach for 

the dildo, which had slightly unceremoniously popped out of 
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her onto the sheets when she made her move, and proceeds to 

pour lubricant onto to the dildo. She goes back into the position 

she had been in previously, pushing her ass high again. 

"Put it in my ass! And then double fuck me with your cock in my 

pussy. Please!" Her voice sounds of desperation but the mood 

between the two was obviously totally relaxed. 

Ginny uses her lubricated fingers to finger the entrance to her 

ass, just before Rob begins to push the soaking wet toy against 

the tight barrier. He gently pushes and judges what she can 

take. Slowly and patiently, he gains gradual access, never 

forgetting to give her pussy lips and button some attention with 

his fingers. Finally, the soaked toy seems to be sucked in and 

Ginny's gasps and moans of pleasure are almost infectious. 

This is taking Amy to the limit again and I feel an excitement 

rising in me that could make me come but want to save it. I hold 

Amy around the waste with one arm and put pressure 

downwards so that my full length stays inside her. With the 

other hand, I reach round and join her fingers on her clitoris. I 

can feel her wetness and at one point she reaches down to my 

balls, which are soaked, and she uses this moisture to rub her 

clit even more intensively. She also adds a finger to my cock 

inside her pussy sometimes. She seems to be in total control of 

her rising orgasm this time and is waiting for the action to 

unfold in the show we are enjoying on the bed. 

The dildo is now gliding effortlessly in and out. Another shout of 

"fuck me" and Rob moves to push his rock-hard cock into her 

smooth pussy. Her pussy lips surround him, and he disappears 

to the hilt, quickly withdrawing and slamming up to the hilt 

again, three or four times. Ginny's screams of pleasure and the 

sights of her being so nailed is all Amy can take and she gives 

her pussy a final intensive rub before arching her back away 

from me while pushing her head back into the armchair beside 
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mine. Her guttural moan is like nothing I've heard before. She is 

shaking, laughing, gasping for air all at the same time. Her 

orgasm continues to squeeze my cock so hard that I can't even 

move it. 

Finally calming down, she lifts herself off me and I imagine she's 

going to lick her juices from me. Instead, she leans into my ear 

and whispers, "Put your cock in her mouth like he did to me". 

I look at the pair on the bed and can see from Ginny's body 

language, and from the nailing she is getting, that she must be 

close to orgasm. I go round the bed to her side and kneel in 

front of her. She immediately takes my cock between her lips. 

The delayed realization that my cock is covered in Amy's pussy 

juice seems to excite her even more and she starts licking the 

juice from the whole length and then deep throating. I can feel 

her desperate moans of pleasure vibrating through my cock. 

Rob's thrusts only serve to force my cock deeper. Then, without 

warning, she releases me completely and pushes her head into 

the sheets. She looks frozen for a second or two but then 

orgasms in a sudden explosion of shaking, pulling at sheets, her 

head rising, up and down from the sheets. At one point she 

even tries to suck my cock again but is overtaken once more by 

the spasms electrifying her body. 

For a short while, the only thing to be heard was breathing and 

panting. I walked round to Amy again, took a quick mouthful of 

my wine and went to the bathroom. My desperate cock needed 

a second and a quick, cool shower did the trick. I was horny 

again by the time I was done -- secretly hoping and knowing 

that blowing my load in the bedroom was now going to be 

priority. A few fantasies flew through my mind as to what 

pleasures could be had with my white cream. I put the thoughts 

on hold and went back to join the others. 
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The sight that greeted me was definitely not one that I 

envisaged. My hot lady, naked, alongside a naked guy and his 

hot girlfriend, all propped up in a bed and all of them with a 

glass in their hand. Just chatting away as if this was the most 

normal thing ever. 

"I have a suggestion" I said. 

"Go on", Rob replied, in a tone that said he'd probably go along 

with it. 

"A change of scene. Let's take our drinks down to the bar. We'll 

finish them off down there, relax for half an hour, and then we 

can come up to our room... And just go for it". 

"What do you mean 'just go for it'?" ask Amy and Ginny almost 

simultaneously. 

"Well, I mean, just go for it. Let's absolutely let go and fuck! No 

shows, or games. Just pure hardcore horny hedonistic 

pleasure". 

Rob was already getting up. "I'm in". He jumped in the shower 

and was out again, in minutes. The girls said they'll freshen up 

and follow us down there. I grabbed the half bottle of wine that 

was left, and we went. We didn't really talk specifics of what 

had just gone on but there was nothing uncomfortable about it 

at all. He did want to know one thing though. 

"What about Amy's ass? Does she take it or not? I know you 

fingered her earlier, but you didn't go all the way". 

"Wasn't the right time, that's all? She enjoys it immensely and 

we'll see what happens later. She's cool though. We just go with 

the flow as you've maybe noticed". 

"Ha. Yeah, noticed that", he says. Laughing. "We're pretty much 

the same. As you've seen". 
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When the girls turned up, Rob and I were in conversation about 

some of the liqueurs behind the bar. Just guy talk about 

nothing. 

"What are you two planning -- I can almost read your naughty 

thoughts". It's Ginny asking. 

Rob and I glance at each other, slightly panicked, each hoping 

the other will either come up with a cool answer or admit 

defeat and tell the truth. 

Smiling I say, "Sorry, we forgot our partners are even with us 

and we're already on to sport, politics and whisky". It gets a 

laugh. "Wait, if you think we are planning, then you two must 

definitely be planning something. Or hoping for something". 

Maybe", says Ginny, teasing. "But I guess we'll just have to 'go 

for it' as you said". She shrugs dramatically and tries to catch 

the Andy's attention. 

The ladies fancy a cocktail. They both got dressed. Both in short 

skirts and tops. Looking round the bar, they'd nailed it. Rob was 

first to offer his bit of plank to the girls. Belatedly I offered mine 

too. Both Amy and Ginny kind of stuttered before Amy admitted 

the pair of them have no panties on. 

"You're joking", was my immediate reaction but with a 

delighted smile. 

She'd never done it before since we'd been together, but always 

said she would. My next reaction was to try and feel if it was 

true or not. She slapped my hand away. But then, after having a 

look around to make certain no one was looking, she took my 

hand and discretely allowed me a touch of her smooth pussy. 

"It's true", I exclaim. "Are you sure you want to go back up? You 

could be in real danger of being pleasured like you've never 

been pleasured before". 
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Ginny butts in and holds onto Amy's arm: "We'll face that 

danger when we've finished our cocktails". 

"I wonder why cocktails has the word cock in it?" asks Rob. 

The girls shake their heads in disbelief and get into conversation 

next to us about something they prefer to talk about, and we 

get into ours. 

After what must've been an hour later, we turn to the girls with 

the last drops of drinks in our glasses and this time Rob offers a 

toast. 

"To pleasure. To being horny. To hedonism!" 

We all raise our glasses and I catch Andy looking at us. He'd 

obviously caught at least one of the giveaway words and gave 

us all a smile. 

The hedonism started.  Amy had my thumb deep in her pussy, 

and next to us Ginny's elbows were against the wall and seemed 

to be having the same experience as Amy. The horny 

desperation was palpable in all of us. As soon as we were in the 

room and the door clicked closed behind us, both Amy and 

Ginny immediately went for our belts, undid are jeans and 

pulled them down round our ankles. Two hard cocks sprung out 

of their restraints and were immediately swallowed by our 

partners' mouths. 

Rob was first to break contact while he squeezed off his shoes 

and tried, unsuccessfully at first, to get out of his jeans. While 

he was doing that, Ginny joins Amy at my cock. Amy releases 

my swollen head to allow Ginny to suck me while she teases my 

balls with her tongue. Looking down and seeing two sets of lips 

and tongues pleasuring me was unbelievable. Amy takes control 

again and takes my full length inside her mouth. I can feel it 

pass the resistance at the back of her throat and at the same 
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time can feel Ginny's sharp tongue lapping at my balls. Then, 

suddenly, they leave me in peace for a second and move back to 

Rob who is now naked and leaning against the wall. He's getting 

the same treatment as I watch and slowly get myself naked. 

Thoughts are flying uncontrollably through my mind. There are 

so many hot things I want to do that it's difficult to know where 

to start. 

Passing Ginny and Amy giving Rob an expert blowjob, I move 

into the room. The three of them follow me. Rob, and especially 

Ginny, gasp slightly. The room is bigger than theirs, I interrupt 

their amazement. "Ok, let's just do it". 

Before anyone can say anything, I pick up Ginny. She lets out a 

little surprised scream and I carry her to one of the chairs. I 

place her down, and gently holding her arms I get her to turn 

around and kneel on the seat. I push the short skirt up over her 

little ass and to her hips, exposing her pussy lips. It's not spread 

as her knees are still together. I kneel behind her and lick her slit 

the full length until my tongue touches the skin connecting her 

pussy hole with her tight ass. I do it again and again. She moans 

with pleasure and tries to spread but the sides of the armchair 

make it difficult to spread wide. Her pussy is dripping wet, and I 

stand behind her and aim my hard erection at her pussy. At that 

moment I catch sight and sound of Amy and Rob. 

Rob has placed Amy down on the table and has covered the 

table with a blanket from the bed. The table is wide enough to 

accommodate Amy easily and she is lying down flat with her 

legs spread and holding her knees as high towards her chest as 

possible. Rob is working her pussy with his tongue and fingers 

and Amy's squeals confirm she's loving it. He pulled back legs 

allowing enhanced depth to his thrusting fingers. Next, I see 

how he instructs Amy to now kneel, and she does so. Head 

down low and ass and pussy spread amazingly wide. She is 
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getting licked from pussy to ass and he's not holding back. She 

screams with pleasure and encourages him with a sharp "yes, 

do it!" 

Meanwhile I am plunging my full length in and out of Ginny's 

sopping pussy. Every few thrusts I pull out and lick her juices, 

before continuing to pound her. As I'm licking her for the third 

time, her fingers join my tongue, and she soaks them in her 

pussy. Then she uses first one, then two fingers to massage her 

asshole. One finger pushes inside for a while. I push my dick 

inside her pussy once again and feel her finger pleasure her ass 

through the thin membrane of skin. I must slow down as she 

forces her second finger slowly into her ass. Then we find a 

rhythm. She is gasping for breath but still manages to 

encourage me. "Fuck me! Yes!! 

I glance over at Rob and Amy just in time to see Amy explode 

with pleasure. She's shaking from head to toe and not allowing 

Rob to move a muscle. His hard cock hasn't even been inside 

her yet. 

I return my attention to what I'm doing, but it seems Ginny has 

a plan off her own. She gets off the armchair and calls to Rob. 

"Rob, come here please. We need you". 

Rob kisses Amy all the way up her body to her lips before 

moving across the room to us. It's unclear to me at this point 

what's going to happen. As Rob is making his way across the 

room, Ginny takes my arms and wraps them around her body 

from behind for a few moments. I grasp her round breasts and 

pull on a hard nipple. Rob crosses the room with his massive 

erection and on getting to Ginny, she jumps into his arms and 

wraps her legs around him. Rob holds her small frame easily. 

Her already soaking pussy is sitting just above his cock, and he 

gradually positions her so that the tip of his cock is primed for 

entrance. He teases her and refuses to lower her for a second. 
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"Please!!!" she exclaims. "I need you to fuck me. Both of you. I 

want John in my ass". 

