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I Will Survive

Kate Granger


Chapter One

Leaving and Arriving

◆◆◆

I Will Survive.

I sat in my truck feeling distraught, shaking like a leaf in strong winds as unwelcome, overwhelming emotions tore me apart. I was angry with myself because I knew nothing in my life had happened to me - I brought it all on myself.

As I stared through bleary, emotionally exhausted eyes at the evidence on my phone, I knew Charlotte had fucked another man during her recent business trip. Our joint credit card statement had arrived by email and I opened it, discovering her latest deceit. The message even showed an attached receipt for my wife’s room service order at the Intercontinental Hotel, New York.

Two club sandwiches and a bottle of Veuve Cliquot were served shortly after midnight—hardly a business expense; hence, the transaction was billed to our personal card, for which she knew I received the statements.

It was another sign that my wife’s infidelity was out of control and that she was willing, perhaps happy, to waft the evidence in my face, ridiculing me. Charlotte had become a hotwife by unilateral declaration, meaning I didn’t participate in or celebrate her lifestyle.

I stared at the car in my driveway, knowing who owned it. I locked my truck and strolled inside my house, pretty convinced of what I would find there, half-heartedly wanting to provoke a pointless confrontation while knowing I would never change her. I opened the living room door - saw my wife being railed on the carpet, and scowled at her disgrace.

“More infidelity, Charlotte?”

“It’s consensual nonmonogamy.”

“You’re a cheating whore, and your son is in the house.”

From where I stood at the living room door, Barry, my wife’s woodwork High School teacher, had his drill bit buried balls deep inside his favorite pupil from more than twenty years ago. My son and daughter-in-law glimpsed my wife being fucked, not by choice, but because they had been out shopping and called me, asking to come home to see us for lunch.

I walked in five minutes behind my son, who sat in the kitchen waiting for his Mom to finish.

The cheating fuckers didn’t stop on account of us because Barry was joyously fucking my wife, and they were too far gone to pause. To make matters worse, Charlotte waved for me to shut the door so they could finish their cheater’s opus. They had no shame, and as I shook my head, the final shred of dignity I clung to was lost.

When I shut the living room door and turned to my family, raising my eyebrows and shrugging, my son blew his fuse.

“Didn’t you realize this was going on today, Dad?”

“Yes, but why do you ask?”

“You invited us for lunch knowing Mom had someone over. That’s not fair on her or us.”

“Mom doesn’t consult with me over the comings and goings of her lovers, Son. I genuinely wanted to see you guys.”

“Then you’d better do something.”

“Why, Son? My marriage died years ago when Mom chose to become a whore.”

“Don’t call her that.”

“Okay… look, you go in and drag Barry off your Mom if you want, but I am getting out of here.”

“What do you mean?”

Jason stared me in the eye, looking terrified, but it was time he made the leap into adulthood, taking stock of the situation for himself and acting accordingly. He was married to a delightful girl, who was now six months pregnant. Both had good jobs in an insurance sales company, so they would be fine if I walked away.

I placed both hands on my son’s shoulders and grinned like a madman, something having snapped inside me.

“I’m leaving here, Jason.”

“Why?”

I pointed to the door, sarcastically cupping my spare palm around an ear. Charlotte was approaching a very noisy climax and clearly didn’t care who heard, present company included.

“Listen, son… can you hear that?”

“Hear what?”

“Mom’s being drilled by her old woodwork teacher.”

“I thought you consented to all of this, Dad. Mom said you guys had an open marriage. I’m so fucking confused right now. Incidentally, Barry teaches Design and Technology, not only woodwork.”

“Not only did I withhold my consent and not participate in any of Mom’s disgusting infidelity, but I also don’t give a fuck anymore.”

“Where are you going, Dad?”

“I’m forty-two, rich as fuck, and it’s time I enjoyed my life away from here.”

“What about us?”

I shook my head and fleetingly felt sorry for my son, whose coddling by Charlotte had spoiled a great kid. My parenting skills hadn’t helped much because my wife had torpedoed every dangerous sport I suggested, making for a turbulent home life.

I’d had better luck with my daughter, who saw through her mother’s deceit and also wanted the outdoor life I could teach her - being younger and female meant she was less treasured by her Mom.

But she was at college and probably in a better place than I was right now.

Jason’s mother had brainwashed our son into her version of polyamory, which seemed to include when a wife roamed freely, sexually speaking, despite her husband’s contrarian opinion on the matter. I had no doubt Charlotte told our son that I permitted her infidelity, and he probably believed I did the same, but I couldn’t be bothered to unravel her deceit.

Jason needed to discover his Mom all by himself.

Without another word, I strolled upstairs whistling a happy tune, feeling an enormous emotional weight lifted. A worn, cracked brown leather holdall was easy to find at the back of my closet, and packing it was even more straightforward since I preferred traveling light. I only needed jeans and T-shirts—lots of them— socks and boxer briefs, too.

I packed my toothbrush, an old cutthroat razor, sharpening belt, Italian deluxe pomade shaving soap, and a badger hair brush, which I pressed against my palm several times to loosen the bristles.

I wore Nike sneakers and button-up Levis 501s that were years old but still fit me nicely - a testimony to my gym membership. When I stared into the full-length mirror, I liked what I saw for the first time since I had married a cheating whore.

As I descended the stairs, Barry disappeared through the front door, closely followed by my son, dragging his wife with him. Jason would cool off after a few days, come home, and begin dissecting his mother’s lies, hopefully with the help of his loyal, sensible wife. Maybe one day, we could be friends again, but for now - my son hated the world, including his Mom and me.

My wife emerged from our living room, and I grinned at her, putting on my sarcastic mask that I knew she hated. She hurriedly wrapped a bathrobe around her before fixing the disheveled I’ve just been fucked hair, trying to create an air of dignity to disguise her whoreish behavior.

“Where are you going, Clive?”

“Divorce attorney.”

“Don’t bother coming back here then.”

“Why do you think I have a holdall with me.”

“Seriously? You’re fucking leaving me?”

I stared at Charlotte in disbelief because she looked defiant and angry. I laughed at a wife and mother rocked by my sudden rebellion, having simmered from one quarrel to another for years while I was cheated on. I hadn’t ever reacted beyond verbal arguments that ended with us slamming separate bedroom doors, even though violence was in my nature - I never laid a finger on my wife or children.

“You’ll keep this house and half of everything else, Charlotte. I will pay our daughter’s college fees myself. Other than that, I have nothing more to say.”

“I’ll take you for every penny, Clive.”

“Nah - I have photos and video of you being fucked by half the town. You’ll have cheated wives at the door to say nothing of your parents when I release everything on PornHub.”

“Cunt!”

“Maybe I am - I intend to find out what I am without you.”

Amid her screams and protestations, I sauntered down the driveway, turned nonchalantly when I remembered, and tossed her the keys to my truck, which landed at her feet. I wanted nothing that would remind me of a wife and life I needed to leave behind.

“Have those too.”

“Bastard!”

“Whore!”

After visiting my attorney, I headed to the airport and checked into first class on a flight to Thailand. Bangkok was much more than a sex town - it was a place where I could lose and then find myself as I had done once before. A new start beckoned me as I helped myself to a newspaper and sat in a comfortable leather chair in the luxurious first-class departure lounge.

Emotionally, I was in fairly good shape, much better than I ever thought I would be on the day I walked out on a failed marriage. I was relaxed and free of my nightmare, even drawing admiring stares from female cabin crew and fellow passengers.

On our flight, I sat beside a beautiful woman a few years younger than me. She smiled and tipped her champagne glass towards mine with a sympathetic but not pitiful look. I sipped my bubbly, then turned my attention to unpacking an iPad, phone, and charging units before hauling my cabin baggage into the overhead locker.

“I’m Sasha.”

“Clive - nice to meet you.”

“I saw you in the first-class lounge.”

“Yes, I noticed you too.”

“Are you recently separated or hoping to cheat?”

I almost dropped my leather holdall, which would have spilled a nice drop of Bollinger and probably cracked the screen on one or both of my devices. I glanced around the dimly lit cabin, saw nobody else had heard, and leaned in, whispering.

“Why would you say that, Sasha?”

“I see the pale band and indentation around your finger where a wedding ring was recently removed. Also, you are flying to Bangkok, so either you just left a wife, or you are about to cheat on one.”

“You could almost be a detective.”

“I am - Interpol at your service, Sir.”

“Ahh, I see.”

“Yup.”

“You have been profiling me.”

“Correct again.”

We shook hands and sized each other up. Sasha stared at me in the most investigative way, and I felt like I was being screened or scanned for any misdemeanors committed throughout my adult life. I returned her studious gaze, wondering if the long, straight, jet-black, Cleopatra-style haircut was real or a wig.

Sasha was the real deal as far as feminine physical excellence and beauty go: lithe, athletic, powerful, and tall - at least the same six-foot height as me. She had an intelligent expression with bright, sparkling blue eyes that tore through my soul’s camouflage.

“Which is it, Clive?”

“Divorce.”

“Her fault or yours?”

“It’s never really entirely one-sided.”

“That’s very dignified of you.”

“It’s important I turn the page and move on quickly - one never knows when life’s journey ends.”

“To Bangkok then?”

“To Bangkok, anew.”

I settled into reading a book I promised to finish at some point in my life. John Irving’s Cider House Rules was a classic novel that always seemed lost in the depths of my busy and torrid life.

Sasha saw my book cover, pointed at it, and smiled.

“I prefer his fourth novel - The World According To Garp.”

“I haven’t got around to that yet, Sasha.”

“Feminist rape.”

“I hope there is more to it than that.”

“The book is better than the movie, although Robin Williams is excellent in the title role. It’s comedic - I highly recommend the read.”

“I’ll try it.”

We shared a few anecdotes and laughs, having much more in common than I thought we might at the outset. Sasha was a senior agent with Interpol, investigating white-collar crime, mostly art theft and money laundering.

“Our flight is twenty hours, Clive. Do you think it’s enough time to finish your book?”

“Without interruptions, maybe.”

“Am I an interruption?”

“A pleasant one - yes.”

“You are a smooth talker, and you look like a nice man - I can usually tell.”

“And you’d like to know why my wife and I broke up?”

“I was subtly angling toward that. Being an investigator means I am curious in all things.”

I closed my eyes, sniffed, and considered the tragedy of my life. I wanted to cry but couldn’t because guys like me don’t do that - although we probably should. When I opened my eyes again, I saw the raw power of Sasha’s femininity bearing on me in full force. She oozed empathy, sympathy, and a softness most men yearn for and would gladly submit to, perhaps even beg for. Her beauty helped by accessing man’s most secret inner desire, and I felt cocooned in her warmth and depth of emotional intelligence.

Sasha’s aroma was the clinching deal, and suddenly, I became acutely aware of why Interpol had promoted her so rapidly.

“You are an expert interrogator, Sasha.”

“Yes. My personality, sexuality, and the characters I can become make it easy to slide into the lives of my target.”

“Is that what you are doing right now - sliding into my life?”

Sasha smiled, sipped her champagne, and regarded me without blinking or giving anything away. She wrinkled her face and giggled, clearly enjoying toying with me.

“I may be playing with you a bit, but with a purpose in mind.”

“Where are you going with this… whatever this is?”

“Will you answer my question first, please, Clive?”

“Okay.”

I took a deep breath, held it for five seconds, and then exhaled slowly, enjoying the light, meditative ripple that spread through me.

“My wife Charlotte wanted to sleep with other men. We quarreled about it for years. She saw herself as a hotwife, with me acquiescing to her lifestyle. After a time of discontent, she went right ahead and began dating, then sleeping with other guys.”

“You are fucking joking?”

“Sadly not. I arrived home today, and my wife was being banged by her high school Design and Technology teacher.”

“Fuck! Drilled by the woodwork teacher?”

“That’s what I said. My son disagreed.”

“It sounds like you are better off without Charlotte. I don’t understand why you apportioned blame to both of you.”

I sipped my champagne, conducting a rapid autopsy on my behavior, Charlotte’s, and the battlefield of our marriage. I sighed, nodded a few times, came to terms with what I already knew, and shrugged.

“I waited too long to leave. My family is important to me, but the converse cannot be said, although my daughter is a good egg.”

“Wow - fucking hell, Clive.”

“What is it?”

“You have saved a fortune on therapy and might be the most well-adjusted man I have ever met.”

My love for Charlotte was lost long ago, and while I had never cheated, I enjoyed looking at the menu of beautiful women who had crossed my path. Sasha was the most enchanting and attractive of all, wearing very little makeup, smiling a great deal, and possessed of an allure that drew men and women in.