Aha. Now the picture was clear. I almost came right there and 

then. Amy was already on her knees in front of my swollen, wet 

cock and was preparing me. She was just as excited as I was. We 

hear Ginny let out a loud moan and see that she was now 

impaled on Rob's smooth cock. She immediately reaches round 

to me to pull me close. Amy gives me one last wet swallow of 

my cock before letting me move forward. 

Impaled to the max on Rob's cock, I have easy access to her 

desperate tight ass. Already loosened by her two fingers, my 

wet cock doesn't meet the resistance it expected. In one slow 

gradual thrust I fill her ass with my cock. She lets out a deep 

groan that goes on and on. The three of us find a mind-blowing 

rhythm. Rob holding her legs which are clamped around him, 

Ginny holding him around the neck, and me holding an ass 

cheek in each hand, we manipulate her body to take our cocks 

to the hilt each time she is lowered enough to take us. 

I feel Amy, still on her knees. She is gently kissing my ass and 

reaching through my legs and caressing my balls. She spreads 

my legs very slightly as she forces her head between them and 

takes one of my balls gently between her lips and massages it 

with her tongue. It's almost too much for me, but the pleasure 

we are causing Ginny keeps me going. She is almost out of 

control and she's screaming at us to fuck her, fuck her fuck her. 

Even Amy lets out a moan. I'm sure she is playing with herself 

and the sight of two cocks fucking a pussy and an ass at the 

same time, seen from her perspective, would be enough to 

make anyone orgasm. 

Ginny finally succumbs to a massive shaking orgasm. The pussy 

tremors are so strong that she pushes both cocks out of her 

holes. Spent, at least for now, Rob lies her down on the bed. 
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She turns onto her back and lies there with a big smile on her 

face. 

"Wow, you're awake". Rob teases her. "Could that mean you're 

not finished?" 

They are both smiling, and I can tell she's not finished. 

"I won't be finished until I see jizz coming out of those two 

cocks", and points at them to make her point. 

"Right", says Amy. "It's time to shoot that cream. What do we 

need to do to milk you guys?" 

She moves on her knees to Ginny on the couch. "Don't we turn 

you on enough?" 

While saying this she has lifted Ginny's leg and pushes it 

outwards, exposing Ginny's already wet, used pussy. She leans 

in and laps at her juices, that we not only see it but hear it too. 

Ginny is quick to let us hear that she's already horny again. 

I could squirt my juice all over these ladies right now, but one 

more little fuck session would be even better. I wanted to see 

Amy fucked in both holes too but wasn't going to force 

anything. My jizz explosion was going to be huge whatever 

happened. And I'm sure Rob was thinking the same. 

Amy and Ginny were first to make a move to the bed. Under the 

pillow was one of the dildos from earlier. Amy grabbed it, while 

Ginny lubed it up. Placing a big pillow under Amy's ass, Ginny 

leans in and places her flat tongue on Amy's button, 

immediately sending a shiver of pleasure through her body and 

hardening her nipples instantaneously. Amy then takes the 

lubed dildo and pushes it against her tightest hole. With Ginny 

helping out with an occasional lick to her clit, she gradually 

pushes the head through the barrier. As soon as the head is in, 

the next few inches of the sex toy seem to be sucked in rather 
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than pushed. Amy's short breaths suggest it was still very tight 

but the pulling and pushing gradually gets easier. She pushes 

two fingers into her soaking pussy and seems to get a thrill from 

feeling the cock on the other side of the thin sheath of skin. 

My cock is standing to attention and waiting for any sign that I 

can fuck my girlfriend. 

"John. Now", she calls out. 

I quickly move to the bed. 

"Fuck my ass!" 

I don't need another invitation. She takes out the dildo and 

flings it behind her onto the floor. I see her hole twitching tight 

and then opening again, seemingly begging to be filled. I take a 

drop of lube to my cock and push against her pulsating hole. 

With very little friction, my cock is half-pushed half-sucked into 

the tight dark tunnel. Amy lets out a squeal and a moan at the 

same time followed by a deep, long guttural moan. Her pleasure 

is my pleasure. I can feel it and her and me and I know I must 

squirt my thick cream into this tight hole. 

Knowing this is the finale, I call to Rob and Ginny, who till now 

were just engrossed in watching us. 

"Come and fuck you two. And make sure Amy gets a good 

view". 

They join us on the big bed and position themselves. Ginny is on 

all fours, her pussy above Amy's face. Rob straddles Amy bends 

his knees and plunges his cock into Genny's spread pussy. I can 

feel Amy flinch violently on my cock as she sees the action just 

above her face. She swallows several times, feeling her orgasms 

building with speed. I increase the speed, and rhythm. Pounding 

her ass, still raised to a perfect height on the pillow. I push my 
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right thumb into her pussy and reach for her G-spot, desperate 

for her to orgasm wildly with me. 

It doesn't take long. I finger fuck her pussy and pound in and out 

of her lubricated ass and shout out that I'm about to cum. 

"Fill my ass! Fuck me", she shouts through clenched teeth. 

The chain reaction hits Rob and Ginny too and almost in unison 

we finish with a bang. My first throb of sperm pumps hard into 

her ass and feels like a valve has been opened. The second 

pump feels just as huge. I'm still thrusting into her wetness and 

then grab my cock and pump the hot juice onto her pussy lips. 

Rob is doing the same. Filling Ginny with hot liquid. He waits 

until he has left every drop inside her. Then, kneeling next to 

Amy, he puts two fingers inside his lady and finger fucks her. His 

juices making sounds and covering his fingers and smears her 

pussy lips and ass with it. Ginny loves it but isn't going to 

orgasm anymore. 

Amy has reached down to her pussy and is rubbing my sperm 

around her pussy lips too. I dip my head to her pussy to taste us. 

Her reaction tells me she could take more, but one touch of her 

sensitive button and she pushes me gently away. 

Rod suggested we go and sit outside on their balcony and drop 

an Acid tab each, we all agreed, dropped the tab, and started to 

talk shit. Once LSD had kicked in, I looked over at Rob, all of a 

sudden, I was transported to never-never land, a deep dark 

place where Rod had a Devil face, horns coming out of his head 

and all this dripping and masticating going on with his mouth, 

Snakeheads were bobbing around every corner of the balcony 

as I looked away from Robs face. 

As the visual distortions continued, I started raving, going 

nuts...I was gone. It was about three hours of grisly horror. I was 
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so distracted by the ghastliness of it all that I didn't have time to 

notice how scared I was. I thought this world was reality. I 

needed to get away from Rob, he was the Devil, so I wandered 

off back to our hut and promptly crashed out. 

 

 Waking up the next day with only Amy next to me was the best 

thing ever. The passionate love-making that morning was 

probably the hottest we ever had. We both had the images of 

the previous night fresh in our minds, but the focus was purely 

on us, and no mention was made of the hedonism and acid trips 

from the night before. 

After a shower together, I promised to do nothing today and 

nothing else. We were leaving at 4pm and I really did fancy a 

swim, maybe a massage on the beach. 

We met Rob and Ginny too. We all kind of had this 'wow' look 

on our faces but nothing really needed to be said. I guess we 

were a little bit proud of ourselves, while at the same time 

knowing we'd been incredibly naughty. Years later I learned that 

Rob had died of an overdose in New York, and never heard from 

Ginny again, shame that would love to fuck her again. 

Time to get Amy home, first it’s the boat ride from the island to 

Chumphon, and once again it’s the night boat, packed with 

travellers and locals alike. I got drunk on the local whiskey while 

Amy was not feeling too good, she slept the whole way there. 

We got a Tuk-Tuk and found a room for the night, I had booked 

us on a bus to Singapore the next day. 

The day started off well enough.  We left our guesthouse in 

Chumphon and caught a tuk-tuk to the bus station.  We made it 

there early and had no problem finding the bus and getting our 

seat.  The bus was supposed to leave at 9:00 and arrive in 

Singapore 9-10 hours later, but that 9:00 came and went with 
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nary a rumble from the engine.  At about 9:15, a Russian couple 

who had been walking around the station got onto the bus.  

That’s when the first of many ridiculous things happened. 

There was an elderly American couple sitting in front of Amy 

and me.  The husband seemed harmless enough, but the wife 

quickly proved herself to be one of the most unlikable people 

I’ve ever met.  She got up and started berating the Russian 

couple for making the bus late.  “This is your fault.  I can’t 

believe you wasted so much of our time.  Blah, blah, blah.” The 

poor Russian lady kept her cool, said she didn’t think that was 

the case, and stepped off the bus for a bit.  The old American 

lady looked at me, for justification and I returned her gaze with 

a well-honed ‘You’re a real piece of work’ expression. 

Several minutes later we found out the engine wasn’t working, 

and the bus station employees had been working on fixing it.  

Man, if only I could’ve captured how awkward that old lady 

looked when she heard that.  She was quiet for a while. 

Soon enough we got under way, and I figured the excitement 

was behind us.  Ha.  We made it about an hour (during which 

the old lady apologized to the Russian lady) until the bus pulled 

over and stopped.  At first, I assumed it was one of many 

refreshment/bathroom, breaks that buses in this part of the 

world are overly fond of making.  After a while though, I noticed 

the driver had a piece of the bus out and was binding it with 

electrical tape.  Huh.  I thought about offering the use of my 

duct tape, but he seemed to have matters in hand. 

While there, a monk riding on the bus gave me a handful of rice 

(literally scooped it out and put it in my hands) and some palm 

sugar candies.  I was hungry, so I thanked him and shared the 

bounty with Amy. 

Problem apparently fixed, we pressed on; only to pull over again 

less than an hour later.  We got the meals that were included in 
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our ticket price and waited for the driver to give us the OK to 

go.  

Soon, we heard the news: the bus was broken.  The company 

was sending a replacement bus for us to finish the journey.  

Great.  Not to be put off by the development, Amy and I 

continued our conversation and enjoyed ourselves as best we 

could 

Three hours later, the new bus arrived.  Annoying, but by no 

means a day ruined.  We boarded the bus (no longer a ‘VIP’ 

bus… just a regular one) and set off yet again.  I’m not sure how 

far we made it that time.  An hour? Two?  However long it was, 

a French guy in the back yelled, “Stop, stop!”  Everybody looked 

back to see smoke billowing from the back of the bus. 

The bus driver dutifully pulled over and, with the other 

employees, set to work on the engine while all the tourists 

milled around and peed in the bushes.  I think we raised the 

water level of the Mekong a few inches. We laughed and joked 

about the apparently universally awful state of the Laos bus 

system and thought this would be the last of our troubles.  We 

really should’ve learned. 

Yet again, we got back on the bus and kept going.  Along the 

way, we rounded a tight corner and went past an accident 

involving two huge tanker trucks.  One was tipped on its side in 

a ditch.  If it had rolled the other way, it would’ve rolled right 

down the side of the mountain. 

By this time, it was getting dark.  The sun was setting behind the 

impressive mountains looming on either side, and we were well 

away from towns/cities and the like.  Then, a voice rang out 

again.  “Stop, smoke!” 

Apparently, the bus driver was tired of fixing the engine.  He 

dismissed the cries of, well, everyone, and said, “No, it’s okay.”  
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There were lots of raised eyebrows and incredulous looks, but 

we took him at his word.  Lesson learned! 

Soon there was a rattle, then a clank, then a burst of smoke and 

the smell of burning plastic.  The engine sputtered and died; the 

driver letting it drift to a stop in the middle of the road, not 

even bothering to pull all the way over to the side.  Our second, 

pitiful excuse for a vehicle had died.  Once again people got out 

as smoke billowed from the back of the vehicle, grimacing at the 

awful smell and the sting of smoke.  This time there were no 

illusions.  We were miles from the nearest town and knew help 

would be a long time coming.  We just didn’t know how long. 

We sat for a while, walking restlessly back and forth along the 

lonely stretch of mountain road.  The bus driver and other 

employees grew increasingly frustrated with questions of 

anxious tourists and gave us vague answers of when the 

replacement bus would reach us.  Finally, crazy American lady 

had had enough. 

She started running in front of trucks, cars, and other wheeled 

things, waving her arms, and yelling in English.  If someone was 

unfortunate enough to stop, she would open their door and try 

and climb inside, jabbering on in English and gesticulating like a 

tweaker trying to fend off an attack of vampiric butterflies.  

People stared at her in open-mouthed disbelief, then started 

frantically taking pictures.  I stayed back with Amy as we 

remarked how justified it would be if one of the assaulted 

drivers punched her in the face as she tried to hijack his vehicle 

This continued for a while until she managed to flag down a 

nearly empty bus.  Our bus driver talked to the new driver and 

explained the situation.  Situation resolved?  Pffft.  Turns out 

this was a ‘different company’ so they would take people, but 

everyone would have to pay nearly the cost of another ticket.  

People were understandably upset. 
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Remember the Russians?  Well, they were kind of the opposite 

of the American couple.  The wife seemed nice enough, but the 

husband gave off the impression of Stone-Cold killer, being one 

second away from ripping your throat out.  Turns out, he was 

very unhappy about paying extra money.  He wanted a refund 

from our driver (understandable) and was chasing the guy, 

grabbing him by the shoulders and screaming in the guy’s face.  

Things were obviously beginning to escalate.  A few others and I 

worked to chill the Russian guy out while some Thai employees 

stopped the driver from committing suicide by Russian. 

Situation somewhat diffused, people bit the bullet and started 

to board the new bus.  I got our bags and started to get on, then 

stopped.  There were six people staying behind to wait for the 

company bus to come, while the remainder filed into the new 

bus and paid yet again for a trip they had already paid for.  My 

stubborn streak kicked in and that little voice in my head said, 

“Don’t give them this.” 

Okay, little voice.  Okay.  I tossed our bag down and sat on the 

road with Amy and the others.  We weren’t gonna let these 

people swindle us.  We’d paid for a bus ticket to Singapore, and, 

by fuck, we were gonna get to Singapore without paying 

another freaking penny.  We waved farewell to our companions 

as they drove off in the new bus; faces a mix of relief and 

indignation. Amy started to bleed, and it was showing through 

her jeans, we had to find a bit of jungle where she could change. 

Not even ten minutes later, another bus drove up.  This one, our 

driver assured us, was a company bus and would take us to our 

destinations for free.  We were jubilant.  Ten minutes, and we’d 

saved all that money!  How awesome! We confirmed with the 

staff of the new bus, ‘Free?  Ticket same, same?’ ‘Yes, same, 

same’, and threw our bags on board.  Once everyone was on 

board, a staff member came through and said, “Okay, you give 

me money now.” 
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We argued for a while, the other tourists and I taking turns to 

try and convince them to, you know, not be lying crooks and 

take us like they said they would.  A Canadian in the group went 

and got our old driver who, conveniently, forgot he spoke 

English.  The same thing happened with the two other staff 

members.  The only thing they remembered was, “You pay”. 

This went on for quite a while with no resolution.  Finally, the 

staff started rummaging through the cargo hold.  We’d been 

watching just in case, so I jumped out of the bus and… 

interposed myself between them and our luggage.  We argued 

for a while longer.  Each time they reached for the bags I would 

politely but firmly push them away.  I stayed calm, but I was 

furious.  The staff members of the two buses were all around 

me, as well as the six other tourists and Amy.  I’m so glad the 

others were there, simply because we kept each other from 

completely freaking out.  I’m certain that I would’ve lost my cool 

if it hadn’t been for the stabilizing presence of some of my 

companions 

Finally, we called it quits on that bus.  Things weren’t going 

anywhere, and we were starting to feel guilty for holding up the 

other passengers.  We got our bags and bid farewell to the new 

bus, “See ya, you little criminals…” 

Over the course of the next few hours, it grew darker, and we 

managed to hail several more buses.  Some didn’t have room, 

others wanted money again.  Regardless the reason, no one 

would take us for free, so we waited.  I got back on the broken 

bus and woke up the staff members.  One of them completely 

tried to ignore me.  I wanted him to call someone so we could 

figure out a time we would be picked up.  He just stared at me 

with an insolent look on his face.  When I asked if he 

understood me, he just smirked.  I felt my chest swell and fists 

clench and I took a step, so I was standing over him; suddenly 

very sympathetic to the way the Russian had been feeling 
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earlier.  The employee saw my eyes and shrank back, I took a 

deep breath, pointed at him like I would a disobedient dog, and 

growled, “Stay.”  I went to the back of the bus where another 

guy was chatting it up with his girlfriend. 

We resolved to chill for a bit and wait.  A guitar and some fruit 

emerged, and we spent a wonderful few hours letting the 

tension drain away as we stared at the clear, starry sky.  We 

were framed by mountains on either side, the breeze was cool 

and refreshing, the papaya was delicious, and the music put the 

perfect finishing touches.  Despite all that had happened so far, 

we were all relaxed and laughing within minutes.  Then, a few 

minutes after midnight, the bus arrived. 

Made wary by previous attempts, we talked with the new and 

old bus drivers.  We were assured, yet again, that this bus was 

free.  Sceptical, we boarded and expected to be accosted once 

more.  Surprisingly, the bus rolled forward, and we were on our 

way after four hours of being stranded in the mountains.  

Everything was going to be OK. 

This is kind of like Lord of the Rings: Return of the King.  Every 

time you think the story has ended; it just keeps going.  Sorry 

about that.  See, we had almost made it to Singapore when one 

of the employees tapped me on the shoulder; jolting me from a 

restless, half-asleep state, and told us we would arrive in 30 

minutes. During all this drama, Amy had managed to have a 

miscarriage early in her pregnancy without even realising it. On 

the bus she thought she was having a heavy period.  Once we 

found a hotel in town, we replayed what had happened and 

decided to get Amy home on the first flight to Perth and straight 

to Hospital, I gave her my Rolex submariner to pay for the 

hospital fees back in Oz. 

A sad farewell at the airport saw Amy away, that left me alone 

in Singapore, what to do? I went shopping for new ink that took 



139 
 

me about an hour! I then went for a drink in the famous ‘Raffles 

bar’ 

Which brought back some memories of stories told by older 

Marines about; ‘Bugis street’ back in the early 60’s and 70s. 

Bugis Street Singapore Royal Marines entertaining the locals 

and civilian tourists alike by performing the 'ritualistic’ ‘Dance of 

The Flaming Arseholes' on top of the Public Toilet in Bugis 

Street, Singapore, 

Oppos on the ground cheering on enthusiastically would chant 

the famous "Haul em down you Zulu Warrior" song whilst the 

marines on the roof performed their act. 

Over the years this became almost a mandatory exercise for 

Marines on visiting ships and although it may seem too many to 

be a gross act of indecency it was generally well received by 

sometimes up to hundreds of tourists and locals. The Kai Tais 

(Transvestites) certainly didn't mind the show either. 

By the mid-seventies Singapore's now well-known draconian 

laws started a crackdown on this type of lewd behaviour and 

Marines were arrested at gunpoint by the local authorities for 

performing this act. By this time those Marines brave enough 

and bold enough got in the shit, ‘Always in the shit, just the 

depth that varies!’  

I got myself a hotel room on Bencoolen Street for 30 dollars, 

Cheep and cheerful, as I threw my bag on the bed I saw through 

the window on the opposite side of the road, a typical roadside 

open-air restaurant with quite a few customers sitting outside. I 

decided to go over and have a beer and some food, as I sat 

down and put my order in, I saw a group of travellers chatting 

away while drinking beer, so I asked if I might join their 

company, they invited me over and I moved my stool towards 

their table and started chatting. 
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One of the group, was a woman about my age with red hair and 

a mysterious look about her, her friend was on the large side, 

and I gathered they were traveling together. As the night got 

longer and more beer got sank, me and the women who was 

German started to hit it off, her name was Elke, Elke Gruber 

from Munich. 

To cut a long story short we both ended up in my room that 

night. Redheads.... All of them a bit crazy, sexy as hell and unlike 

any other woman that a man will encounter in his sex life. 

Okay, maybe I'm exaggerating a little or maybe it's just that I've 

been more fortunate than some other guys. And with no 

offense or slight intended for other hair colours....... there is just 

something about redheads that get me going. 

My back was against the corner of the couch and her head, and 

all that red hair was lying comfortably on my thigh. She had on 

very brief panties, not quite a G-string and I had an old pair of 

boxers on.  

"Mmmmm” are the last words she speaks as she rocks forward 

and with just the tip of her tongue starts tracing patterns on my 

stomach and then chest, wetting and then blowing on my 

nipples one at a time till they've hardened. 

She takes her time working her way back down my stomach and 

by now, I'm hard enough that once she gets past my navel that 

her tongue finds its way to my head and shaft. 

The next 15 minutes or so is a marvellously wet and sloppy bit 

of oral combined with her using her hands and breasts to 

stimulate and torment me, bringing me close to the edge 

several times but never past it. 
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It's easier tonight for me to hold back some because of this 

afternoon's activity of sending Amy off, so I really don't have to 

do anything but lay back and enjoy how she was pleasing me. 

She paused every so often to look into my eyes and then kiss 

me powerfully before returning to her mouth to my cock and 

each time she does, I moan a bit louder. 

"Play with yourself, masturbate, stroke your cock for me" she 

says in her German accent, all the while looking me in the eyes 

and then licking her lips to emphasize the point. 

She waits for me to wrap my hand around the shaft and start 

sliding it up and down, over and around the head, before she 

reaches with her own hand and starts running her fingers up 

from the bottom of her lips, over and around her clit 

The pace of my stroking, the amount of time I spend rubbing 

just the under ridge of the head she mimics with her own hand 

and clit, and we settle into a rhythm of sorts, one that she's 

happy to let me direct the tempo for. 

I could have cum at any time but didn't, choosing instead to get 

her wound up, watching for the signs that would let me know 

that with her first climax out of the way. 

The flush on her chest and neck was almost there, her nipples 

stiffer and erect, her pussy clenching slightly so that I could see 

it visibly pulsing, pulling in on itself.... and finally, she turned her 

head and closed her eyes. 

I wanted to cum with her........ and didn't, and it was damned 

difficult because what was kneeling in front of me was a woman 

lost in the ecstasy of the moment, fingers moving rapidly in and 

out of herself while her other hand was moving across her clit, 

till she couldn't take the sensations any longer. 
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Her eyes were slow to open, and I know when she looked in my 

eyes once more that she could see the desire and hunger in 

them. When we reached the bed, she lay back but still managed 

to find my cock, still very hard, and moved her hand to it to 

slowly stroke it once again. 