“It’s time for me to move on, Sasha. Have you any more questions?”

“I do - yes.”

“Go ahead.”

“Have you made love to your wife since her first infidelity?”

“No - I’ve gone four years with no love or sex. I have a young daughter at college; my son is twenty-two and married. I didn’t want to shatter their lives, so I moved into the spare room and let my wife lie to them and everyone else.”

“Lie about what?“

“Charlotte characterized me as a cuckold.”

“Are you a cuckold?”

“Not at all.”

“And now you are free.”

“Yes.”

“Any regrets?”

“Plenty, but at least I was there for my children.”

I made excuses to sleep, but really, I wanted to escape our conversation. Sasha was drawing me into her bubble, and even though she said there was a purpose to her question, I preferred to avoid the discussion. She was the sort of woman who could get inside a man’s head, either for good or evil purposes, and I wasn’t ready to discover which.

I slept until dinner was served, which was more like breakfast by timing, it being the meal we ate before landing in Bangkok during broad daylight. Sasha was keen to swap phone numbers, which I reluctantly but politely did, knowing full well I would soon switch off my USA unit and buy a local SIM card with burner.

We parted at the fast-track immigration clearance desks, where she headed to a baggage carousel, something I didn’t need. The noise around me, an excited clamor of travelers arriving, transiting, or departing, felt thrilling because my senses reeled, knowing I had returned to where it all began.

Because Suvarnabhumi Airport was so new, I didn’t know it well, so I asked a police officer where I could find the Tuk-Tuk stand, which I guessed would be nearby. I squeaked excitedly with joy when I saw the smartly painted auto-rickshaws because I loved the three-wheeled, open-air vehicles.

“Sah wah dee khrap, Sir.“

“Sah wah dee khrap, friend.”

“Where to are you going, Sir?”

“Anantara Riverside Bangkok Resort, please.”

“Yes, Sir. Coming there now - get in, please. I drive you very, very safe and fast, too. Come on!”

I chose a riverside hotel that was once a backpackers’ haunt - at least, it was when I last visited before getting married. It was a fun part of town, with trendy bars that were less seedy than further afield.

It was also close to the main reason I came to Bangkok.

When I saw the hotel from a distance, it was evident that extensive renovations had been undertaken since I last stayed. Nestled along the west bank of the Chao Phraya River amid eleven acres of verdant landscapes, Anantara Riverside Bangkok Resort beckoned me to an urban wellness destination, seamlessly blending tranquility with genuine local exploration opportunities.

I would relax, enjoy the spa and gym, and re-engage with my Chi through a local martial arts center. Charlotte was gone from my mind. I felt no guilt for walking out on my marriage because all conscious thoughts were focused on my resurgence.

I had booked a deluxe Junior Suite on an open ticket, not knowing how long I would stay. The room rates were less than half that of the big-name city hotels while being just as luxurious.

I had an expansive private balcony and floor-to-ceiling panorama windows, with Thai murals painted on the walls, beautifully illustrating the contemporary senses of my riverside haven. Traditional Thai touches were reflected everywhere, most noticeable in the backlit bed headboard with ancient etched inscriptions in the wood.

High ceilings with uplighting lifted my mood, as did the tastefully furnished room with a sofa and writing desk, allowing me to work from the comfort of my suite, should that be necessary. A magnificent bathroom with white marble floors and generous space included a two-person jacuzzi tub and an immense wet room with a rainfall shower.

I hit the hotel gym, wanting to tire myself before nighttime and beat jetlag, so I stretched and threw myself into an ambitious exercise regime. I also needed to be pumped for my final meeting of the day where I wanted to impress.

As I benched weights far less than I could in my youth, I wondered why my indomitable spirit had been dented and my strength reduced. While I was in good shape physically, something inside me had taken a foot off the gas pedal.

After a suitable rest, shower, and change into bodybuilder sweats, I headed downstairs to the bar, intending to indulge in my favorite cuisine. I ordered a beer that tasted different from any I had recently: more intense, flavorsome, and exciting. My transformed state of mind and flourishing hormones rejuvenated me, hauling my body and mind from a rut.

A light touch on my shoulder elicited my delighted surprise.

“Don’t gulp, or you’ll belch.”

“Sasha. What are you doing here?”

“I might ask you the same.”

“I’m finding myself.”

“In a hotel as good as any other but at half the price?”

“Something like that. Would you join me, please?”

“Okay.”

Sasha hopped onto the stool beside me and asked the waiter for a glass of Pinot Grigio. She dressed to thrill, wearing a figure-hugging red cocktail dress that revealed how immensely beautiful she was. I was captivated, with all my senses collecting her allure and sensuality.

“Are you on a job, Sasha?”

“In a manner of speaking, yes.”

“Can you talk about it?”

“Unfortunately not, but, full disclosure, I have no husband or boyfriend.”

“That’s nice to know.”

“I thought you should know after baring your soul to me earlier.”

“You intrigue me, Sasha, but I am not here for love or short-term affairs. I want to build a better me, then explore the world.”

“A good woman can help a great deal. I’m not volunteering, by the way. I’m just saying - from what I have seen of you, I would say that many women consider you an enormous catch.”

I basked in her compliment, which, coming from a beautiful, intelligent woman, felt uplifting. Everything about her presence lit me up, but I resisted that precarious moment where a keen glance or something I said would sink the hook of romance into my mouth.

A gorgeous young man, perhaps in his mid-twenties, wearing the smartest suit I ever saw, approached us, smiling. He tapped Sasha on her shoulder, and she turned, wrapping her arms around his neck before kissing him intimately as only lovers would.

I stared straight forward at the line of alcohol bottles, blinking madly, completely thrown off my feet, confused and irritated, but without justification. There could be a million reasons they kissed like lovers but I couldn’t think of one that explained how he wasn’t a boyfriend or husband.

She is on a job.

“Hello, Sasha.”

“Niran - you’ve been a naughty boy, but your lateness is not a problem because Clive here entertained me in your stead.”

“Then I shall thank Clive and take over from here - are you coming, sweetheart?”

“I’ll meet you outside in two minutes.”

Niran sauntered away, swinging the keys to an Aston Martin in his palm. He had money, or at least came from it, and his youth and good looks suggested he was a playboy. Sasha stared at me, sipped her wine, and smiled.

“Should we meet for breakfast, Clive?’

“I don’t know, should we? I mean, will you be back in time?”

“Ohh, a tiny hint of jealousy, and we have barely known each other for a day.”

“Sorry, it’s just… well, I don’t know - you owe me no explanation.”

“I disagree. I hid something while you revealed all. Can I explain myself at breakfast here, 8 a.m?”

“Okay - have a great time.”

“I shall.”

I had no doubt the young man would fuck Sasha because there could be no other explanation for their familiarity or the air of decadence that surrounded their moment. They shared no familial resemblance, nor was the kiss friendly, but I suddenly didn’t care, and nor would I attend breakfast because getting caught up with another sexually overactive woman made no sense.

It was mid-evening, and I knew the local Muay Thai gym would be thriving, so I headed there, determined to make every day count and move forward with my life. The tight streets filled with people going home or out to dinner, food hawkers yelling, Tuk Tuks weaving slowly through the throng, and bicycles tinkling bells to move crowds felt exciting.

I used a map on my phone and easily found the massive Pole Barn gym with steel pillars holding up a well-constructed corrugated iron roof. It was as I remembered it, even if the route there wasn’t

The structure’s end walls were half mural-painted breeze block and half corrugated iron, but the long sides were open, allowing ventilation and for spectators to enjoy the thrill of men with killer instincts training hard. The central hard rubber mats were huge, with enough space for twenty pairs to spar, and tonight, it was packed. Along one side, three boxing rings were well constructed with a tight canvas floor and new ropes painted red and green.

Exercise equipment, heavy weights, benches, punch bags, and stretching areas encircled the boxing rings and large matted area. I guessed around seventy people trained, dripping in sweat from the humidity, screaming or shouting as aggression exploded everywhere.

When Son Chai saw me, he stopped sparring and threw down his gloves, punching the air victoriously while leaping high. He ran toward me, pointing and yelling my name over and over until he reached me and hugged me tightly.

“My friend, Clive - you came home at last.”

“It was long overdue, Son Chai.”

“Never mind about what has been. You are here now, and nothing else matters, brother.”

He was crying, which set me off, too. Son Chai, whose name meant Victory Weapon, was my oldest friend and the Muay Thai teacher who taught me to fight, live, and love. At ten years my senior, he looked the same as I remembered, loved by all his students who gathered around me now, tapping parts of my body with their gloved fists, smiling and welcoming me home.

I was one of them, gone for over two decades, now returned as though I never left. Ours was a brotherhood that I needed now.

As I glanced around the hallowed grounds of Bangkok’s most famed, gritty fight club, I wondered why I had left. Bright tungsten carbide lights shrouded in stainless steel conical shades extended from the roof on poles, lighting up my theatre of dreams.

As the crowd dispersed and their vigorous training resumed, I knew that coming here was the right move. Son Chai dragged me around the gym, chattering excitedly in a mix of Thai and English, his arm wrapped lovingly around my shoulders, and we immediately reacquainted as brothers and best friends.

“Are you staying, brother?”

“I didn’t know for sure until now.”

“And now you have seen your old home?”

“Yes - I am staying.”

“Good. You look like a few weeks of hard training is needed to sharpen you.”

“I’ve gotten lazy, Son Chai.”

“We can fix that.” 


Chapter Two

Home, At Last

◆◆◆

I drank a bottle of cold beer with Son Chai while his fighters cooled down. I felt like a man again, in control of my destiny, proud, released from a self-inflicted purgatory with a woman even most other women would revile.

With our legs dangling over the edge, we sat on the same canvas-covered fight ring floor where I had battled and won more than a hundred times. It felt good to be in the company of a friend, relaxing in a place of honorable combat.

While we caught up, the monsoon came and deluged everywhere, so I hung around the gym, enjoying its sultry atmosphere and the soothing percussion sound of rain pelting onto a corrugated iron roof. Others braved the downpour and headed home, ignoring how soaking wet they became seconds after strolling into the open.

When the rain passed, a wave of stifling humidity replaced it, and I felt physically uncomfortable. My clothes were quickly soaked in sweat, however, the changes all around me, evident through familiar, exciting sights, sounds, and smells, imbued me with a sense that my life was transforming.

Son Chai glanced at me with a studious eye.

“Was it Charlotte who drove you to leave here?”

“No, Son Chai - it was me.”

“Have you come to terms with the situation back home?”

“Yes. One hundred percent. My wife will soon be an ex, and my kids will be a fresh chapter in my life once I rebuild.”

“You were my best fighter, Clive. There has been nobody to surpass you ever. I mean that in combat and spiritually.”

“I am older now.”

“Experience is important too, and fitness can be regained. You will rise again, brother.”

“Yes, I will.”

A young woman trained alone in a corner of the gym. I had watched the girl in her late twenties spar with guys, holding her own, and now, while the gym was empty and one light remained where she punched a bag, I saw my spirit standing near her, training harder and working later than everyone else.

Son Chai pointed at the girl and smiled.

“Amara is a great fighter, but she is wild. The men here respect her. She doesn’t have their power, but I can’t pair her with the girls because she would kill them.”

“I remember those days.”

“You will have the power back soon enough, Clive. Our Bangkok fight scene lights up when people know the White Tiger has returned, everyone will line up for a shot at you.”

“I hadn’t considered fighting again.”

“Well, brother - maybe you should extend your hotel reservation because we have work to do.”

He hopped off the ring, turned, and smiled at me, offering a hand down. I took it, and we hugged again, with back claps so loud that we disrupted Amara’s training. She headed toward us, untying her gloves while Son Chai nodded his farewell.

“I must return home, Clive - my wife and children will be waiting.”

“Thank you for humoring me, old friend.”

“Remember - life is a journey, not a destination.”

“I will.”

When he walked away, waving goodbye to Amara, I stayed behind since it felt unchivalrous not to say hello. When Amara arrived, smiling innocently, not at all the killer I knew her to be, she reached out with both hands, a request that I help unbind her.

“I know you, guy. Everyone talks.”

“I fought here when you were a child.”

“Your reputation will live on long after you are dead.”

“As will yours.”

“Maybe. You are Clive, right?”

“Yep, and you are Amara.”

“I put my money on you staying after returning here. Many said you would not return; more said you would not stay, but I knew.”

“How long has the book been running?”

“Since you left here twenty years ago. The pot has grown enormous. I have a share of that because I won.”

“I haven’t publicly announced my intention, so how do you know what I chose to do?”

“You will stay here - of that, I have no doubt. This place drew you back, and it will not let you go easily.”

She nodded confidently, grinning from ear to ear. I wanted to walk her home, another chivalrous notion from a character I felt was fundamentally flawed. In any event, Amara could protect herself, so we left together, she with a towel wrapped around her shoulders, me wearing soaking wet clothes.

Amara paused at the chain-link fence gate, looping through a heavy titanium chain to close the padlock on. She turned and stared at me.

“I would like you to stay, White Tiger.”

“Why?”

“Because you add much spice to our lives, and we are your family. It is good for everyone that you came home because it makes us whole.”

I choked because the respect I had earned in Bangkok as a young man was disregarded by my wife. She knew I could fight because we met during a tournament in New York, but Charlotte hauled me out of that life, emasculating me. 

Even my children didn’t know I was one of Thailand’s most revered martial arts fighters.

“It was nice meeting you, Amara, but I must leave now, and I’m going the opposite way to you.”

“Goodnight, White Tiger.”

“Goodnight.”

She was so beautiful, kind, respectful, and womanly that I wanted to make love to her, but hitting on a girl so much younger after meeting her less than ten minutes earlier felt like a wrong choice. In Thailand, my reputation as a fighter and man was excellent, and I wouldn’t mar that by acting sleazily.

At the hotel, I showered and bagged my clothes for laundry, grabbed another beer from the fridge, and called down to reception, explaining I would be in town for a few months longer. Hotel management would figure out a discounted room rate and perhaps move me to a better view, but I didn’t need to ask because Thai people are fundamentally kind-hearted and love to offer hospitality when they can.

I slept better than in years and only opened my phone once when jetlag woke me. I saw messages from my family, so I blocked Charlotte’s number and decided to respond to my son and daughter in the morning.

Sasha’s message flashed on-screen just before I lay my head back on the pillow to enforce more much-needed sleep.

Hi.

Hi, Sasha.

She sent me a photograph of herself lying in bed. I knew she was alone in the hotel because the bedding was the same design as mine, and the covers were undisturbed beside her.

I wanted you to know I am alone.

Why?

In case you wish to join me.

Another time.

As you wish.

I was highly of the opinion that Sasha had fucked Niran, and now, she wanted another bed partner either to meet her sexual or emotional needs. I could have used the fuck, to be honest, but after a cheating wife, I didn’t want to dip my cock inside an already recently, possibly frequently used pussy.

Breakfast then?

Yes.

I rolled out of bed at 6 a.m., feeling great. The fight club beckoned, but I would go later. First, I needed to work on my cardiovascular fitness, which meant running. I slipped on an old pair of running shoes, promising myself a shopping trip soon. I would need lots of training and fight gear, possibly some casual clothes, and definitely some lighter shirts.

On leaving the hotel, I ran along the riverside path, politely avoiding fellow users. Humidity was already stifling, but that didn’t deter the many people from running, walking with loved ones, or standing in small enclaves doing meditation similar to Tai Chi.

I glanced around a few times, running backward a few paces at one point, and heard what sounded like my name being shouted. I thought I was being followed but saw nothing, so I shrugged off my paranoia and continued running.

I ran awkwardly for three miles, reacquainting my body with proper running on concrete rather than a treadmill. I passed several girls who glanced my way, smiling, boosting my self-esteem.

When I reached the hotel, I felt sore but pleased with my first proper run in a long time. I was gym-fit, but relentless hand-to-hand combat required something far more durable. My energy reserves were fine, but I needed a lot of water.

When I checked, no severe niggles were evident in my joints, ligaments, or muscles, so I stretched off before showering and felt ready to take on the world when I stepped out of my suite.

Despite my desire to avoid Sasha, I went to the breakfast hall at 8 a.m. It bustled like an international nexus—an excited meeting place of all Asian people on their phones while gathering breakfast from an immense open buffet. Each nationality looked distinct when you were familiar with their distinguishing features. I saw Malays, Chinese, Vietnamese, Burmese, and Cambodians before I spotted Sasha waving from a table central in the breakfast melee.

Sasha stood up and seemed happy to see me, shaking my hand, which felt slightly odd given that she had invited me to her bed only a few hours ago.

“Hi Clive - I didn’t think you would come.”

“Why not?”

“I got a vibe.”

“You weren’t wrong.”

I ordered scrambled eggs on toast, preferring them to the buffet’s noodles, rice, pancakes, nasi-goreng, roti, eggy toast, and other Asian breakfast delights. I saw Sasha was loading up on caffeine without food.

“You have a beautiful figure, Sasha.”

“I’m not dieting. I ate late last night, and I feel bloated.”

“Ahh, I see.”

“I ran this morning, but it hasn’t helped much.”

“I ran too.”

“I saw you and tried to catch up - but you were too quick. I even shouted, but you didn’t hear me.”

“If I had known, I would have slowed.”

“I doubt that very much, Clive. Why not just be honest?”

Sasha cradled her cup in both hands just below her chin. Not hiding her face was a good sign, as was her friendly smile and disarming calm expression. Being an Interpol detective led me to conclude that she could act in character when called upon, which meant she would be a good liar if it suited her.

Lying wasn’t in my natural character, although I could do it like anyone else when needed. I made a choice and smiled.

“No. I didn’t want to meet you for breakfast, Sasha.”

“Why not?”

“You seem like trouble.”

“Because I slept with Niran?”

“That’s none of my business.”

“It might have been had you accepted my invitation to bed.”

“Why did you invite me to your room?”

“To make love - there is no better way to enjoy or get to know each other than by making love. We’ve already flirted. I am interested and keen even though I don’t play games like many women.”

“So you went for it and decided if we fucked, you’d know if I was the one?”

“And you rejected me.”

“Yes.”

“May I ask why?”

“It’s too soon after my wife for me to become involved with another complicated woman who enjoys an overly free approach toward sex and relationships.”

“It’s you then - not me?”

“If you like.”

My scrambled eggs turned up, and I ground salt and black pepper over them, smiling because I felt happy. A run, followed by comfort food, was the perfect start to my day, and it seemed I had defeated my attraction for Sasha. Next, I would train at my old fight club, and then, who knew?

“You’re quite arrogant, Clive.”

“In what way?”

“You assumed I slept with Niran. Had you fucked me last night, you’d be the first man to do that in two years.”

I was utterly stumped and surprised, even more so when Sasha calmly stood and smiled, making as though to leave. I wanted to apologize and make amends, but that was the agreeableness trap I always fell into with manipulative women.

Sasha had invited me to make a booty call, and I wouldn’t fall for it because I had made an assumption she asserted was inaccurate. Had I not seen her kiss Niran, I probably would have visited her room.

Ah, fuck it.

“Please sit down, Sasha.”

“Why should I? Have you been anything but rude since I kissed Niram last night?

“Why did you kiss him?”

“How is that your business?”

“It isn’t.”

She sat down, and Sasha revealed her true feelings for the first time - grumpiness. I laughed and tilted my head back before leveling my stare at her.

“I can’t believe I am having this conversation so soon after shedding a whore wife.”

“I’m not a whore, Clive.”

“Sorry - I misspoke.”

“Okay - let’s move on.”

“If I’d known you hadn’t slept with Niran, I would have visited your room.”

“So you assumed me to be a slut, and beneath you?”

“Yes.”

“Niran was my first boyfriend, and we parted as best friends. I have never kissed him any other way - it was a mistake in a moment of thoughtless excitement, but I only realized that afterward.”

“I jumped to conclusions.”

“I can understand why.”

“He looks so much younger than you.”

“Niran is almost your age. It’s common among Thai men to age much more slowly than Caucasians, at least in their looks.”

“He looked like a playboy.”

“Niran is a playboy - hence, I left him two years ago. He was my last boyfriend.”

“Oh.”

“We met for dinner and nothing more.”

I did the mental gymnastics, figuring Sasha was telling me she had a low body count and wasn’t at all a slut. I felt aroused to the extent I was sexually interested as I had been in the aircraft on the flight we shared and again in the bar before her ex turned up.

“I bet you wished you accepted my offer last night, Clive.”

“Why did you ask me for a booty call?”

“I like you and wanted to take a risk. Also, I am ovulating, and you made me feel horny as fuck.”

“I apologize for disappointing.”

“By assuming I am a slut, or for not coming to my bedroom when invited?”

“Both.”

“Then I accept your apology.”

I ordered more coffee, which also suited Sasha. I studied her again, noticing her beauty and the calm way she projected feminine power. She was attracted to me, but then, it was too soon to start a relationship after such a tortuous marriage.

“Why are you here, Sasha?”

“In Thailand?”

“Yeah.”

“Drugs investigation. I can’t say anything more than that.”

“And what happens when you leave here?”

“I’ll be deployed on another task force somewhere. I have no idea what mission will follow, Clive. I’ll be here for a while, though - discovering every cog in a billion-dollar drug trade takes time.”

“Maybe we could meet for dinner sometime?”

“I’d like that - are we talking in the hotel?”

“Nah - on the streets is where you find the best food.”

When I reached the fight club, I saw a name change had occurred. Above the front gate to his compound, Son Chai had a new banner.

White Tiger.

Upon seeing me, my teacher bounded enthusiastically across the fighting mats, yelling instructions for his students to engage and spar while he greeted me. After a bow, then a hug, I pointed at his school banner.

“Is this how you have announced me?”

“Rumor was already out, but it does not harm to let our competitors know the beast roams in our jungle.”

“You are setting me up to fail, master.”

“I won’t hear that again. Your old locker is free, the combination is the same, and I stocked it for you.”

When I opened the steel locker bearing my name and logo, a couple of thousand dollars of brand-new gear hung on rails or was neatly folded and stacked on shelves. Muay Thai White Tiger embroidered shorts, compression shirts, boots, a skipping rope, gloves, hand wraps, rash, and skin guards were like candy to my kid in the store.

I donned a pair of skin-tight spats with artwork depicting a White Tiger posing atop a fallen competitor. I slipped on a black compression shirt and pulled out the skipping rope, the only used item in my locker.

I smiled when I saw the handles with my name carved into the wood. Son Chai had kept my original rope. I selected an out-of-the-way corner of the compound in full shade, not wanting to tax myself too much on day one.

It took an hour to regain my boxer-style skipping technique, characterized by a shuffle-like movement, shifting my weight from one foot to the other and staying low on the ground. After another hour of sweating, I was done, exhausted, and ready to crawl into bed. I drank Pocari Sweat fluids because they had the closest components to my body's natural fluids.

When I saw Son Chai leading Amari toward me, I knew more training would be loaded on me.

“I want to keep my tigers together. Tire flipping for ten minutes in sets of five flips each time.”

“Yes, master.”

We had different-sized tires and lanes within which we had to keep them. Mine weighed one hundred and fifty kilos, Amari’s about two-thirds that - both of us would lift far more than our body weight in an all-over muscle-burning exercise.

After ten minutes of hell, I almost collapsed, conserving enough energy for when Son Chai returned and told us to go again. I was glad he could tell we were both at a near-collapsing point, allowing us to rest. I lay on a mat in the sun with beautiful Amari next to me.

“I need a massage, Clive.”

“If I could, I would, sweetheart.”

“It wasn’t an invitation, silly Tiger.”

“Oh, sorry.”

Amari rolled over and giggled, looking at me with the side of her head pressed to the mat. She looked cute and tired but disarmed and vulnerable. The soft, gentle girl who relaxed beside me looked far more beautiful than when we had trained - as lovely as Sasha.

“I meant a Thai massage, Clive.”

“Ahh, of course.”

“If you wanted to massage me, you would need to take me to dinner first.”

“I love street food.”

“Then we should explore options together.”

“I’d like that too.”


Chapter Three

Poor Choices

◆◆◆

The fight club had first-class facilities, including extensive changing rooms with a sauna, ice bath, and steam room. We showered in our private areas and met outside. I wore my go-to jeans and white T-shirt, but I was stunned by Amara’s beauty and sensuality when she stepped out. I was sure she noticed my gawping, looking pleased with herself, averting her eyes demurely, and smiling happily.

She wore a light cotton, mid-calf-length sun dress that perfectly complimented her figure, pulling in tightly around a slender waistline. The brilliant white fabric had a bright red floral print all over, puff-styled sleeves with frills, and a casual square neck. My eyes were drawn to a split in the dress, almost reaching the point on her thigh where it might reveal her panties, which remained tantalizingly out of sight.