"I'll be back in a sec," I told her and though I wanted her to 

continue, decided that something else was needed. 

I returned with a very large glass of ice water which she drank 

almost half of before setting on the nightstand. I was almost 

onto the bed when she rolled towards me and took my cock 

into her mouth. 

"Da....." was all I got out before her fingers were in my mouth 

and I could instantly taste and smell her cum still on them. 

I got the other leg up and was kneeling beside her as she 

continued her assault on my cock and after removing her 

fingers from my mouth, wet my own and started teasing her 

pussy. 

I love watching in this position, even better than when she is on 

her knees in front of me and because I can caress and tease her 

at the same time, and I get to see arousal grow so that her flush 

starts to overtake her freckles........ Ah redheads.... 

"Get on your knees," I told her and as she moved to comply, I 

was treated once more to a fantastic picture...... the beautiful 

curves of her hips and ass as she faces away from me. 

I knew she didn't want any gentleness when she reached 

between her legs and pulled me in between her lips, and I had 

no trouble sliding in completely because she was still so wet 

from earlier. 
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And so it began, our private dance, more instinct and appetitive 

than passion as we both fought for who would control the 

tempo. When I slowed at all she would thrust hard back at me. 

When she wanted full strokes, I would pull her hips in tightly 

and with short strokes go as fast as I could. When I reached 

down to play with her clit, she brushed my hand away and 

replaced it with her own telling me “Just fuck me." 

And so, I did for a few minutes more, not near cumming and 

knowing that the best was yet to happen. 

I reached for the water and was able to pull a couple of ice 

cubes from the glass and then held them, dripping, over her 

back. 

"Fuck...... fuck..." was all she said and stopped moving. 

"Feel nice," I asked as the steady drip continued onto her back 

and across her ribs? 

"Yesses.......damnit....it feels amazing," she said. 

She may have guessed what was coming next because she 

slowly moved forward, exposing almost all my shaft, and with 

the just the head still inside of her, I felt her squeeze down hard 

when the dripping water hit her lower back and trickled down 

between her lovely ass all the way to my cock 

I wasn't done. 

I moved almost all the way back inside of her when I took what 

was left of the ice cubes and slid them down and into her ass. 

She lost it....... figuratively, literally, you name it, and she lost it. 

I didn't need to be moving, I could just hold on and stay buried 

inside of her and she would keep cumming like she was, 

moaning, throwing her head back, clenching, and un-clenching 

her hands in the bed sheets. 
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At this point in time, I most certainly was enjoying it and many 

minutes later when she had relaxed enough to let me slip out of 

her, we ended up laying in the bed with her head on my chest 

and one leg draped over me. This was the first day of a massive 

adventure, the three of us, Elke. Dora and I set off on a 

whirlwind tour of Southeast Asia.  

Southeast Asia trip, Elke, Dora, and me! 

 

Bus time! We all agreed to travel to Kuala Lumpa on a direct bus 

departing from Singapore Golden Mile Complex and arriving at 

Jalan Imbi. The journey takes approximately 5h 15m, we got 

onboard at around 17:00 and settled in for the ride, Elke and 

Dora sat together while I sat alone. 

An hour or so later, problem raised its ugly head. Before leaving 

Singapore, I had stuffed myself silly with cheap local food, 

stocking up for the long journey ahead. It seemed like a good 

idea at the time, but now my stomach was beginning to churn, 

flip-flopping around, and issuing demands: Get me to a toilet, 

and quick! 

I trotted to the back of the bus but found the toilet cubicle 

padlocked shut. Clutching my stomach, I retraced my steps 

along the aisle, worried moans accompanying every step. 

Passengers exchanged looks that said ‘What’s the English idiot 

up too now? ‘, as I stumbled past towards the driver. 

With no common language between us, what followed was a 

frantic display of charades as I tried to communicate my 

problem while he drove the bus. Without dropping your 

trousers and squatting down, trying to convey this kind of 

information isn’t easy and the poor man watched my actions 

with bemused interest. 
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Eventually, a female passenger translated my problem, 

transforming the driver’s confused expression into one of 

worried concern. Waving me away, he put his foot down and 

the coach barrelled down the highway at speed. A few painful 

kilometres later it slowed and swerved sharply into a large pot-

holed car park. Bouncing across broken tarmac, each rut and 

depression felt like a sharp kick up the arse that threatened to 

pop the cork from my bottle. 

The bus shunted to a halt outside a collection of small concrete 

buildings, bellowing steam from open windows and glowing 

with florescent light. We’d arrived at a Malaysian transport 

café, and not a moment too soon. 

I scrambled from the coach clutching my stomach with one 

hand whilst unbuckling my belt with the other. Passengers 

looked on with alarm as I ambled into the outhouse like an 

Olympic hunchback. It occurred to me that they might take this 

opportunity to convince the driver to leave without me, but as I 

stumbled into the men’s toilets, I realised that this was the least 

of my worries. 

There’s no nice way of saying this, so I’ll just say it. The ground 

was covered in shit, a milky brown ooze that stank of rotten 

challis and ammonia. To make matters worse, I wasn’t wearing 

shoes, only a cheap pair of rubber flip-flops. I considered my 

options, but my contracting bowels quickly reminded me that 

now wasn’t the time to be British. 

I took my first step; slowly lowering a foot into the sticky waste 

that flooded the flip-flops and seeped in between my toes. It 

was like treading grapes in a sewer. My cheap sandals gave little 

grip and I shuffled forward like a new-born foal, legs bucking 

and bending at unusual angles with each unsteady step. When I 

eventually reached the cubicle, I was dismayed to discover it 

was: 
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A pit toilet, 

Ankle-deep in turds, and 

Door-less. 

What little pride I had left disappeared at that moment. I was 

now operating on autopilot. 

I dropped my trousers, straddled the hole, and did what needed 

to be done. The feeling of pure, unadulterated pleasure 

abruptly ended when I opened my eyes and saw the girls gazing 

down at me. In my rush to get off the coach I hadn’t noticed 

that from its raised seating you could see directly into the toilets 

through large ventilation holes in the roof. From my elegant 

position on the throne, I tried my best to smile back. I think I 

even managed a wave. 

The rest of the journey was uneventful, and we made our way 

to the Hotel I had booked before leaving Singapore. Kuala 

Lumpur is the capital city of Malaysia, boasting gleaming 

skyscrapers, colonial architecture, charming locals, and a myriad 

of natural attractions. Divided into numerous districts, its main 

hub is called the Golden Triangle which comprises Bukit Bintang, 

KLCC and Chinatown. KL is widely recognised for numerous 

landmarks, including Petronas Twin Towers (the world’s tallest 

twin skyscrapers), Petaling Street flea market, and Batu Caves, 

which is over 400 million years old. We headed for the golden 

mile in the centre of town a posh hotel called the Majestic, an 

old colonial building, 

Tally-Ho old chaps, the Majestic took us straight back to 1932. 

The hotel boasts art deco features, colonial pomp, huge 

looming columns and terrazzo flooring amongst our favourites. 

Bus-lagged and in need of a beer, that service rears its 

untroubled head again: three bottles promptly delivered with a 

smile, more followed. 
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the Majestic’s public spaces quieten briefly before nightfall, 

upon which the focus switches to The Colonial Café, Bar ,where 

cocktails flirt with live jazz. KL’s pre-World War II boom is alive 

and well in the confines of this historic hotel, but Chinatown is 

calling, we’re ready for a small dose of chaos. We ended up 

spending a fortune on expensive drinks and not really enjoying 

ourselves. 

Back at the hotel, Elke and Dora went to their room and I to 

mine with a wink from Elke, 30 minutes latter there was a knock 

at my door which I opened to see the smiling face of Elke alone, 

she had put the fat bird to sleep and come to me for sex. 

Elke then walked into the room, up to me and pulled me down 

to her for a kiss. As our tongues swirled, her hands reached for 

my jeans and began to unbuckle my belt. When she finally 

unbuttoned and unzipped them, she pulled them down and 

dropped down to her knees. Grasping my cock by its base, she 

looked up at me and said, “It looks like I picked a pretty nice 

specimen for a fuck, didn’t I?” She took the head in her mouth 

and began to swirl her tongue around in fast circles, causing me 

to groan. She picked up the pace a bit and began bobbing her 

head up and down along the shaft, giving head like an expert.  

It started feeling a little too good for me, and I was afraid I was 

going to come too soon, so I lifted her to her feet and gently 

pushed her over to the couch. I began to unbutton her shirt, 

kissing the newly exposed flesh after every new button. This 

caused her to shiver, silently urging me to continue. 

When her shirt was fully unbuttoned, I reached behind her and 

unclasped her bra. Peeling it from her breasts, I bent down and 

gently began to suck and nibble around the pert nipples. She 

gave a contented sigh. 

Next, I began to unfasten her jeans, slowly sliding them down 

her legs, revealing a black thong that covered very little and 
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looked gorgeous against her pale skin. I got down on my knees 

between her legs and pulled her thong down, giving me a 

glimpse at her shaven pussy. She was obviously excited, as her 

wetness was clear. I inhaled her musky scent and kissed the 

inside of her thigh, making sure that I didn’t touch her sensitive 

spots. I wanted to make this last if possible and ensure that she 

was going to be wet enough for me to take her when the time 

was right. 

Continuing my teasing of her inner thighs, she finally grabbed 

my head and pulled me to her pussy. Who was I to complain? I 

attacked with vigour plunging my tongue in as far as it would 

go, nibbling gently on her lips and finally sucking on her clit. Her 

hands were grasping her breasts and pinching her nipples. She 

was groaning and lashing about as I continued my oral 

ministrations on her beautiful pussy. 

Finally, I inserted my finger in her while I sucked on her clit. 

Rubbing her g-spot in slow circular motions set her off. Her 

thighs clamped around my ears, and she pulled my head hard 

into her until I thought I was going to drown in her juices. I 

figured, if it was my time to go, this was one hell of a way to die. 

When her orgasm subsided, she released my head from her 

vice-like grip and pulled me up to her for a long, tongue-filled 

kiss. She said, “I want you. I want you inside of me and I want it 

now!” 

I place my cock at her entrance and pressed in. Even as wet as 

she was, there was a tightness that I hadn’t felt around my cock 

in a very long time. 

It seemed to take forever until I was fully inside of her. When I 

was, I took my time, allowing her to get used to it. Finally feeling 

her loosen up, I began a slow, rhythmic thrusting, in and out, in 

and out, never breaking stride. The whole time, Elke’s eyes 
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were closed as she moaned a lustful, throaty sound that turned 

me on to hear. 

She looked up at me after a few minutes and said, “Can we 

change positions? I want to try doggy-style.” 

She slid off my cock and got on her knees in front of me. When 

she was ready, I again took my time entering her, knowing I was 

going to be going in a little deeper than before. When she was 

accustomed to my girth, she looked back at me and said, “Now 

fuck me hard!” 

I pulled my cock out until only the head was in her pussy, then 

slammed forward, causing the couch that she was leaning on to 

slide a little bit. She screamed for me to continue, and I was 

only too happy to oblige. 

Fucking her hard, I reached underneath and began to 

manipulate her clit with my fingers. She was apparently multi-

orgasmic because she began a series of orgasms around my 

cock that caused her pussy to spasm uncontrollably. This all 

became too much for me and I said, “I’m gonna cum!” 