Son Chai glanced at each of us and snorted, tossing his head before turning away to hide his delight. He had sensed the sexual tension between two of his students, which also felt palpable to me. He smiled, then strolled away, believing he had done his old friend a big favor.

I turned my attention to Amara, unsure what to say. My heart pounded like I was back on the gym floor, towing a tire with my temples near bursting point. I hadn’t felt like this since meeting my wife on our first date, and now, soon after leaving one woman, I seem to be in the thrall of another.

“You look beautiful, Amara.”

“The cheapest dress in the market has seduced your eyes. I am pleased you like it.”

“The person wearing the dress and her beautiful smile bring the fabric to life. You don’t look like the sweltering tigress half an hour ago fighting a tire.”

“You cleaned up nicely, too. Shall we leave before too many tongues are wagging about us?”

“Yep, lead on.”

There is something transformational about finding a woman attractive after shedding an odious wife, especially when it appears the new romantic interest made an effort for you. I had the hots for Amara now, but Sasha was always in the back of my mind, nagging away like an itch I needed to scratch. The women were similar in that both had feisty attitudes and engaged in combat, one in fighting sports, the other by her investigative lifestyle.

We walked along a noisy and colorful street, typical of any city in Thailand. An old man with a worldly smile was selling aromatic joss sticks from his wheeled stall beside a nut shop with hot roasted cashews, pistachio nuts, and hacked-open coconuts with straws sticking out of the top.

I was intoxicated by a zest for life and led up a staircase of happiness into the clouds by a beautiful woman and a charming place. I pointed at one of my favorite street foods when we passed a wooden cart with gas burners, bubbling pots of soupy stock, and skewers of fish and meat waiting to be cooked.

“Fishcakes were always my favorite.”

“These are called Tod Mun Pla. Would you like one, Clive?”

“Will it harm our appetite if we did?”

“I doubt it.”

Amara stepped forward and bartered with the street food vendor, handing over a few notes in exchange for two deep-fried fishcakes. I broke mine up in the plastic bag and skewered each piece before daubing them into a small paper dish of sweet chili sauce that my date held precariously in the crook of her arm.

When I bit in, the memories of my youth flooded back. I closed my mouth and had a taste bud orgasm as the fishy, spicy, sweet snack overcame my senses.

“You look like you’re having fun, Clive.”

“Sorry. I got carried away. These taste better than I remember. It is so easy to forget the most enjoyable things in life.”

“Every stall owner has a different style of making traditional favorites. These are flavored with red curry and kaffir lime leaf - not too much chili.”

“Delicious.”

We arrived at a typical street food restaurant with plastic tables and chairs outside. They were filled with young men who had finished work and grabbed a bite to eat on their way home or to an evening club. Judging by how they openly stared lustily at Amara, they were probably single.

She saw a flicker of annoyance in my expression, and I paused momentarily, considering some ill-advised chivalrous act of stupidity. Amara linked her arm through mine and said something to me in Thai that seemed to disengage their interest. She dragged me inside, where ceramic tiled floors, air conditioning, wooden tables, and wicker-back, wooden-framed chairs summoned us to a much more suitable environment for a man poorly acclimated to the outdoor evening heat and humidity.

As we sat, Amara smiled peacefully, but I guessed she was a little irritated by my social ineptitude.

“In Thailand, men look at girls all the time, especially single men who see a girl making herself look pretty for a man. It is not unusual.”

“Sorry.”

“There is no need for an apology. I am just explaining this to you, Clive. I am sure you will readapt to our way of life soon.”

“What did you say to me in Thai?”

“A rough translation was, I am so happy to be here with you, husband.”

“Husband?”

“They lost interest in us, which was all we needed.”

“True.”

“Shall we eat?”

“Yes, please - will you order, please, Amara?”

When I lived in Bangkok as a young man, Thai culture was easy for me to integrate with; now, with the ingrained social norms of my homeland having shaped me, I was a fish out of water.

The aromas in our restaurant were sensually evocative, as were the surroundings, which had an immense wall of fish tanks full of live menu options swimming around like advertisements. I saw small grouper, green sea wrasse, and rock lobster, all in separate tanks.

Amara ordered our food in Thai language, and I guessed it was fish on our menu because the server grabbed a short stick with a net and fished our dinner out of a tank. Cloudy juice drinks with tiny calamansi limes cut in half floated in a refreshing beverage that would fell a diabetic.

I eyed my date, who smiled innocently, enjoying how I looked at her.

“Tell me about you, Amara.”

“Not much to say. My parents are good people; Dad is a doctor, and Mom runs his surgery like a German auto factory. They saw me being bullied as a young girl and introduced me to Son-Chai.”

“He taught you to fight?”

“Along with my father, yes.”

I racked my brains, knowing instantly that either her mom or dad had studied under Son-Chai. She grinned, knowing precisely what I was doing.

“Is your father Khemkhaeng?”

“Yes. You remember him.”

She was delighted that I had remembered her Dad, clapping her hands gleefully several times. I laughed, not because she did but because I was amazed at how a killer in the ring was such a wonderful, vibrant woman out of it, possessed of all the feminine qualities many men love so much.

“Your Dad slapped me around during my early sparring days, but he never deliberately hurt me.”

“He said you bested him within six months of arriving at the fight club, but you refused to demonstrate your superiority, always discretely backing down while sparring.”

“Your dad is revered at the club, and it would serve no purpose for me to beat him other than to inflate my ego.”

“For many, that is purpose enough, Clive.”

“Your father was always kind to me. When I was injured, he treated me, insisting on no payment. He also taught me to meditate and stretch off before and after exercise and fighting.”

“He talks about the White Tiger often.”

“Does your father know I am here?”

“Everyone knows you are here, Clive. Fight Club Thailand will come for you soon.”

“I won’t fight in their meat grinder.”

“Me neither.”

Fight Club Thailand was an illegal, underground, unsanctioned martial arts fight organizer. Harsh spotlights and street lamps illuminate vicious brawls between shirtless men as the screams of an adrenaline-fuelled crowd echo beneath grimy Bangkok underpasses.

“These days, they use shipping containers as boxing ring boundaries in scrap yards and drop combatants in the middle, only providing a ladder for their escape when one is unconscious or dead.”

“Like I said - I’m not interested.”

“They will come for you, Clive - regardless of your interest. You are a foreigner with a huge reputation. Once you are fighting fit, they can monetize you.”

“Do you fight for them?”

“No - but they are coming for me too. A woman who can beat some guys is also a good cash cow to milk.”

“What will you do?”

“I won’t fight illegally because it disrespects me, my family, and our club.”

“Me neither.”

I saw a tear in her eye, a sign of overwhelming pride for her family and club, piquing her emotions in the face of a daunting challenge. Crossing the thin line between legal and illegal fighting in Thailand carries a punishment of up to one year in prison and a twenty thousand Thai Baht fine.

But I wanted to fight illegally when I was here as a young man, and only respect for Son-Chai veered me away from that darkness. As I stared at her beauty, I felt a reckless, violent man stir deep inside me, and I closed my eyes as I stepped into the container-sided ring to beat the crap out of a guy for money.

My alter-ego flared hotly, but I quelled it silently while Amara studied my body language. Undoubtedly, she was assessing my suitability as boyfriend material, liking some of what she saw in me, unsure about the hidden darkness that mirrored my soul through micro-expressions in my face, not always easy to hide.

Our steamed fish arrived as a shared platter with two small plates for us to eat from. Amara looked overjoyed, not only because of the food we would eat, but I hoped, because she enjoyed my company.

“Are you training as a doctor, Amara?”

“Yes. I study at the Faculty of Medicine Siriraj Hospital, Mahidol University. It is the oldest and biggest medical school in Thailand. I am in my final year of study before becoming an intern.”

“Your parents must be proud.”

“They are - but every day I get the same question.”

“Grandchildren?”

“Yes.”

“It is important to start a family, especially here.”

“Finding a good husband first is far more important, Clive.”

The steamed fish was served in a light, sweet and sour sauce with spring onions and bean sprouts. We each had a small bowl of boiled rice to add to our plate, which we could mix with the fish according to our preference, adding condiments that included soy and chili sauces.

The food melted in my mouth with immense flavor impact, and I relaxed in my surroundings. I glanced around the room and landed on three men sitting at a corner table. They looked suspiciously like gang members, more by their rabid looks and the secretive way they spoke to one another than by any specific gang memorabilia.

When I glanced at Amara, she discretely shook her head.

“Please, don’t, Clive.”

“Red Wa?”

“Yes - don’t look again. They are dangerous.”

“They come here from Burma?”

“They have become the most powerful organized crime gang in Thailand. The Red Wa originate from Burma and are associated with the United Wa State Army.”

I fixed my eyes on Amara, not because the men might be dangerous to us. She was nervous, and I could only imagine what being mixed up with the Red Wa as friend or foe might mean for her family.

When Sasha walked into the restaurant, she saw me and momentarily faltered, pausing to check us out. She looked shocked, grimaced, shook her head, ignored me, and headed past wordlessly.

When she sat beside the Red Wa gang members, I knew she was investigating undercover. My mind swirled as I considered what she must be feeling and thinking about. First, I was a familiar face smack bang in the middle of her seemingly perilous investigation. Second, I was dining with a beautiful girl while there was an implied flirting hanging in the air between us.

Amara flashed a look at Sasha and then me, immediately knowing something was wrong.

“Do you know her?”

“Not really.”

“You do know her, though?”

“We met on the flight here, and she’s staying at the same hotel.”

“Oh… I see.”

“It’s nothing like that.”

“You owe me no explanation, Clive.”

I knew Amara was disappointed, but I could hardly tell her Sasha’s odd reaction to me was because she worked for Interpol and was undercover. I feared the worst, and my paranoia bit deep when I thought the gang members might have been alerted by a wrong expression from me, a moment’s hesitation by her, or some other quirk of our body language.

Much to Amara’s chagrin, I trained my ears on their conversation but heard nothing besides incoherent chatter. The noisy fish tank filtration system bubbling incessantly and other people talking loudly obfuscated the conversation I desperately wanted to listen to.

Amara nodded in their direction.

“Would you like to join them, Clive?”

“No… no, not at all.”

“She must be a criminal, or she’s investigating them undercover - either way, she is fucking with the wrong men.”

“I fear she is in danger.”

“It’s none of your business if she is. If you remember anything about Thai gangs, you should know they are not averse to killing strangers and dropping them into the jungle via a helicopter.”

“I know.”

I heard Sasha bang her fists on the table and snarl something in Thai before standing to leave. She stormed out of the restaurant, not even shooting a sidelong glance, leaving the men looking furious.

“There - it’s over, Clive, whatever it was.”

“I have no idea.”

I was speechless. A date with a beautiful woman was already marred, but more than that - I was seriously concerned about Sasha’s safety. When the three men quarreled briefly, then stood and left the restaurant - I feared the worst and stared at Amara, petrified about what I was about to do.

“I have to make sure they aren’t following her, Amara.”

“You will be foolish if you do.”

“They might attack her.”

“That doesn’t make it your business. She embroiled herself with bad people; now, you also want to provoke them. I won’t help you, Clive. I have family here who Red Wa would kill in an instant.”

“I am not asking you to help.”

“Go then - she obviously means more to you than simply being an unknown passenger you met on the airplane.”

“Please wait for me.”

I stood to leave, but by her expression, I figured Amara wouldn’t wait, so I placed enough money on the table to cover our bill and followed Red Wa’s trail.

Outside, the three gang members were already fifty meters away, but Sasha was nowhere to be seen. When the men turned sharply left into a tight lane, I understood why - they had followed the Interpol Officer.

I picked up my pace, reaching the guys to within twenty meters by the time I turned sharply left, and I followed along a quiet alleyway. I wasn’t sure how proficient an undercover officer Sasha was because she never looked back, so I assumed she had no idea the men were following her.

After a few hundred meters, the alleyway was almost empty, with buildings on either side being the commercial back entries for factories, warehouses, and shop premises.

Sasha turned into the yard of one - a small warehouse with two battered white panel vans parked against unloading docks. She opened a door on the docking bay and stepped through, despite the three men shouting and running towards her.

They entered the building, and I feared the worst, following inside. Sasha and the men had stormed into the warehouse, so I quietly waited outside the main entrance in a corridor, listening for trouble, prepared to pounce if she needed help.

I saw Sasha walk into the middle of a deserted warehouse where two pallets were loaded with wooden crates. She turned, placed a foot on one, and stared smugly at the men who followed her.

“Hi, guys.”

“Olivia… stop this stupidity! You can’t be in here.”

“I’m proving my fucking point.”

“What point?”