She said, “Cum in my pussy! Fill me up!” 

I slammed into her one final time and came until I had nothing 

left to give. As she felt my come hitting the inside of her vaginal 

walls, she came one more time. Screaming out, she yelled, 

“Fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” and passed out, face first 

onto the seat of the sofa. 

I pulled out of her and brushed her red hair away from her face, 

gently kissing her back to consciousness. She looked up at me, 

and with a weak smile, said, “I think I waited too long for that. 

Thank you.” 

She stayed only a couple of hours in my room before returning 

to her friend for the rest of the night. The next morning, we had 
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a flight to catch, Hong Kong here we come. Once again, we the 

three of made our way, this time to the Airport, we would travel 

in style to a very stylish city. Hong Kong for the Chinese New 

Year, awesome. I had booked a small apartment overlooking the 

famous bay area and looking down from the high raised building 

it looked impressive. 

It didn’t take me long to find the best bar and club in town. You 

could walk into almost any bar in Wan Chai and stand there and 

have a drink and you would soon pick up the signs of  cocaine 

user; they're going to the toilet every 20 minutes, their nose is 

running, they're talking rubbish, quickly. They wouldn't say no if 

they had some on them. It felt like some unofficial club where 

you only knew members first names, but you all looked out for 

each other on the drug front. 

The bars stayed open until 9 a.m. they weren't the mama bars 

with the girls standing outside, but inside there were always 

prostitutes asking you to buy a drink for them at an inflated 

price.  

If you were out in Wan Chai, you knew you weren't going to get 

into trouble with the law. You could go into the toilet, into the 

cubicle, and chop your cocaine up on the ledge behind the 

toilet. You could clearly see that was going on, the people who 

were regularly going into the toilet every 20 minutes, not 

covering up the noise they were making when they were doing 

it. 

Hong Kong can break you as a person. That scene in Wan Chai 

with these girly bars everywhere, getting cocaine whenever you 

need it, being able to stay up and drink all night, standing there 

with the two girls on my arm, I thought this is the life, when we 

did make it back to the apartment Dora crashed, while Elke and 

me did the remaining bag of coke, but this time it went on her 

pussy until I licked it off. 
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“Good enough to eat.” I told her 

“Oh really.” She said as she reached to take my cigar. “I was 

hoping you would think that.” She continued, and then she took 

a long drag from the cigar. 

She exhaled the smoke luxuriously before placing the tip 

between her lips and placing her hands on my shoulders. Using 

the steady pressure of her hands on my shoulders and the 

forward movement of her body she pushed me back on the 

bed. She placed her knees on the bed straddling my body. 

Slowly she moved up my torso, her cunt mere inches above my 

chest, until her pussy was directly over my mouth. 

Elke put her hand under my head and pulled it up until my lips 

were pressed tight against her sweet twat. She reached over 

and grabbing a pillow placed it beneath the back of my head. 

Her cunt tasted like coke and almost sweet, as I ran my questing 

tongue over its luscious length. I ran my tongue along the 

swollen lips of her juicy labia teasing the length of the clit as I 

placed it between my lips. 

Teasing the tip of the now erect clit with my tongue while I held 

its short shaft between my lips brought a low moan from Elke’s 

lips and a quiver from her hips. She placed her hands to either 

side of my head and pulled me so close to her flesh that I could 

barely breathe. She began to rock back and forth against my lips 

as my tongue played over her cunt. 

Light moans escaped her lips as she rubbed her pussy against 

my lips. I looked up her surging stomach, past her jiggling jugs, I 

saw the cigar still held between her lips. Occasionally a small 

puff of smoke would escape her lips as she moaned audibly 

while she fucked my mouth with her twat. 
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Elke’s tits shook to and fro as she raked my lips with her cunt. I 

desperately wanted to run my hands over her bouncing breasts. 

To caress her soft flesh and stroke my fingers over her hard 

nipples, but my arms were pinned to my side by her legs. I tried 

to free them from her hold, but she increased the pressure on 

them, binding them even tighter to my sides. 

I felt her body quiver and her stroking faltered. She released 

one hand from my head while still holding my face tight to her 

quaking quim with the other. She took the cigar from her 

smiling lips, leaned over to the nightstand, and placed the cigar 

in the ashtray. As she sat upright once more, she effusively 

exhaled the smoke from her lungs in a long loud sigh. 

She began to undulate her hips once more; her pussy lips grazed 

my outstretched tongue. Her hand moved from behind my head 

and began to rub and caress one of her lovely breasts. Her other 

hand moved to join it, caressing the other tit as she continued 

to rub back and forth over my eager mouth. 

She took her great rigid nipples between her fingers and 

pinched them hard, I felt her body quiver over me. She pushed 

her tits together and squeezed them tight, then ran her thumbs 

over the hard nipples, stroking them as one would stroke the 

strings on a guitar. I felt her body shake one more time and my 

face was covered in her fragrant juices as she reached her 

climax again. 

Her body was still for a moment, her breathing ragged, breasts 

heaving. She leaned forward, placed her hands on the bed, and 

swung her legs over my body. She turned and before I could do 

more than wonder at her grace and beauty she was crawling 

over my prostrate form once more. 

She pushed my boxers past my crotch, placed one hand over my 

very rigid pole and the other began to massage my testicles. She 

grazed her full lips across the head of my raging meat, flicking 
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her pink tongue out to capture the drop of precum nestled in 

the orifice at its tip. She ran her tongue teasingly over the 

crimson meat of the head of my dick, ‘FTW’ glistening as I 

dropped some coke onto it, so Elke could lick it off. 

The touch of her tongue to my burning flesh raised the 

temperature of my desire almost to the point of combustion. 

For a second, I was afraid that I was going to come right then, 

but the point of eruption passed and was replaced with the 

steady tingle of passion as she ran her tongue over the head of 

my penis like a child would lick a lollypop. 

She moved her lips slowly down the head of my shaft, licking at 

the tip as she moved leisurely over my flesh. Her lips held my 

shaft tightly, her tongue coursed over my feverish flesh, her 

hand stroked the base as she played the fingers of her other 

hand over the delicate soft tissue of my balls. 

Her mouth had consumed about half of my steely shaft before 

she started to ride up and down on it. As she moved up on it, I 

felt her tongue move over my fevered flesh. As she moved back 

down my rock-hard cock the warm caress of her crimson lips 

threatened to overtake me. I was submerged in the wash of 

sensation as she ardently sucked on my cock. Nights like this 

you don’t forget in a hurry, but they do weigh heavily on your 

wallet, doing coke is Gods way of telling you, you have too 

much money. 

This weekend in Hong Kong was costing me a fortune, plus I am 

getting too used to the Charlie, I had to leave and booked a 

flight back to Thailand, Bangkok. 

On the flight Elke sat next to me with Dora one row in front, we 

had plans for this flight, I started to give her a back rub, slowly 

working over her shoulders and upper back, discovering an 

obvious lack of bra straps. She purred quietly, and after a while 

she shuffled her shapely bottom on the seat, pushing it 
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deliberately back into my growing erection. With both hands I 

reached around under her loose tee shirt and fondled her 

breasts, her nipples grew firmer under my gentle stroking. 

Her breasts were magnificent; soft, smooth and full and her 

nipples were the size of my index fingers and about a quarter of 

an inch long! 

Without much ado, Elke reached back and started stroking my 

erect cock through my jeans with one hand and then unbuckled 

my belt, released the button on the waistband of my jeans and 

lowered my zip. 

I whispered in her ear. "How do you do that? I struggle to even 

do that with two hands!" 

She laughed. "Years of practice; don't worry, it gets better." 

My hard-on sprang out of my briefs as she pulled the waistband 

forward. 

She whispered over her shoulder. "I'm glad you're not wearing 

boxer shorts; I can't stand them." 

Elke began to stroke my cock, now slightly oozing with its own 

lubrication. She used the pre-come to help rotate her thumb 

gently around the head, stroking it with ever firmer pressure. 

I withdrew my hands from under her tee shirt to push my Jeans 

down further, allowing me to slip the briefs down below my 

swollen balls, which she now explored with her questioning 

hand. 

Lubricating her fingers even more with her saliva, she 

alternately rubbed my balls and massaged the head of my cock. 

My hands were now free, and I hungrily reached forward for her 

erect nipples, shortly afterward sliding my right hand down her 
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belly, and slipping it under the loose elastic waistband of her 

jogging pants. 

She was wearing no panties underneath and the crotch area 

inside of the cotton jogging pants was already wet with her 

juices. I delved lower to stroke gently over her mound, which 

was shaved, soft and fleshy and a little slippery by now. 

As I stroked her pussy, her lubrication welcomed my fingers into 

her warm wet cunt as she opened her thighs slightly to expose 

herself to my probing fingers. 

Rubbing the juices on my fingers, I began to circle her clitoris 

and then used my fingers to stroke in and out of her pussy while 

my thumb tickled and pushed against her swollen clitoris. 

She was breathing harder now, and she could not stop moving 

her ass around on the seat, first bucking her soaking pussy 

against my right hand, then pushing her ass back against my 

cock through the jogging bottoms. 

Just then, a stewardess came down the aisle, paused noticeably 

as she came up to our row, glared at me (me? why me? there 

are two of us here, you know!), almost said something, then 

apparently decided that since we were bothering nobody else, 

she would keep moving.  

Thank God! While we were both close to fully clothed at that 

time, there was little chance she could do anything under the 

guise of legality, but who needs the embarrassment, or the 

hassle for that matter? 

As the stewardess left, Elke turned to me and whispered. "She 

knows exactly what we are doing, and she's jealous! Now I want 

to have your hard cock inside me. I'll keep quiet, but I need you 

to fuck me now." 
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With this, she lifted her ass off the seat slightly and slid her 

bottoms down below her knees under the blanket. She 

separated her legs slightly and moved back so I could slide into 

her dripping pussy from behind. 

I moved slowly in and out as she purred and pushed back onto 

my cock quietly so we would not wake Dora. At the same time, I 

reached back around to stroke her clitoris easily but steadily. 

The appearance of the stewardess had startled me, and most of 

the urgency for release that had built up from her stroking my 

hard-on had subsided, so it was a nice, long, easy fuck, 

punctuated by her gentle spasms in orgasm three times before 

my cock pressure built up to the point of no return. 

I came with the most excruciating pleasure I had felt in my life, I 

felt like I unleashed at least a pint of cum into her already 

dripping cunt. 

  "What I like best is eating pussy, but there is no room here for 

that. Would you like to go to the back of the plane with me?" 

"What do you mean? In the lavatory?" she asked. 

"Yes. If we are reasonably cautious, we can get in there without 

causing uproar" I replied. 

"I've never done that before,” Elke explained.  

I thought to myself; "She thinks this is a regular habit for me?" 

and chuckled to myself. 

"There's a first time for everything" I said and moved to pull up 

my jeans and buckle my belt. 

She thought about it for a minute and then said, "Why not, let's 

try it!" 
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She drew up her jogging pants and tied the drawstring (I hadn't 

noticed there was one before - must not have been tied.) Then 

she got up and headed for the back of the 'plane, with me 

following directly behind and slightly stooped to conceal my 

cock, which remained semi erect. 