“You three are skimming off the top of every consignment, and the boss must know.”

“You got it wrong.”

Sasha, seemingly known to her Thai gangster friends as Olivia, pulled off the wooden box lid, picked up a vacuum-sealed plastic bag the size of a house brick, and slammed it on the floor, splitting the seams open and spilling pills everywhere.

“Are you still going with that bullshit explanation Sunan?”

“This is none of your fucking business.”

“Yeah, it is. If you steal from the gang, it’s all our business.”

“Fuck you, Olivia.”

The guys fanned out into attack mode, and I knew right away that one would take her head-on while the other two came from either flank. Either Sasha was armed and dangerous or naively stupid because she looked entirely disinterested in her peril.

“It looks like you want to double down on your stupidity, Sunan. Back the fuck off and start running. I’ll give you an hour before calling this in.”

“We’ll make this painless, Olivia - relatively, anyhow - after we have some fun.”

“Why do guys like you always infer rape? Is it because no respectable girl will fuck you?”

“You’ll find out.”

“If you were a decent guy, I would let it pass but weasels like you must be called out. In these circumstances, good guys don’t rape… they would just kill me.”

Sunan lunged forward, but I didn’t see if he connected because I was already running at him. When Sasha’s assailant saw me from the corner of his eye, he spun to confront a new threat, bringing his fists up to cover his face in a classic boxer pose.

Adrenaline coursed through me, tensing my muscles, feeding my animal brain with an instinct to kill - something I hadn’t felt for years. I swung a massive roundhouse punch, avoiding Sunan’s guard, smashing my fist into his left ear. I stepped quickly to my left and grabbed my other arm around his neck, hauling him off balance.

I kneed Sunan in the midriff, winding him before I swept his legs away with my left shin, easily taking him down like a sack of shit. When I pressed a knee on his chest, his shocked expression disappeared after my second punch to his face, and he was unconscious.

When I stood and saw the other two assailants reeling in pain on the floor, I realized Sasha hadn’t needed a weapon. She looked furiously at me, then glanced at the men, pointing them to the door.

“Take Sunan and fuck off.”

“Where will we go?”

“Find a cave in Burma and hide because Red Wa is coming for you fuckers.”

The men knew they were done, so they picked up their leader, Sunan, and headed for the door through which we had all arrived. After they were gone, Sasha rounded on me, snarling like a caged, starving Tigress.

“What the fuck was that all about, Clive?”

“I thought you were in danger.”

“It’s none of your business.”

“You aren’t the first to tell me that this evening.”

“You might have blown my cover and fucked up a global investigation.”

“I keep apologizing today, and it doesn’t seem to help.”

“Did you think me a helpless woman?”

“I came to help because I know you and was concerned.”

“Ahh, not because you are attracted to me, then?”

“Of course I am, but that’s not why I followed you.”

“Isn’t it?”

She stared at me, defying the lie I was telling and challenging me to be honest. She looked sexy to the extent I would have made love there and then had there not been millions of dollars in drugs underfoot.

“Okay, maybe… yeah - I am attracted to you, and my instinct was to protect.”

“It’s a shame you rejected my booty call then.”

“That’s not fair, Sasha. You’re toying with me now.”

“I know - I’m sorry.”

“Apology accepted.”

“As is yours, Clive.”

“Thank you.”

I glanced around at hundreds of pills that littered the floor and absorbed what had happened. If the boxes were full of illicit drugs and this warehouse was where skimming off the top occurred, then the full scale of their main operation must be immense. 

“It’s Methamphetamine - bound ultimately for our homeland.”

“Are those guys Red Wa?”

“They were. Once I call the boss about this place, they will be hunted wherever they go. I would put their chances of survival at less than five percent. It will be a miracle if they are still alive in twelve months.”

“Why did you meet them?”

“They asked for the meeting. I was seen on nearby CCTV, and they needed to find out why - then silence me. I hoped they would run without a quarrel.”

“So you were in danger, Sasha?”

“Still, it’s none of your business.”

“I only wanted to help - I worried about you. What kind of a man wouldn’t?”

“I don’t know if I could have taken down all three, so thank you.”

She sighed and sat on the unopened wooden crate, staring at me as though I were a naughty boy and she was my teacher. Sasha looked sexier than I had ever seen her, and although I hadn’t watched her takedown of the two assailants, I knew she must have formidable fighting skills.

“The gang is a hybrid these days. It is composed of people from the Wa ethnic group, and they work together with Chinese organized criminals in the drug trade. The Red Wa control the methamphetamine trade in Thailand and neighboring countries and are also known for being involved in the trafficking and sale of other drugs, mainly heroin.”

“And Interpol are working to disrupt the drugs from going to the USA.”

“We are leading a task force to eradicate the drugs entirely if possible. It just so happens that the bulk of them are shipped stateside.”

“How do they get there?”

“From here, they go overland to Malaysia, where they are packed into barrels made into rafts. Low-frequency, short-range transponders are installed on the makeshift rafts which are floated into the Malacca straits.”

“I don’t understand - what happens after that?”

“The drug traffickers use wind, wave, tidal, and bathymetric data to predict where  Chinese cargo ships will be in the Malacca straits at a given time and release from Jerejak Island.”

“Fuck! So the cargo ships track and collect the rafts?”

“Yep.”

“I had no idea this was happening - sorry.”

“Although Red Wa primarily focuses on drug trafficking, groups associated with the United Wa State Army have also been involved in other crimes to protect their territory. This is a nasty group of people, and they will kill you without blinking.”

“Why kill me?”

“Because you are poking your nose into business that doesn’t concern you. They will do to you precisely what they would to me.”

“Excluding the rape.”

“I wouldn’t count on it, Clive.”

Sasha eyed me with a seriousness I couldn’t ignore. I was highly aroused, partly because of Amara but primarily because of seeing Sasha in her most glorious guise and for having enjoyed my first proper fight in ages. My muscles cramped from a lactic acid overdose, and I knew I would need to stretch, but for now, I held myself together.

“You’d better return to your date, Clive.”

“Amara isn’t my date.”

“Oh, come on - please don’t lie. You don’t strike me as a liar.”

“Okay, it was a first, informal date, but I doubt she will put up with me after this.”

“She’s pretty and seemed keen on you - perhaps a sincere apology will reopen the door - girls like that. In any event, you should check in with her while I fix my problems here.’

“Okay - sorry again for interfering, Sasha.”

“It’s fine - you were only trying to help. Perhaps I must learn to be more gracious.”

“I’ll see you around.”

“We live at the same hotel, so undoubtedly we shall.”

I turned and walked away, leaving her with more drugs than I’d seen in my lifetime, with a street value that I assumed must reach well into the millions. As I reached the door, Sasha shouted my name, so I turned and nodded.

“Yeah - what’s up?”

“Where did you learn to fight like that?”

“Oh, you know… here and there.”

I stepped through the door wearing a big smile, glad to have left some mystery behind me. I walked briskly to the restaurant and saw, to my disappointment, that Amara had left. The restaurant owner smiled when he saw me stepping out from behind his counter.

“The lady already left.”

“Was she angry with me?”

“Maybe a little bit - people don’t involve themselves with Red Wa so thoughtlessly.”

“I have managed to upset two women in less than an hour.”

“That’s some going - perhaps you should lay low. The mountains are nice this time of the year.”

I laughed at his joke because it mimicked a common theme worldwide among men who knew they had upset women. When he handed me the money I left to pay for dinner, I knew I had fucked up big time.

“The lady paid for dinner and said it was her pleasure to do that.”

“That’s not good.”

“Don’t worry, my friend - redemption is always possible when a woman has a kind heart, and both of them you upset today seem good to me. You must choose which is more important is all.”

“Oh, it’s not like that.”

“It never is with you, young men.”


Chapter Four

White Tiger

◆◆◆

When I stepped out of the restaurant during sunset, it was time to hurry, so I flagged down a Tuk-Tuk, unwilling to brave a twilight walk back to my hotel. Aedes aegypti, a hideous tiger-striped mosquito, is most active for approximately two hours after sunrise and during sunset, although it frequently bites at night in well-lit areas.

I was at the peak danger time for the dreaded mosquito that inflicted dengue fever if it was infected, a fact few visiting tourists knew.

“It is dengue fever time, Sir.”

“I know, buddy.”

“Do you know this year’s death count is much higher, Sir?”

“Let’s not make it two more, my friend. Anantara Riverside Bangkok Resort, please. I need a drink.”

The driver’s smile widened at the mention of my hotel resort, a sign he approved my choice. He revved the moped attached to his Tuk-Tuk steel shell, smiled enthusiastically, and then took off like a bat out of hell, weaving in and out of the evening traffic like a maniac, barely avoiding street food vendors just beginning their shift and market traders about to give up for the day.

Dengue fever was a big issue in Thailand that everyone had to live with. I cursed my bright, short-sleeved T-shirt, knowing I should have worn bland colors with roll-down or full-length sleeves. It was another lesson learned and one that immersed me deeper into a culture I loved.

At the hotel, I showered, changed, and went to the bar. I preferred the half-priced draught beer there to what my mini-bar had available. My first perfectly chilled Chang beer went down like a bucket of water on hot coals, invigorating me. It wasn’t just an amber blend of malted barley like any other pilsner-style lager - the context was everything, adding significantly to the flavor.

The chilled glass came from a refrigerator, adding frost and beads of condensation on the outside, seducing me into a deepening desire for refreshment. I gulped, enjoying the gentle taste of barley with a tingly, easy-to-enjoy bitterness that lingered pleasantly.

While I enjoyed the second greatest pleasure a man like me could have, I was interrupted by the greatest of all - a woman.

“You look like you need that beer.”

“I do.”

She was devastatingly beautiful and Chinese, taller than most, but with the classic cute, demure smile, high cheekbones, and long, straight, jet-black hair I caved in to. Her green eyes were catlike, seductive and begging me to take her to my bed.

“You’re a honey trap.”

“Your instincts are good, White Tiger.”

“What do you want?”

“A daiquiri, please.”

She shifted her cute, tight ass onto the bar stool next to mine in the most seductive way possible. Women were designed by Mother Nature to be attractive and to draw men in, but this one was like a planetary gravity all by herself, yanking my heart, soul, and every fiber toward her.

I politely raised a finger to my barman, pointing at my beer so he would ready another.

“And a daiquiri, please.”

“Coming right up, Sir.”

Her smile would have any boy teenager running for the toilet where he could drop his pants and crank one out, but I was made of sterner stuff, albeit my willpower to resist was highly strained. A few days away from Charlotte had worked wonders for my self-esteem and libido, and now, I wanted to make love, seemingly having three options on the table, each woman in varying degrees of readiness to bed me.

“My name is Charlie.”

“That’s not your real name, though.”

“My name is Charlize. Charlie is easier and cuter, I think. Do you agree?”

“It’s still not the name your mom and dad gave you.”

“No.”

“I won’t fight illegally if that’s why you came and innocently bumped into me here.”

“You will fight. The question is, who for? Also, there is another matter, but it can wait, as I have patiently waited for you to return.”

“Are you from Fight Club Thailand?”

“Not directly.”

“It’s the same thing.”

“Fight Club Thailand organizes underground events. They move containers, build street arenas, pay off cops, sell beer and dope, and run the books. I’m not in the gutter with these people but find them useful occasionally.”

“What’s your angle?”

“Don’t be so uncouth, Clive - I am not a girl with an angle. Do you see angles and rough edges anywhere on my body or in my behavior?”

She looked genuinely distressed at my suggestion and raised her arms, using her legs on the metal stand three-quarters of the way from the stool to the floor, spinning slowly. Her figure was breathtaking, revealed by a perfectly tailored, collared white blouse shaped into her hourglass waist. Her breasts were full and pushed high, with both solid nipples clearly and deliberately on display, accentuated by tailored darts that contoured her breasts.

Charlie’s skin-tight, bright red pencil skirt hemmed an inch above her knees, revealing the tiniest sliver of her beautiful silken inner thighs, suggesting heaven was nearby. An ankle chain with one love heart dangling against her skin like a work of art was an ambiguous sign, and she noticed that I had seen it.

“Do you like my anklet?”

“It has various possible meanings.”

“Such as?”

“It might mean that you are not open to being approached intimately. Conversely, in some cultures, it hints that you are searching for a romantic partner to have fun with, or it could mean you are married but intent on finding another partner.”

“Like a hotwife with a cuckold husband?”

“Is that a reference to me?”

“No, why would it be?”