She entered the first lavatory, which was vacant (good thing the 

flight was long, and everybody was still asleep). I slipped right in 

behind her before the flight attendants noticed we were even 

there. As I closed the door, she turned, and we started to kiss 

passionately. 

She broke for a quick question; "How do you do anything in this 

little space? “In her German accent  

  

As I untied the drawstring on her jogging pants, I said, "Just lift 

up and sit on the sink, and let me taste that beautiful pussy of 

yours." 

Elke lifted, spread her legs, and I could see her cunt lips were 

still swollen from her last orgasm. I gently tongued her outer 

lips, occasionally turning my head to nip the insides of her 

thighs, but always returning to circle her clit and as it swelled 

up, suck on it gently. 

There was no end to the wetness; her own lubrication, 

supplemented by the enormous load I had pumped into her 

pussy, dripped down both sides of my chin onto the stainless-

steel sink surface and trailed down her thighs. 

After licking her into another shuddering orgasm, I realized how 

hard I was getting again and finally stood up, sliding her ass 

slightly off the surface and drove my cock into her again while 

we exchanged extremely wet but tasty kisses, flavoured by both 

of our juices. 
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Such a short time after the last fuck and she was so slippery and 

wet; this time it lasted at least twenty minutes, both of us 

sighing and savouring the overwhelming sensations coursing 

through our bodies. 

Finally, after a slow build-up that I never wanted to end, I came 

again, not as much this time, but she sensed it and started 

bucking hard just at the same moment. The pleasure was so 

intense it was almost painful. 

Suddenly, a lit sign came on telling us to return to the cabin. 

After a few minutes we were able to adjust ourselves to the 

degree that we looked presentable and returned to our seats. 

Just as we opened the door, the same stewardess who we had 

encountered earlier was looking right into my eyes. 

She said angrily, "Please return to your seats and stay there. We 

have some turbulence, and the captain has turned on the seat-

belt sign." 

I couldn't help but think that maybe we were the cause of the 

turbulence, but then that's just my imagination running away 

with me again! 

Bangkok Drug bust 

 

The plane landed in the wonderfully dangerous city of Bangkok, 

where we got a taxi to the Royal Hotel, just off Koh San Road, 

once again two rooms, one for the girls and one for me. It was 

getting late at night, so we rushed out to find some food before 

our night on the town, while eating I spotted someone dealing 

inside the bar and covertly sidled up to him and asked what 

gear he had? Ecstasy came the reply, well why not, I asked him 

for ten and he delivered ten, what a star. This was going to be a 

night to remember for sure. 
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I don’t know why, but I gave the ten pills to Dora, for safe 

keeping, and she popped them into her small purse, when we 

got in the taxi which would take to a club on Soi 11, we dropped 

one each of ecstasy pills. On route across town, I spotted a 

police car slowing the other cars down and asking questions of 

the occupants inside, don’t panic! Ran through my mind at this 

point, I told the girls to act normal as we got closer to the check 

point, as we slowed to a stop, Dora got out of the car and 

walked towards one of the policemen and opened her purse, 

showing the small bag of pills to the cop. What the fuck! Elke 

and I are still sitting in the back of the taxi watching as Dora is 

led away and put in a police car parked 20 yards up the road. 

These check points are common on Bangkok roads, where the 

police look for drunken drivers or minor traffic offences, when 

we got out of the taxi and saw Dora sitting in the back of that 

car, facing jail for carrying the drugs I had bought, I had to do 

something. Asking one of the cops, how much do you want, 

20,000 baht! He shook his head and pointed to the policemen 

standing around the car counting 1,2,3,4,5,6,7, in Thai 

obviously, meaning that seven cops equal 70,000 baht! 

Having only 20,000 on me for the night out, I explained that I 

could get the cash, back at my hotel room in the Royal, so as 

Dora and Elke waited with the police I got in a car and went to 

fetch the bribe money. 

Never carry or do drugs in Thailand. Ever. The country has some 

of the strictest drug laws in the world, with hundreds of 

foreigners currently serving time in Thai jails due to the drugs 

police found on them. 

Just like anywhere in the world, Thai police are often looking for 

drugs when they stop a non-Thai and ask him to turn out his 

pockets and then go through his bag. 
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Drugs they can then either haul you off to jail for if it is a large 

amount, or smaller amounts of recreational drugs they can get 

you to pay fines for, so you avoid jail time. 

Thai police are notoriously underpaid, with most not able to 

afford to live on the monthly salary they earn. Back in 2001, the 

average Thai police officer makes around 14,760 baht a month, 

with junior police officers making between 6,800 and 8,340 

baht a month, I was giving them each a month’s wages. 

No, these salaries are not enough to live on for most people. 

Not when you consider most Thai police must buy their own 

office supplies and their own guns. Yes, their own guns! 

The look of relief on the faces of the girls as we pulled up back 

at the check point, cash handed out and Dora release, we hailed 

another taxi, as we got in I asked the cop if I could get the pills 

back! He just laughed and waved us off. This was turning into an 

expensive night as we arrived at the club and put an order in for 

a bottle of ‘Johnny Walker’ whiskey, which I needed to calm my 

nerves, and the girls needed it as they were in bits, thinking 

about, what if? 

Once we had a couple of shots each we started to come back to 

life and enjoy the music, we had taken a pill each about an hour 

ago so started to come up and enjoy each other, feeling the 

love. 

Back at the hotel, same routine Elke, and Dora, say good night, 

or good morning! And go to their room while I retire to mine 

alone. 10 minutes later the familiar knock at the door tells, me 

Elke, wants sex, we both drop the last two remaining pills and 

chat for 30 minutes, before we start fooling around. The pill or 

molly as it’s known, hits me first and I move quickly to build up 

an indomitable momentum by getting the sex proper underway. 

For the first time in my life, I am at both peak rigidity and peak 

roll. It feels incredible though the lust that typically underlies a 
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thumping erection is harder to connect with. Elke catches up to 

where I've been for five or six minutes, then shortly thereafter 

requests a short break to cuddle and say nice things to and 

about one another, which I am very easily talked into. The love 

fest takes the wind out of my sexual sails, and two full hours 

pass before I'm interested or able to resume having relations 

with Elke. 

With dawn just about to break, I go down on her until she has 

what she describes as a massive orgasm. Then, upon her 

request, we have sex, with very little fuss, and a similarly 

gargantuan orgasm making my spine fizz and tingle for some 

time afterwards. As we chat and spoon in the aftermath, Elke 

tells me that her experience of rolling while having sex is pretty 

like my own. 

Sex on molly felt great! But then, everything we did on molly 

felt great: the cuddles, the talks, the stretching. Hell, even 

rearranging my hotel room or flossing my teeth would be a 

sublime sensory adventure. It wasn't until the morning that a 

more animalistic lust for one another returned with a 

vengeance. 

I still have some coke left over from Hong Kong and ask Elke if 

she wants some. I chop out a few lines of coke on the 

nightstand so that it can be in easy reach. We start to fool 

around and soon I'm sporting the sort of tool that could come in 

handy should anyone need to open a manhole cover. We have 

sex in the position preferred by most other mammals. At my 

prompt, she picks up the cut straw I put out for her and 

vacuums up a line. She catches our reflection in the mirror on 

the wall. 

"It's cliché but I have to admit, this is pretty rock 'n' roll," she 

says. "Are you gonna do some off my ass?" 
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"Sure," I say, though I can't really think about set-piece theatrics 

until we're both high and in the groove. 

As Elke confirms that the coke is working its magic, her feelings 

of well-being, competency, euphoria, and sexiness are further 

heightened, her glances in the mirror become longer and more 

frequent. Aggressively narcissistic streak it brought out in her, 

now. She tells me to 'pound me out' and I oblige her. 

Elke takes her second line and I snort the rest. We're face to 

face when I feel the coke begin to work on me. The bitter 

powder provokes several feelings, but the one I'm experiencing 

most keenly is relief that my methodical drug staggering has 

meant that I'm high while remaining large and charge. In fact, 

I'm so aroused that I must take a pause to prevent myself from 

going over the edge. Elke is behaving even bossier than usual 

and isn't having that 

"Come on, come on!" she says then pulses her pelvic-floor 

muscle with so much vigour and so little warning that the end 

approaches very rapidly.  

There's a 50/50 chance that I can fend it off, but I lose the 

gamble. The resulting orgasm is particularly low-wattage, 

slightly less enjoyable than a good sneeze. 

Addled with coke, a particularly mean-seeming Elke decides 

that we're going to spend what will be a longer-than-usual 

refractory period by tying me up and discerning whether I like 

my privates tortured. Cocaine-addled, me decides that I'm going 

to have a decent orgasm while high on coke goddammit and 

sets about transforming my roughed-up wet noodle into a 

serviceable erection. I employ every boner-salvaging trick that 

ordinarily works for me, but despite these tactics, I feel like I'm 

trying to pump up a blown-out bike tire. This display of bloody-

minded futility goes on for some 10 minutes. 
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"It's OK," says Elke. "I don't think it's going to happen." In her 

German humour, 

"No!" I speak. "I've got this." 

After another five minutes of what must be frightening-looking 

self-flagellation, I finally manage to scare up something I can 

use. I waste no time re-coupling with a surprisingly patient Elke, 

and some minutes later I have a mediocre orgasm. 

"If it makes you feel any better, it didn't do much for me either," 

says Elke. "But you did get there two more times than me so..." 

Getting closer to Home 

  

I needed to get back to Koh Toa and my tattoo shop, so after 

that rather exciting night in Bangkok the three of got on a plane, 

the flight from Bangkok to Krabi was short and very cheap. 

After around 1h 20 min we arrived at Krabi airport and from 

there we took a shuttle bus to the city centre in order to take 

the 1:30 PM ferryboat to Koh Phi- Phi. 

The ferry was full of tourists, especially Australians and 

Europeans, and some of them were on the deck enjoying the 

sun and the smooth ride. 

My two friends and I were in the last seats of the second row 

separated from a Spanish couple who was backpacking Thailand 

by the aisle when suddenly a light bulb fell among us. We 

immediately started to laugh and chat with the Spaniards. 

After 1:30 minutes we arrived at Tonsai Pier, Koh Phi- Phi Don. 

From the boat, I could envision what we could expect: a small-

desolate island with lush vegetation and crystal-clear turquoise 

water surrounded by huge limestone rocks. Delighted! 
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The little village was undeveloped yet pleasant and interesting, 

this was before the tsunami a few years later. 

The main street, very narrow with souvenir shops, bars, 

restaurants, massage spas and travel agencies and a single 

tattoo shop which boasted ‘Bamboo tattoos.’ Cars were not 

allowed on the island and the only “traffic sound” you hear is 

“beep, beep” from local bikers. 

When we arrived in the village, we were so tired and just 

wanted to have lunch and rest. 

The two beaches separated by the sandbar have opposite 

schedules: Tonsai Bay is busy with tourists arriving and leaving 

the island from its port during the day and is extremely quiet in 

the evening; Loh Dalum Bay is pleasantly quiet during the day 

and loud at night. We found a hut on the beach, in fact two 

huts, one for me and one for the girls. It was my intention to 

chill for the night by drinking a few beers listening to the sea 

crashing onto the beach 20 feet in front of my door. 