Charlie looked very confused, so it was clear she knew nothing about my life back home, a disastrous marriage, or why I had returned to Thailand. She did know the White Tiger, though, and that confused me as to why. It felt as though she had a very different impression of who I was than I did.

She noticed that I was distracted and lifted a leg, giggling, drawing my attention to her anklet, but all I saw was along her thighs, a thin white triangle of fabric covering a beautiful camel toe that seemed to have a line of dampness between two swollen mounds.

“My anklet. Any more guesses?”

“Could mean anything here - I can never remember which ankle signifies what.”

“In my culture, anklets worn on the right side may signify that I am married or in a committed relationship. On the left ankle, it is worn as a talisman or features the protection against an evil eye as a charm or bead.”

“Yours is worn on the left.”

“Mine represents a personal style, as a charm reminding me of my connection to life, the earth, water, and sky - a Chinese custom in the mountain village where I was born. My maternal grandmother gifted me the charm, so it is very dear to me.”

“It’s an innocent trinket with no sexual meaning then?”

“Yes, although I do love its effect on some men and women I occasionally meet who imagine me as a slut.”

“Do you mind people perceiving you that way?”

“Perhaps that is what I am.”

That’s a fucking tease.

Charlie stared, daring me to look away from her green pools of affection and truth-seeking that soaked me into a loving warmth while scanning my vital signs as a lie detector might. She licked her lips and grinned, looking slightly more vulnerable than she wanted to, catching the mistake quickly.

“Will you answer my question, please, Clive? Do you see any angles or hidden agenda when you look at me, inside or out?”   

“No, but you have a hidden agenda - you mask all signs of it very well.”

“Thank you.”

“If not as a honey trap, why are you here?”

“You will discover why - rather… what I am and why I visited you here in good time. I come in friendship this time.”

“So, for now, you are just a girl in a bar with a hidden agenda.”

“Aren’t all meet cute’s like that, White Tiger?”

“This isn’t a meet-cute because you planned to bump into me. If not at this bar, now, you would have pounced on me elsewhere.”

“You make me sound like a Tigress, White Tiger.”

“The irony in that statement isn’t lost on me. You are a sensationally beautiful woman, too much so to be a kite drifting in a hurricane, seeking refuge at this bar in a daiquiri - you have a purpose, Charlie, and you belong to no man, or they would be here, protecting their interest.”

“I won’t deny that I have an intention with you, although I love a good daiquiri, and this hotel bar serves the best. Thank you for the compliment. I am unattached, as you rightly deduce.” 

“Since I only arrived here a few days ago, how do you know about me?”

“Because you matter, White Tiger - as do all the game pieces seemingly moving around you.”

I enjoyed our game of mental chess, wondering if I was being arrogant in thinking Charlie wanted to fuck me. It occurred to me that an impression of her desire for me might be all she needed to open my petals like a rose on a summer morning.

Precum had already leaked from my stiff cock into the boxer briefs fabric that would stain my jeans. Charlie’s presence was like a sudden, overwhelming combat airstrike, taking down my defenses, and now she mauled me sexually and emotionally without laying a finger.

When our drinks arrived, Charlie faced me and pulled gently on her bottom lip, raised a glass, smiled uber cutely, and sipped slowly, enjoying her daiquiri with such a joyous, sensual expression that made me believe she drank the precious, warm seed from my prostate, enjoying how it squirted powerfully in ropes of hot cream across her tongue.

Fucking pack it in, Clive.

I raised my glass, too, and drank the excellent cold lager, feeling like her pussy juice was a bead of condensation running down the outside of it onto my bottom lip, where it refreshed me.

What the fuck is going on?

“Please believe me that you can’t trust Sasha.”

“How do you know Sasha?”

“Because she matters too.”

“I’m starting to think you matter most of all. You seem to have answers to questions I haven’t thought of yet.”

“No - I assure you that’s not the case. It only matters that I talk to you right now and that we build positively from here.”

“Why?”

“Because one day soon I am going to fuck you, White Tiger, here or in the USA, one way or another - it’s up to you whether that is a pleasurable fucking or a bad one.”

“That’s cryptic.”

“We can be together or apart, Clive - it’s your choice.”

Charlie finished her daiquiri and set down the empty glass, raising a finger to the barman. He stumbled over as much in her thrall as I was. 

“Please, Stanley… another beer for my friend.”

It was clear our impromptu meeting was over, but I still had no idea how Charlie connected to Sasha and why any of this was my business. I didn’t want to seem desperate, so I wouldn’t plug for the information I wasn’t getting. Instead, I took another long swig of my beer and casually raised my eyebrows as though I didn’t care whether she stayed or left.

But I fucking well did.

She lifted her clutch handbag wordlessly, smiled, and raised one eyebrow, slowly tracking her gaze down from my eyes to my cock and back again. When she leaned into me, her sensual aroma hit like an artillery battery, overwhelming my senses.

“I’ll tell you something for nothing, White Tiger.”

“Go on.”

“I am just as aroused as you are right now. My nipples are rock hard, and my panties are damp.”

“Oh my, Charlie. You are a fucking naughty girl.”

“Choose your side wisely, my sweet man.”

“And if I don’t?”

“I think you already know what will happen. Think about what happened in Chicago in 2013.”

I ignored the comment because questioning her seemed like a dangerous thing to do. She turned and walked away while I searched my memories of my visits to Chicago. My cock strained against my jean’s fly buttons, and my heart ached for the loss of Charlie’s presence as, slowly, my body chemistry turned on me, begging me to give chase, kneel, beg, and do anything I could to drag the beautiful woman into my bed where I could fuck her.

When Charlie rounded the corner, never glancing back, I smiled and calmed my inner demons. I regained my dignity after Charlotte, which only took me a few days. As I took another long swig of my beer, my training kicked in, and the memory of the man I once was conquered the emotional tsunami rising from within. 

“No.”

“No to what, Clive?”

I spun around and saw Sasha, another beautiful seductress with danger etched on her face. Our last meeting in a restaurant started badly, survived a brawl in a warehouse, and ended well, but I was so confused by her, the drugs, Amara’s disappearance, and Charlie that I was lost for words.

“I take it your girlfriend left the restaurant before you returned?”

“She isn’t my girlfriend.”

“Okay, your friend then.”

“She left because the Red Wa are indiscriminate in who they harm. Amara wants to stay out of the fight for the sake of her family.”

“What fight?”

“The one you are engaged in - the warehouse, drugs, all of that melee that followed you earlier today.”

“Ahh, that - all cleaned up now.”

I noticed Sasha sidled onto the bar stool much the same way Charlie had, with a more casual sexual demeanor, not signaling her availability so hard but no less arousing. She raised a finger to our barman, who looked bored, having served only two customers for the last half an hour and with the most exciting one gone.

“I’ll take a small draught beer and another for my friend, please.”

“He already has one bought by another customer.”

“Then stack him up another. Can I please get some French fries, too? Mayo and ketchup on the side.”

“Yes, madam. Would Sir like to share a double portion?”

I nodded but cringed because now, Sasha knew I had been drinking with someone else, and somehow, she would discover who that was. Amid my utter confusion about Charlie, I hardly wanted to share details about her with law enforcement.

However, I didn’t want to start any new romantic relationship with a lie, so if Sasha asked straight questions and drilled down to details, I would probably reveal most, if not all. It seemed a better strategy than lying now and explaining later after we slept together if that was meant to be, and since I was innocent of doing anything shady, I need not care.

I was doing precisely what I hated when women did it - flirting with multiple partners and secretly weighing my options. There was nothing wrong with it because I wasn’t having sex with anyone, hadn’t committed anything, not even a kiss. Still, I preferred courtship as a young man, which meant being a bee focused on a single flower, seducing it, and forsaking all others until a negative outcome arose before I moved on.

That’s why I married a slut - I forsook all other options and tied myself into a linear destiny. How fucking sad was that? I was inherently monogamous and despised infidelity, but by the power of the universe, I wanted to fuck all three of these beautiful, sensual women.

“So-”

“Must you ask me, Sasha? Can’t you leave it alone, please?”

“I am worried about you, Clive. I don’t yet understand how you are mixed up in my investigation, but I will, and I hope you are on the right side of it.”

“Are you trying to eliminate me from your inquiries?”

“Yes.”

“She was a pretty girl in a bar who bought me a drink.”

“That’s not the whole story.”

“No, it isn’t.”

“Who are you, Clive?”

“What does that mean? Are you asking me in an existential way, or do you need a recap on what I have already told you?”

“Come on. A gorgeous, fit, recently eligible man bumps into me on a flight from nowhere to here, then shows up at my hotel, almost seduces me, and involves himself in my fight. What’s going on?”

“I never seduced you - the invitation for a booty call was all you.”

“Fair enough.”

I paused, having landed my first blow, albeit a soft, romantic, flirty one. I studied her, frowning because I lacked Sasha’s ability to conceal my feelings.

“Do you find me gorgeous?”

“As you accurately pointed out, Clive, I invited you to fuck me, and you declined, remember?”

The barman spun, looked shocked, glanced at both of us, smiled, and turned away, chuckling. He didn’t look embarrassed, most likely having heard and seen far worse many times in his bar. Sasha laughed and pretended to hide behind her glass when she sipped her beer. She was cute and coy, adding more sticky cream to the inside of my dampening boxer briefs.

“I’m an innocent party, deeply misunderstood, it seems, Sasha. I am all of the things you describe and grateful for your compliment.”

“Where did you learn to fight, Clive?”

“In Thailand - a long time ago.”

“More than twenty years ago?”

“Yes.”

The moment I dreaded had arrived. Sasha sipped her beer, her supercomputer-like brain processing behind a poker face. The tiny tell when her eyebrow raised struck fear in my heart.

“You’re the White Tiger.”

“I wish people would stop saying that.”

“Fucking hell, Clive, why didn’t you say something? Oh my god… oh fuck!”

She slammed her glass down angrily, and the poker face vanished. Sasha was severely pissed with me but sufficiently self-aware to glance around the bar and lounge, ensuring she hadn’t attracted undue attention.

She stared at the highly polished wooden bar counter, seeming to track the thin, inlaid brass line traveling from one end to the other, shaking her head and cursing herself for not having figured out something I didn’t understand sooner.

When she eyeballed me angrily, I’d had enough.

“This must stop, Sasha.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I am precisely what I appear to be - a fucking nobody going through a divorce, and honestly, this White Tiger shit is getting on my nerves.”

“Are you the White Tiger - yes or no?”

“I am.”

“So you admit to being the biggest drug importer and distributor to the USA?”

“What? Fuck no - what are you talking about?”

Fear seared through me like my body had gone supernova, and I was instantly paralyzed. I felt sick, more so because Sasha’s stare was deadly serious. The room swirled around me, and confusion rang in my head like the Liberty Bell that cracked when it was first struck.

“What do you know about the White Tiger, Sasha?”

“The White Tiger is known locally as a great fighter who left Thailand two decades ago. He is revered in some sections of Thai society, hated in others, but what his fight club acolytes don’t know is that he… sorry, you - are just a dirty fucking drug dealer.”

“That’s not true, Sasha. Somewhere along your investigation, you got your wires crossed.”

“That’s never happened before. I am known for my diligence. You’re a fucking criminal.”

“Yeah, well, you fucked up your inquiries this time.”

“Prove it to me, Clive.”

“I shouldn’t need to, but look, run my passport and check me out back home. You’ll find a slutty wife, kids who miss their average Joe dad, and a healthy bank account being raided weekly by a savage divorce lawyer. Whoever you want, whatever White Tiger is to you - that ain’t me.” 

She went into interrogation overdrive, launching one question after another at me, trying to find a missing brick in my wall that would allow her to jam in a crowbar, bringing down my life’s facade. I downed my beer, called one Charlie had paid for, and answered Sasha’s rapid-fire questions as honestly as possible.

Drugs had always been a problem in Thailand, hence the death penalty for dealers and users over a specific volume. I had never been involved, aside from an occasional shared joint, which now seemed legal in the country that would hang you for the same thing a few years earlier.

If White Tiger was a wanted man - I couldn’t figure out how or why, but some of what Charlie said made more sense now. I held my hand up, waving off Sasha’s barrage of questions.

“Why haven’t I been arrested in the USA?”

“Because you are a fucking ghost. Nobody knows who you are.”

“Oh, right - so much for your powers of deduction then. How do you explain why I just told an Interpol detective that I am America’s most wanted drug dealer? It’s a bit fucking stupid, right?”

“Maybe.”

“It’s more than maybe, Sasha.”

She lifted her beer, a delaying tactic, while she kept her investigatory eye firmly on me. Sasha looked worried, maybe a little scared, but she wasn’t running away from what might be a significant piece of her puzzle.

“Where did you get the name White Tiger?“

“When I was young and seriously fucking reckless, I traveled here and was found by Son-Chai. I trained under him, fought - legally, I might add, and I won every bout by knockout. I wasn’t taken down once and took on all comers, regardless of weight class or savage reputation. They came from all over the world to beat me before MMA was popularised. I was an animal.”

“So you got a reputation. I knew about it, but the whole Muay Thai thing was a cover for all the heinous things you have done since you left here.”

“I had the greatest rep for a Muay Thai fighter ever, and nothing has come close to it since.”

Sasha seemed mildly impressed, but I guessed she hid that well. Being a beautiful woman meant she got hit on a lot, and an aloof demeanor helped her bat many potential suitors away. 

“Hmm, but do you still have it, Clive?”

“That remains to be seen, but I intend to find out.”

“The fight club owner who trained you wants you back in the ring, I presume?”

“Yes - if you ask him about me being connected with drugs, he will laugh at you.”

“Very few people in Thailand know about your connection to drugs back home, and those who do keep the secret because they supply you. The fight reputation of White Tiger is a lost past and of no significance to the version of the man I am hunting.”

“Have these people you say know a different White Tiger ever met me?”

“Nobody admits to it - but then, I am not inside your circle.”

“I’m ignoring that comment, but please, Sasha, try following my logic here.”

“Okay - shoot.”

“You must agree that it would be a huge tactical error for me to reveal myself here. Half the fighters in Thailand know the White Tiger is in town and are already lining up to knock my head off.”

“That’s true.”

“By now, anyone thinking me a drug dealer must be spying on or vying to meet me. I’m not hiding.”

“Perhaps you aren’t as clever as we have given you credit for.”

“I am not a fucking drug dealer, Sasha. I promise you. I’m just a guy trying to live the life I missed out on because of poor choices.”

“Your wife?”

“Yes, a shitty marriage, but it wasn’t all bad - I have two great kids, even if my son is a little clouded by his mother’s lewd behavior.”

“He’ll find himself too, I am sure.”

“Yes, he will, and hopefully, he will come here with his wife.”

Sasha’s will to savage me slowly softened, and she became contemplative, deciding to give me the benefit of the doubt for the time being. I was sure that when I headed to bed, she would meet the hotel manager, acquire a copy of my passport swipe, and run me through whatever criminal databases she had.

I was worrying because it was now clear that I had an unseen enemy in Thailand, friends I didn’t know or want to, and a target on me painted by law enforcement. It felt like a massive injustice was being served on me in a case of mistaken identity written as a plot in a novel.

“Someone used my reputation for their devious ends, Sasha.”

“How?”

“When I left here twenty-odd years ago, the White Tiger died. None of the gyms I used back home knew anything about my reputation; I dumbed down my sparring ability and never fought competitively. My almost ex-wife and both my kids know nothing about my fighting abilities, reputation, or the White Tiger name.”

“Well, the bells are ringing everywhere here now, and people are talking about you in ways you probably won’t like - assuming I believe you, of course.”

“Someone else had been wearing my reputation as a badge of honor to do evil things.”

“Maybe.”

“I’m telling you it’s the only possible explanation, Sasha.”

“Okay - If that’s true, will you help me?”

“No fucking way.”


Chapter Five

Evening Booty Call

◆◆◆

Talking to Sasha turned me on. Something about her combination of beauty and intellect drove me into her path or sent me flying off in her wake. She was dangerous, violent, and determined, too - I wanted to fuck her so badly that I trembled like a sixteen-year-old boy with an erection.

I paid our bill and stood up, tapping the bar counter, indicating I had enough for one evening. She smiled when I left the bar, and I glimpsed back as I rounded the corner, hoping another booty call would beckon, but she was gone, too.

Intimacy couldn’t happen between us because of all the right professional reasons. Inadvertently and unjustly, I was caught up in Sasha’s investigation and could only rectify that after speaking with Son-Chai about who was usurping my name.

Finding that drug-dealing scum bag was my most urgent goal.

I fumbled and dropped my key card, then bent down to collect it, seeing the light was on in my bedroom by the tiniest shard sneaking under the door. On entering, I knew someone was lingering, hiding, or maybe just taking a breather on my balcony because I saw the curtains gusting wide open.

“Who is there?”

“I am here, White Tiger.”

“Amara?”

“Yes.”

She stepped off the balcony, standing before me wearing a see-through, ankle-length lime green Thai dress made from sheer silk. Her body looked exquisite, petite but beautifully proportioned throughout, with ample breasts to knead and lick, solid nipples to suck, an alabaster hard, tight ass, and beautiful, muscle-ripped legs and arms.

She smiled seductively, making no attempt to hide that she wore no panties, proud even of her beauty. She looked like a Thai princess prepared to be wed and then taken to a royal bed.

“My my, Amara - I have entirely misread you.”

“I am sorry I fled when you chased after Sasha and the Red Wa.”

“I returned to the restaurant to make sure you were okay.”

“I was angry with you, so I paid and left.”

“Why did I upset you, Amara? 

“My involvement in the business of Red Wa would endanger my family.”

“I am sorry about that.”

“It is not why I became angry with you.”

“What else is there - tell me, and I will make amends. I don’t want us to be distant.”

“That’s why I came here and climbed up to the balcony, letting myself in.”

Amara looked vulnerable, trembling nervously with flickering emotions on her face that I couldn’t read, unlike the ferocious fighter I knew her to be. I stepped closer and hugged her, more friendly than intimately, but there was no getting away from the fact she was naked aside from the lightest denier of silk.

She melted into my arms and pressed her solid muscle mass against mine. I sensed fear, most likely something derived from a care and love of her family mixed with a keen understanding of the dangers Red Wa posed.

But there was something else I had missed. I racked my brains and concluded I was causing too much trouble and hadn’t even reached the end of my first week.

“Maybe I should leave Thailand - it would settle many problems, and you wouldn’t need to worry about your family.”

“That’s why you piss me off, Clive.”

She spat her words angrily and pushed me away so hard that I stumbled backward onto my bed, shocked by her sudden outburst and anger. Her tigress sprung toward me, paused, and then shot me a toxic look of rage.

“What is it, Amara?”

“I was jealous in the restaurant when I saw how you looked at Sasha, and now, here, you are being so weak it pains me to listen to you.”

“I don’t understand.”

“The White Tiger takes what he desires, and you… you, fucking cower like a broken man.”

“It’s not that I don’t desire you. It’s so soon after leaving one relationship to start another.”

“Blah, blah, blah, poor me. It sounds like self-pity, and by the way, I never asked you for a relationship, White Tiger.”

She wagged her finger, and I chuckled because her rage was cute, and I was getting more turned on by her moxie as every second passed. I wasn’t weak, just culturally misaligned, and with adult kids I still wanted a relationship with back home, I needed to tread cautiously. My cock disagreed.

“Will you please stop calling me that?”

“No! White Tiger. White Tiger. White Tiger. You are the White Tiger.”

While I laughed, Amara danced around the room on tiptoes, flailing her arms comically above her head, poking out her tongue, mocking me. She looked ridiculous and knew it, ending her lively charade with a giggle and exhausted shoulder slump as though she found me tedious.

“What do you want from me, Amara?”

“I want you to put me on your cock and fuck me for a long time.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to fuck the White Tiger, who I like very much now I know him. You are strong, fierce, kind, and very sexy.”

“A few minutes ago, you said I cower and am full of self-pity.”

“I apologize - it was my youthful petulance.”

“It was courage and desire driving you.”

“Thank you.” 

“Do you have no girlfriend or boyfriend, then?”

“I have a boyfriend. He’s out enjoying himself now.”

“Oh.”

“Did you think I was a virgin, Clive?”

“I… err, I never meant, I mean… sorry, I hadn’t considered it.”

“Right now, my boyfriend is dating someone else. They will most probably fuck tonight, and I don’t mind because he knows I am here with you.”

“Wow!”

“Are you judging me?”

“Jesus Christ, Amara. I’m just taken aback, is all.”

“I was angry with you in the restaurant because you didn’t want me - you wanted Sasha.”

“Nothing could be further from the truth.”

“Then show me how much you want me - fuck me hard and for a long time, White Tiger.”

I stood up and watched her fiery eyes devour me. Her nostrils flared wide, twitching, and I smelled the same arousal she did, a mildly pervading combination of her creamy leakage on sticky upper thighs and my precum, soaking from a swollen circumcised cock head into my boxer briefs. 

The room was electrified with sexual tension, and with the monsoon raging outside, it was far too steamy to make love without soaking the bed. I reached the door and closed it, brushing lightly past her, enjoying Amara’s sharp intake of breath and a longing sigh as she released it.

After I turned on the AC, I returned to stand before her, undressing slowly so she could enjoy my nakedness as it was revealed. My striated, well-toned muscles rippled as I flexed while an ocean of adrenaline, dopamine, and other hormones consumed me. My animal brain was acutely activated, and I enjoyed her approving smile when she watched, mesmerized by my solid cock, slapping against both thighs like a pendulum.

“You have a very big cock. Much longer and thicker than any I have previously had.”

“Do you still want me to put you on it?”

“Oh definitely, and frequently - I want it all inside me, balls deep.”

I felt like my old pre-marriage self, shrugging off the reluctance to take the final step with three women I desperately wanted to fuck. Amara was no shrinking violet - I had completely misjudged her on that score. She was in a relationship that catered for her to enjoy other men, and I was about to help her do precisely that.

I kneeled, lifting her dress hem, rising as I rolled the light fabric across her silken skin. My nostrils twitched when I paused with my lips trembling inches from a pussy covered by the lightest possible inky black, wiry pubic bush. Amara held her breath, whimpering when I leaned in, nuzzling her sticky clitoris with my tongue.

Her sweetness burned my taste buds, and if any part of me hadn’t already reverted to its most basic instincts, now was the moment my Tiger roared.

“Do you enjoy licking pussy, White Tiger?”

“I love savoring a woman’s most sensitive, sensual, private places.”

“I enjoy sucking cock too, but yours is immense, and I am unsure I can take it without dislocating my jaw.”

“You can try another day.”

“I’ll try after you fuck me tonight. I have great stamina and can be fucked for a long time.”

“Are you staying the night, Amara?”

“May I?”

“Of course, but you must promise to be a very naughty girl.”

“Oh, I shall be the slutty Tigress you least expected to fuck tonight, White Tiger.”

She stepped forward and leaped into my arms, wrapping her legs tightly around my midriff, squeezing hard with her thighs while plowing her heels into my tightly tensed ass cheeks. Amara’s expression was one of excited, youthful joy and jubilance as she rolled her head, shaking her long, beautiful hair, whipping my face and shoulders as it tumbled around in a sweeping circle.

I cupped Amara’s ass cheeks in clawing talons, slowly slipping my fingertips deeper into her crack, opening her wide. She placed her hands on my shoulders and rose, then leaned into my face, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me from above. Her lips felt like a Thai ocean breeze gently wafting its tropical allure from stormy seas onto land. As lightning and thunder played our symphony outside, I felt Amara’s sexual beast within, a razor-sharp edge tempered by a sensual feminine spirit that desired me intensely.

My cock pointed up and was more solid than it had been in decades because I was resurgent and felt desired. I watched Amara’s eyes bloat wide, aflame with love and lust, while her lips trembled and dimples appeared in her cheeks when I put her on my cock.

Amara’s soft tissue walls squeezed hard against my cock head, almost sucking it as would a pair of powerful lips. Being inside her felt tighter than any pussy I had fucked, a combination of her petite stature and muscular intensity. I felt her swollen, damp pussy lips part under pressure from my circumcised glans, and she squealed, frowned, and tapped her forehead repeatedly against mine, combining our sweat.

She panted breathlessly in submission as I released her body weight, allowing her cunt to slide down my gnarly shaft to its halfway point. My heart pounded like a Tiger on the hunt, taking down a buffalo for a day-long feed.

“That’s not all of your cock.”

“No, it’s not.”

“Please put me fully on it, White Tiger.”

“What about your boyfriend?”

“I don’t care - now it’s just about you and me.”

“Okay, honey. It’s my pleasure.”

I kissed her gently, easing her hole along my shaft until she was fully impaled with my manhood buried deep inside her body. It felt spiritual to me because I felt her warmth, saw her grateful, loving smile, and the living sheath within which she cradled my cock.

Amara milked my cock hard, and with each tight clench, I watched her expression flinch in a state of ecstasy, revealing her sincere enjoyment and significant physical effort.