Elke had other plans, she wanted to explore the small village, on 

the way I booked a slot with the tattooist for the following day 

around 17:00 hrs. Our little adventure ended up at a beach bar 

like the Reggae bar on Koh Toa, a busman’s holiday for me, but 

all new for Elke and Dora. 

Dora got drunk and wanted to go back to the hut and sleep, fine 

with me, so we walked her home, put her to bed and left her to 

sleep. Elke was up for a midnight swim and changed into her 

bikini, while I donned a pair of board shorts, who knew where 

this was going! The bay had a small jetty for yachts and small 

boats to moor up, so we went over and sat on the dock 

watching the world roll away. After about ten minutes we both 

decided to dive in, I surfaced and started treading water, Elke 

grabbed hold and started swimming backwards pulling me, and 

she forced us to the bottom. This time we were near a brown, 
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but recently replaced, dock post. It had several metal rings in 

that could be used to tie off boats or other fishing gear. I 

grabbed at her yellow bikini top and pulled at the thin strings. 

Her breasts popped out from behind the trivial fabric triangles 

and bobbed freely in the sea. 

She in turn yanked down my shorts. She pulled and twisted with 

her legs above her and soon had it down around my ankles. 

Pulling with my arms I tried to reach the surface, but she held 

me down by my shorts in one hand and her fingers wrapped 

around a metal ring in the other. She was really determined. 

She needed air now desperately, so she released us, and we 

both struggled to the top together. She sputtered that she was 

going to drown me. I laughed and kicked my shorts free so I 

could swim better. Lunging at me she grabbed around my waist 

and again pulled me under again! 

I was getting a huge hard-on during all this wrestling, and she 

saw my stiff dick and used it to her advantage. Grabbing hold of 

my penis and testicles she squeezed as she pulled me under 

forcing us to the bottom. 

I let free some of my breath as her hand clenched my nuts. I 

reached for her churning tits. Grabbing her left nipple, I pinched 

it between my fingers. She jumped back and I felt her hand 

loosen her grip on my cock. She blew bubbles in surprise and we 

both had to surface for air. Catching our breaths, she did a dive 

down, grabbing my ankles, pulled me under to face her. Our 

heads were just a foot under the surface, and I smiled at her 

mermaid-like face with her long red hair swirling around her 

head and shoulders. 

She had me in a strong grip. With one hand, she reached for the 

post and pulled us over. I did not resist and could see that she 

was holding us down by her right leg around the dock post. I 

reached down and thrust my hand in her bikini bottoms and 
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found her submerged cunt. I grabbed her cunt. She let loose a 

mouthful of air and let me go again. I swam up just a bit but 

continued to hold my breath on the surface looking down at 

her. She tried to surface past me, but I grabbed her upper arm 

as she rose and gently pulled her back down. 

Her eyes were wide, and I knew she needed air, but I had the 

upper hand now! At least I thought so until she made a quick 

reach for my exposed balls and squeezed hard again. I felt my 

breath escape my mouth and nose as I yelled underwater. I 

nearly drowned! The pain was exquisite! She released my nuts 

and we both swam up to get air. 

I was resolute now and gulped air as I watched her warily. She 

took a big breath as she prepared to go under. I lunged at her 

and grabbed her around the chest facing me. I put my fee hand 

on the rings and pulled us to the bottom with her held tightly. 

She was struggled all the way. I was completely naked, and my 

stiff shaft was nestled up against her flat belly. She twisted in 

my grasp, but I held her firmly as we reached the sand around 

our toes again. I clamped my mouth shut tried to keep us both 

on the bottom for as long as possible! 

She bucked back and forth, her pelvis pushing back against my 

hard dick. I was getting really turned on. With one hand I 

reached down and tore her string bikini panties off and exposed 

her white triangle of a pussy highlighted by her deep tan. This 

gave her a moment to wiggle free since my one arm could not 

hold her thrashing body. She turned to away from me and 

pushed away with her feet on the bottom and swam to the 

surface. 

She surfaced before me and dove down as I was coming up. I 

did note get air! She attacked me and got me in a scissor hold 

around my waist. She had brought up a rope that was attached 

to the dock and she easily overpowered my swimming ability. 
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She twisted with me in her vice-like grip and swam with me 

back down towards the bottom. I struggled against her lock on 

my waist and couldn't get free! Within seconds we were on the 

bottom next to the dock post. I looked up at the surface so close 

and yet so far. I could feel the weight of the water pressing 

down on me. I looked over my shoulder at her and could see 

that she was calmly holding on to the bottom of the dock post 

and wasn't letting either of us up! 

My cheeks began to expand with my held breath, and I felt my 

heart pounding. I had to get air! Trying to pry her thighs apart 

was impossible so I reached under her ass and snaked my hand 

inside of her leg. I stuck my finger in her butthole. This shocked 

her and loosened her legs. Pulling away, I shot for the surface. 

Gulping in air I knew she meant business, so I prepared for an 

epic underwater fight! 

She surfaced 6 feet away and watched me carefully. Moving 

away from the dock, we both floated there in the water as we 

caught our breath, ready for another round. She put her head 

underwater and I could see her tugging her bikini bottoms off 

and kicking them free. They floated to the bottom in the bright 

moonlight. Now we were both naked and I was getting horny as 

hell! My dick was rock hard and ready, and I noticed her nipples 

were the same. 

She studied me as she swam slowly forward. Soon she had her 

hands on my shoulders and I held her the same way and with 

the same grip. Looking in each other's eyes we submerged and 

sank. We landed on the soft bottom standing up and still 

holding on to each other at arm’s length. As we looked at each 

other through the clear water, her lips tightly holding her 

precious breath, we began our contest to see who could stay 

under the longest. Reaching out to keeping from rising we used 

the post for an anchor as we held ourselves under. The moon 

glistened down and rippled on our naked bodies. 
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Her tits seemed to mock me as we held our breaths. I reached 

out with one free hand and rubbed her left nipple. She in turn 

reached down and began to slowly stroke on my hard cock. My 

pulse was racing. I assumed that hers was the same as I reached 

down and turned my attention to the sweet place between her 

long legs. I began to caress her hot pussy. We continued to hold 

each other down and played with each other as the seconds 

passed. 

After a much longer time than before, I felt a need for air. I 

watched her closely as each of my strokes on her stiff clit took 

effect. I sped up the tempo on her most sensitive area. I hoped 

she was going to give in first. She in turn began jacking me off a 

bit quicker. We both seemed to be building towards an orgasm 

at the bottom of the sea 

I started to let some air escape my nose. I could feel my, cum 

starting to rise. She stepped up her hand-job. She was also 

losing breath out her mouth. We both seemed to be cumming 

and drowning at the same time, but she was not giving up! 

Neither would I! 

Abruptly I shot my load in hard spasms. Her hand held my dick 

tight and was tugged on it milking me empty. I rubbed her clit in 

fast small circles. She let loose a burst of bubbles as she came 

within a few seconds of my orgasm. Now desperately out of air, 

I pushed off the sandy bottom. I shot for the surface with my 

dick still having small spasms and spewing white streams into 

the clear water. I was almost to the top as I was finishing my 

underwater orgasm. She surfaced right behind me and gulped in 

fresh air. 

"You ... are ... so ... selfish!" she croaked at me. 

Getting her breath back, she was a little more forceful, the 

German coming out. "I 'm not done with you yet!" she 

sputtered as her hand was busy rubbing her pussy. She was mad 
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because she had to finish her own aching orgasm. Taking a deep 

breath, and still with her hand between her legs, she dove and 

disappeared beneath the splashing water. Her feet kicked wildly 

as she went under. 

Looking down I could only wonder what she was up to. She had 

gone deep, so I was safe from her menacing grip, at least for a 

few more seconds. I saw a few bubbles rising as she swam 

under the dock out of sight. She was gone a long time and I was 

beginning to get worried. I couldn't figure out what she was 

doing down there for so long alone in the shadows. 

She surfaced behind me. She seemed much calmer now and she 

swam up and started caressing my chest with her arms around 

me under the surface. I could feel her firm tits pressing against 

my back. Spreading her legs her hot pussy ground against my 

ass. She told me to take a deep breath and hold it. She wrapped 

her legs around my waist and pulled me under again. 

I couldn't see what she was up to, but I felt her pulling my arms 

behind my back. Suddenly she had my hands tied together with 

the string from the bikini and I was helpless! My legs were 

loose, and I tried to kick back to the top, but she held me down 

easily. Pulling on the same rope as before, she wrestled me to 

the bottom and soon had my ankles joined with her string 

panties. They were in a terrible knot and very secure! 

Lying on my back on the bottom with air leaking out of my nose 

and water filling it, I was starting to panic! I twisted and turned 

and eventually as she let me loose. All I could do was squirm as I 

rose on my full lungs to the surface. It took a long time! She 

swam up past me, smiling, and I watched as her legs dangled 

down kicking gently. She was already breathing in fresh air and 

alternately putting her face in the water to look at me. I finally 

struggled to the top and she held my head up as I lay on my 

back and gulped in air. She let me breathe for a few seconds but 
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not long enough! She submerged and then tugged me below 

again. She pulled me so quickly that the water closed over my 

face with forming a hole in the water for an instant. God, I was 

totally at her mercy! 

As she pulled me down to the bottom, she started to run her 

hands down my belly to my spent dick. Her fingers traced an 

outline around my crotch. My nose filled up with water again, 

but I started to feel myself getting hard again despite the 

distraction. She turned me over and held my body against the 

sandy bottom and started to rub my ass cheeks. She reached 

down between my legs and grabbed my balls from the back. 

This got me rock hard again. My cock was poking uncomfortably 

into the sand. She pulled her hand out and with her feet, 

pushed off my body propelling herself towards the surface. The 

force of her feet pushing against me forced some air out of my 

lungs. I tried to thrust off the bottom and on to the surface but 

without a lot of air in my lungs for buoyancy, I had a hard time 

reaching ascending. 

I kicked upwards sort of dolphin style and finally managed to 

breathe with my head just breaking the surface for brief 

seconds at a time. She was already waiting for me, and she 

giggled and dove for my feet. Grabbing hold of my tied ankles, 

she yanked me under, and we headed for the bottom again. She 

had to swim hard this time because I did get a chance to fill my 

lungs and I was quite buoyant. 

I wasn't sure how long I could last like this. We arrived at the 

base of the dock post. Using the post, she held on to it with her 

hands and stood on my chest pinning me on the sand. I looked 

up at her sexy body above me. I took in her soft shaven pussy, 

her smooth firm belly, and the underside of her round tits. I did 

not need air yet, but it was a long way to the surface – 

especially if you are all tied up. 
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I tried to squirm free, but her feet held me down. She began 

lowering herself slowly and while looking down at me smiled 

and sat on my face! With my arms still tied behind my back and 

my ankles still bound I couldn't escape. She ground her pussy 

against my mouth and nose. I started to get turned on again to 

satisfy her. I held on and would not need air too soon this time. 

She moved her hips back and forth over my face - she was 

fucking my face underwater. She turned around and I now was 

facing her ass and she was playing with my cock. 

I stuck my tongue out and licked at her clit as she began jacking 

me off again. Her strokes on my dick quickened and I sped up 

my eating on her wet cunt. She bent forward and I felt her hot 

mouth on the head of my prick as she started to swallow me. 

Her head bobbed up and down. Each time she sucked me 

deeper inside her mouth and soon she had me all the way into 

her tight throat! No woman had ever done this to me, and I was 

starting to cum in her mouth as she deep throated me. 

I exploded in her mouth but to my surprise, I couldn't hold my 

breath any longer. As I licked her clit, I started to release my air 

and sent bursts of bubbles into her pussy. She swallowed the 

last drop of cum and she removed her mouth from my cock. She 

was still jerking on my prick tried to pull us up to the surface. I 

could only last a few more seconds. I was almost out of air! 

I accidentally tried to breathe too soon and got a mouthful of 

pussy juice and salt water. I could see light on the surface as she 

had pulled me up by my cock to the sweet air. Just a few inches 

short of the top she kissed me on my lips, smiled, and grabbing 

me by my hips pushing me down again! 

Bitch, I had, had enough and decided to swim ashore leaving 

Elke to follow, I needed a beer. As I sat drinking on my balcony, I 

started to plan an escape, I needed to get back to my Tattoos 

shop, but first my appointment with the bamboo tattooist, he 
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was not a monk, so there would be no ceremony and chanting, 

just a guy sticking a few needles into me that are attached to a 

piece of bamboo. The design he drew on me was the Goddess 

of water, Phra Mae Khongkha, she had the upper body of a 

beautiful women and the lower body of a fish. The piece took 

six hours to finish, and it was a long six hours, for me and the 

guy doing the work, it looked great and still does to this day. 

 I had been away now for two weeks, when I only planned on 

two days. I told Elke I needed to get back to Koh Toa and she 

understood, it was great while it lasted but I needed money to 

survive. I seriously thought about going back to my job as a 

Diving Supervisor where I could make $500 a day, unlike 

tattooing where I made $10 a day! Decision time. 

I said my goodbye to Elke and Dora, heart breaking but a relief, 

Elke was a handful, they went back to Germany and I went 

overland back to Chumphon where I got the night boat back 

home. 

Living on the bread line 

 

Life on the island continued just as I had left it, only difference 

was, I only had myself to feed, the small money I made per day 

never covered my out goings, and especially the drink and drugs 

consumed every day. Andy at the reggae bar decided to make a 

move into a new bar close to the pier in Mae haad, the place 

was on the beach with a kitchen and small living area which he 

built from driftwood, it was rustic to say the least. A month or 

so before Amy left, I had commissioned a hand painted, on 

wood sign for the tattoo studio, a fantastic piece of work 

depicting a Dragon. As the studio was not doing that well, I gave 

the sign to Andy for the bar and he named the new place, ‘The 

Tattoo bar’.  
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The bar was a favourite hangout for the ‘Dive instructors’ from 

the surrounding dive shops, they all came for lunch and a drink, 

talking diving all day all night, which pissed me off, but they paid 

the money, sometimes! Andy used to let them run a tab up and 

pay at the end of the month when they got paid. 

The beach parties on Sairee beach made famous by a bar called 

‘Venus’ ran by a mate of mine called Mickey, they used to play 

‘Drum& Bass’ most nights which got me dancing, especially 

when on the ‘Molly’ On one night I must have overstepped my 

mark and bumped into a guy who sucker punched me on the 

chin, his ring making a gash, an inch long which would not stop 

bleeding. The following morning waking up with blood 

everywhere in my hut, all over the sheets, all over my cloths, 

what a mess. I cleaned up and went next door to a little café for 

my breakfast holding a bloody rag to my chin, still trying to close 

the wound. While eating a pancake Mickey’s wife turned up 

with a couple of girlfriends, they were all three Thai Models, 

one caught my eye was called ‘Cherry’ she was slim but 

beautiful, and as we got chatting, we seem to hit it off from the 

start, the two girls, Cherry and Minow had planned to go back 

home to Bangkok that day and invited me to tag along. I told 

them that I had a few things to tidy up, but would follow in a 

couple of days’ time, they agreed to meet me in Bangkok and 

gave me their phone numbers. 

The tidying up that I had to do was a case of revenge, revenge 

for the split chin, I know the guy who did it, I’d seen him in the 

Venus bar a couple of nights, lately, he was a big man, maybe 

6’2’ and built like a brick shit house. My plan was to meet him 

that night in the bar and attempt to get close enough, to head 

but him, the weapon of choice when you must knock a big man 

down, the bigger they are, the harder they fall. As planned, he 

was standing by the bar with his gang of cronies around him, so 

I waved over and indicated a sign of apology and would he like a 
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drink, which he responded to with a thumbs up. Getting his 

beer, I walked over to give the beer with my hands full, he 

didn’t expect my head to come crashing down on his nose, 

sending blood everywhere, he went down like a sack of shit as I 

calmly walked away, got on my Honda C90, and drove back to 

the Tattoo bar for a few beers. 

I closed the Tattoo shop and left the island that next morning, 

on the fast boat to Chumphon where I got a flight up to 

Bangkok, eager to meet up with the two girls, as soon as I had 

thrown my bag on the hotel bed, I called Cherry who answered 

straight away, agreeing to meet up that night in a bar situated 

on Soi 11. When I walked in the bar, there she was sitting with a 

table full of beautiful people, all Thai, I was the only Farang, in 

the place, as I sat down Cherry introduced me. I had dressed up 

for the night wearing Versace waistcoat and Armani trousers, 

looking like money. Even though I was nearly skint, I did manage 

to buy coke for everyone at the table, who hoovered it up 

quickly, these models are coke heads, especially Cherry, as I was 

about to find out. 

Two hours later after caning more Charlie, Cherry turned to me 

and whispered in my ear. “So, I decided I'd love to sleep with 

you tonight. But I hope you understand that there must be 

absolutely no evidence. So, if you lock away your camera, 

notebook, and Phone right now, you can have me for the 

night..." 

That was not said to deaf ears, we said our farewells and got a 

taxi back to my hotel. 

Where I lost myself in her brown eyes. They sparkled from joy, 

probably because of what was going to happen. We sat like 

teenagers in love on the edge of my bed, holding hands. As if we 

had made an agreement to act that way to create an intimate 

cosy ambience. We both knew better, or did we? Sure, I do 



175 
 

have a crush on Cherry, but surely, she can't have a relationship 

besides her career as a model... with me? And she only needed 

me for a night of carnal delight, for which I was happy to be 

available. 

We made out and did that well together. The sparks were flying 

off. Cherry tastes fabulously delicious. I can't remember having 

ever kissed a girl with more delight. Our lips sealed together and 

the noses touching our tongues made a happy dance together. 

When I opened my eyes, I believe I saw happiness in Cherry's 

eyes. 

I let my hands roam under Cherry's top. She wore white cotton 

briefs and a matching sports top. My fingers enjoyed the supple 

softness of her puppies. First, I touched them lightly, but Cherry 

encouraged me to knead them more vigorously. Her nipples got 

stiff showing her growing arousal. She bared her chest by 

pulling the top over her head. She held her arms stretched up 

showing off her freed firm tits. I gripped them with my hands 

and kissed her nipples. They were just made to be loved. And 

love them I did. I sucked the nips in my mouth and suckled 

those, good, eliciting some assenting noises from Cherry. 

When Cherry unbuckled my Armani trousers and began to play 

with my dick inside my briefs, I let my right-hand wander south 

towards her pussy. She spread her thighs so I could easily reach 

between her legs. I enjoyed immensely the gliding of my fingers 

over the crotch of her knickers, feeling her hot slit through the 

damp material. Finally, I felt her pussy myself, even though still 

covered by one layer of cotton. A pussy I know so very well I 

could draw it from memory in all its glorious details. I not only 

observed my dream cunt up close and personal, I also smelled 

it. With her heavenly scent planted in my brain I now had to 

touch it and taste it myself. 
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Meanwhile Cherry would not let go of my cock. To get to her 

snatch, I manoeuvre myself on my back on the bed and pulled 

her on top of me in a 69-position. I pulled her panties down and 

planted her crotch on my face as she devoured my cock. We 

were not in a hurry and took our time losing ourselves in each 

other's genitals. It was pure carnal desire, but very quietly so. 

We wanted to make this night count 

I'm so happy I experienced first-hand what a formidable cock 

sucker Cherry is. Trying to concentrate on her wet twat, I was 

somewhat distracted by what she did to my dick. My boy was in 

heaven, getting that intense treatment from my dream girl. 

Meanwhile I explored her every nook and cranny down there. I 

started licking her valley up and down gulping up all the juices I 

found. My nose rubbed her clit hood and captured all those nice 

fragrances. Her labia got more and more engorged, and her clit 

rose to the occasion. Nibbling that sensitive tiny bud Cherry 

began to purr. The room filled with happy sounds and the smell 

of sex. 

Enjoying our carnal dance Cherry started to come. My 

manipulations of her super sensitive clit elicited some high 

shrieks. She moaned and panted as I kept teasing the nerve 

endings of her love bud, keeping her white ass firmly on my 

face. Suddenly my mouth got flooded with some creamy 

substance. It was the best cunt syrup I ever tasted. 

When Cherry recovered a bit from her first orgasm, she threw 

herself at my cock again with renewed energy. I was already 

convinced of her amazing cock sucking talents, but when she 

went at its full power, boy, did she get me off big time. And she 

didn't stop or hesitate at all as my juice started to spill. She took 

my sperm in great fashion as she milked me dry with that 

sizzling hot mouth of hers. To my joy she's a swallower. All the 

pent up cum that had been stored up all day due to her 
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unrelenting influence on my state of mind got released in 

Cherry's mouth in some formidable spurts. 

That night saw some more orgasms, from the both of us. After a 

prolonged fusion of our genitals lying face to face, I finally fell 

asleep with Cherry in my arms, the biggest smile ever on my 

face.  

In the morning we did it again before we got up from bed, 

resulting in another shattering orgasm that left my seed deep 

inside the sweet cunny of my all-time favourite girl. 

That Saturday night will always stay in my soul. I don't need 

photographs to reminisce. If I only close my eyes, I can still 

relive the night.  

I really did have to go offshore; I was that skint that I seriously 

thought about selling my 25-year-old Diesel Jeans on Khaosan 

Road! one phone call and managed to get a job in Thailand 

working for Hallin marine who had an office in Singapore. 

As the Superintendent on the job, I first had to fly down to 

Singapore and collect the procedures and work pack for the job, 

which was laying a gas line from Malaysia to Thailand, from the 

three Hyundai pipe lay barges, this job saved my life, and put 

money in my bank. Let the good times roll, while I was working 

offshore Cherry moved into an expensive apartment, paid for by 

me, sending thousands of US dollars to her account. As a 

stomping ground for the “hi-so” crowd and affluent expats like 

me, Thong Lo is easily one of the city’s trendiest spots. To be 

part of the action. In return, Cherry and I are right in the middle 

of upscale restaurants, swanky bars, designer boutiques, and 

high-end malls. If you have expensive taste, like Cherry, and a 

modern outlook, Thong Lo is where we lived. 

Gone were the guest houses on Khaosan Road, and the beach 

huts on the islands, it was all cars and fancy bars from now on, 
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The Tattoo shop I gave away to a local Thai artist, with the 

equipment, and rent paid on the place for three months. 

They say, ’You should never live your dream’ to do something 

that you really wanted but did not think was possible, once 

achieved, you then have no goal and life gets mundane once 

again, always try to keep a dream alive. 

 

The End 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



179 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



180 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



181 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 