“You have all of me inside you.”

“Good. I never felt this full of cock.”

“I feel very proud to please you, honey.”

I stood rigidly like a monument to men with my cock buried up to the hilt inside a woman I could probably love given time and opportunity. Right now, though, we were raw lovers, trying one another out for size. My greatest desire would be to seed her womb and know my semen swam deep, exploring her beauty.

When I gripped her ass cheeks, Amara spurred mine with solid heels, determined to encourage the best possible fucking out of me. I slid her tight pussy up and down my gnarly shaft like a wanking sleeve, making sure she got my full stroke and every millimeter each time she bottomed out.

I watched her blink repeatedly, and when Amara’s eyes glazed over, she grinned lovingly, sighing, gently moaning, and whimpering while cradling my neck in her hands. She bounced delightfully, squealing at the bottom of every stroke, and her eyes bloated when my cock head squeezed against her cervix.

“I love this feeling of fullness you give me.”

“I love how tight your pussy feels.”

“That makes me proud, White Tiger - I am yours to fuck when you want.”

I couldn’t hold a conversation about Amara’s boyfriend because I was gasping for breath, but I would do that later. She was submissive, surprising me, although her acquiescence had limits, and I vowed to remember there was a Tigress within.

By curling her using my bicep strength, I pumped Amara up and down my cock, enjoying the sticky sound of her pussy squeezing tightly. She gave plenty in return for my efforts, raking my back with powerful fingers, keeping her nails from breaking my skin and rifling my hair before taking a noisy, passionate kiss from my sizzling lips.

She orgasmed early, dripping unicorn pee down my shaft, soaking my pubic bush and thighs. Amara looked apologetically and ashamed at me.

“I want you to squirt every time we make love, Amara.”

“Really? My past boyfriends tell me to hold it back.”

“When I lick your pussy later, I want you to feed me every drop and do that whenever you can.”

“Are you sure, Clive?”

“Damn fucking right, I’m sure. I would be disappointed if you didn’t squirt and orgasm hard. Real men cum second.”

“Another one is coming.”

She shuddered and looked pleasantly shocked, holding me tightly as though she were a drowning girl clinging to a bouy amid turbulent seas. I enjoyed her fiery eyes as her body uncontrollably quivered, and she screamed, clenching tightly around the cock that filled her with my seed.

I moaned and grunted, squirting my seed deep inside my lover, going through the primal ritual of owning a woman I had growing feelings for. She stared at me cutely, lovingly, and almost reverently, blinking and smiling every time my cock twitched deep inside her as I decanted every drop of my seed until my prostate jerked exhaustedly.

When I lay Amara on the bed with my cock buried inside her, I was still hard and heavily, passionately enamored, feeling lusty and tingling all over, almost reaching feelings of love I desperately wanted to avoid.

She rolled onto me, playing with my nipples using a long, sharp fingernail.

“I like you very much, White Tiger.”

“I like you too, honey.”

“Don’t worry about my boyfriend. We have an arrangement to marry.”

“Will you honor it?”

“Not likely.”

“Why?”

“My boyfriend likes other men. I go along with the relationship so he doesn’t have to tell his parents he is gay.”

“Gay?”

“Yes, it is quite normal. He is a nice man, but his parents terrify him.”

“I know being gay isn’t unusual, but I just… well, sorry, I feel surprised that you are in an arranged marriage, is all.”

“I won’t marry him, but please don’t worry about any of that. I am not trying to trap you in a relationship.”

“I know, Amara.”

“We can be fuck buddies for a while and see what happens.”

I was surprised when Amara slid her pussy off my cock and went straight down to suck it. It had heavily creamed up, and now she made it her business to devour every sweet and salty drop of our love, licking up along the shaft while grinning at me.

When I cradled her into my arms and held her close, it felt like a perfect ending to a challenging day, but I wasn’t done yet. I needed information.

“What do you know about Sasha, Amara?’

“She is a dangerous woman, possibly an investigator, but I don’t know. I don’t want to become involved in her business because when she gets what she wants and leaves with her criminal in shackles, another monster fills the void, and the first thing they do is come after those who informed on the last one.”

“I won’t compromise you, but I have a question.”

“Shoot, lover.”

She had the cutest, most youthful, girlish smile, and with her head resting gently on my chest, I got the full effect of her beauty. I didn’t want to get involved in whatever Charlie and Sasha had going on, regardless of whether they were on a collision path or not, but staying in Thailand meant I must address the issue of who was using my name and why or suffer the consequences of a broadside.

“Are there any other White Tigers in Thailand?”

“Only a few pretenders now and then, but Son-Chai quickly weeds them out in the ring. There is only one White Tiger, and you are him - I can attest to that having been duly ravished.”

“What about fight club loyalty? Does Son-Chai hold that as securely as always?”

“There is a small group, six I think, who are a bit renegade. Our master refers to them as a work in progress.”

“Thank you for sharing, honey.”

“You’re welcome. How long will it take before you are hard again, please, White Tiger?”

“I am ready now - would you like to go again?”

“Yes, please. I want to be fucked a lot more before breakfast - it’s been a while.”


Chapter Six

Tiger On The Hunt

◆◆◆

Amara was far more of an intense lover than I could ever imagine possible. I barely slept because every time I orgasmed inside her pussy or mouth, she teased out another erection, and we went at it again. Youth has its advantages in bed, but the sexual energy we expended fucking each other even exhausted my lover by morning - much to my relief.

From my bed, I watched Amara gather her silky, jet-black, long, wet hair into a ponytail and grin at me in the dressing table mirror.

“What? Come on, White Tiger, you’re staring at me, man - don’t do that.”

“You are so beautiful.”

“Thank you.”

“Why do you call me White Tiger so much?”

“Because I am fucking the White Tiger - nobody knows who Clive is.”

“Oh wow. Am I a notch in your bedpost?”

“A little bit, yes.”

She leaped from her chair, giggling like a young girl would with a new boyfriend she really wanted. Amara skipped across the floor and dove into my arms, kissing me while suppressing her laughter.

“I’m joking around. I know who big hard Clive is.”

“Who?”

“Him.”

Amara reached down and gripped my cock, squeezing, bursting into giggles again. She kissed me with the casual playfulness of a confident woman with no axe to grind. She was pure, unfettered, and entirely beautiful because her warm heart matched her good looks.

“Shall we have breakfast before you leave Amara?”

“You didn’t shower - smelly boy.”

“I’ll bathe afterward.”

“Okay, I have time for breakfast before work. Let’s go.”

I slipped on yesterday’s sweats, which I must confess were slightly ripe, but it wasn’t worth showering, dressing in new clothes, and changing again around mid-morning into a suit for a meeting I had requested.

At the breakfast buffet, I opted for fried rice with prawns, chicken, and some mixed vegetables tossed in. I stood by the buffet gas-lit burners, watching my chef work like lightning, seasoning the wok with sesame oil before scooping ingredients out of large bowls arranged in a semi-circle before him using a long-handled ladle.

As the wok came up to heat and each ingredient slid across the pan, its mottled, green, black, and blue hue metal surface crackled, sparked, and burst into flames, releasing enticing aromas of a very well-cooked meal.

“Spicy or no-spicy, Sir?”

“Extra spicy.”

“Ahh, you wanna play.”

The young man grinned at me, clearly enjoying his work. It was so enjoyable to have a chef cook a simple, fresh rice dish, pancakes, or an omelet in front of you at breakfast—an opportunity for them to show off and for me to ask questions.

“I need a bookie.”

“Ahh, don’t know any, Sir.”

“You’ll be the only cook in town without a bookie. Come on, help a guy out, please.”

“You are not just any guy, though. I know who you are.”

“So what?”

“If I send you to any bookie and you place a dodgy bet or throw a fight, I’ll end up dead.”

“Does everyone know who I am in this hotel?”

“Only those people with bookies around here know the White Tiger.”

“Everyone then?”

“Pretty much.”

“I’ve never thrown a fight, nor will I. Besides, I am months away from fighting anyone, at best.”

“I doubt that. Fighters are already lining up for their shot at you. I already placed a bet on your first fight.”

“You don’t even know who I will fight.”

“Sorry man, I bet on you to lose.”

“Wow.”

“I went for two-to-one on you losing, hoping you might throw the first fight, then come back hard in the second and clean up—like a resurgence.”

“Okay, can you give me the name of any bookie you are not connected to? I’m looking for some random backstreet guy who will almost certainly rip me off.”

“Why do you want a bookie, White Tiger?”

I palmed him a hundred bucks, and the young man smiled. Any further questions were muted, and he glanced around before pocketing the cash.

“Ask any Tuk-Tuk driver to send you to Carter.”

“Is Carter a white dude?”

“Yep - total bastard though, but he will take any bet, any amount.”

“Cool.”

“Enjoy your breakfast. It’s going to burn your ringpiece later.”

“I bet you don’t say that to any tourists. By the way, I’m serious, buddy - I’d never throw a fight.”

“I will change my bet, White Tiger. Thank you for your time.”

“Thank you, too.”

Amara opted for freshly self-made waffles from a waffle iron coated in overcooked, golden, almost burned batter with fresh oozing out of the cracked metal plates. She had a fruit jam, cream, and butter accompaniments. She grinned, then suppressed a giggle at my shocked face when I slid into the seat opposite her.

“What is it?”

“Make the most of eating that shit. Once you hit forty, you won’t be able to work it off so easily.”

“Do you worry about me getting a fat ass one day, White Tiger?”

“I damn well hope not.”

She almost hid her tiny face behind the enormous waffle, grinning, tearing chunks off, and dipping them into one sweet, fatty dip or the other. When Sasha sat in the chair next to Amara, I almost shit a brick.

She lifted my coffee and sipped it, grinning at both of us in turn.

“You’ll have to work on that poker face, Clive.”

“Good morning, Sasha.”

“Good morning to you and the lovely Amara. Did you have a good night with the White Tiger, my dear?”

“Yes, very much. He works hard to please a deserving girl. I am… umm, tired, yes, exhausted, actually.”

“Perhaps next time you will invite me to join you.”

“Perhaps we should, Sasha.”

Amara took the sexual innuendo in her stride, laughing, tossing her head back, but I was thrown, immediately, albeit rather fleetingly, envisioning what a tryst with both beautiful women might look like.

I wagged a finger at Sasha.

“You are such a bad girl, Sasha.”

“You’d know how bad I could be if you had invited me. Last night, I lay alone in bed waiting for a call that never came - you had important work on your hands, I see.”

“Very important.”

“Do you have time for me today?”

“How long do you need?”

“That depends on you, Clive.”

I loved that Amara could see through the banter and wasn’t in the slightest bit intimidated by Sasha or her playfulness. My girlfriend finished the waffle in her hand, carefully wrapped another in a napkin, and placed it inside her bag before smiling at me and then at Sasha.

When Amara stood, I felt sad she was leaving.

“Are you training today, Clive?”

“Yes, I’ll work on the bag for four hours this evening.”

“I’ll be there.”

“Thank you, Amara, sweetheart.”

“Thank you for breakfast, Clive.”

“You are very welcome.”

She kissed me on the lips, ensuring Sasha had an excellent view of a seductive embrace. Her raised eyebrow at the Interpol officer elicited a playful smile in return, and the ice was broken. When Amara rounded the table again, she leaned in and gently kissed Sasha on her lips, lingering long enough to ensure the woman didn’t mistake a sexual intention.

“Consider yourself to have an open invitation to our bed, Sasha. Take the bull by the horns, so to speak.”

“Or the White Tiger by his tail?”

“It would take both of us simultaneously, but If it pleases you, Clive has my number should you need it.”

“You’re a fucking naughty girl, Amara.”

“Yes, honey - but you asked for it.”

My jaw was on the table, and my cock was rock hard. That kiss, a consensual signal between two women that they wanted to fuck each other, was the single most arousing moment of my life. I laughed as Amara walked from the dining hall, never looking back, waving at every bellhop, porter, and server who stared at her.

“She is a beautiful girl, Clive. A head turner.”

“Yes, Amara is a real tiger. She had you in the palm of her hand.”

“Who doesn’t enjoy jailbait from time to time?”

“Fucking what?”

“Amara is fifteen, honey.”

“Whoa, stop a second. What did you say?”

Sasha looked deadly serious, and my hackles rose, my heart thumped almost inducing a coronary, and I sweat profusely, terrified. Sasha aimed her pistol fingers at me and fired off a round at my forehead.

“Boom, gotcha, Clive.”

“That’s not fucking funny.”

“Relax, Amara is legal - I was joking.”

“I fucking know she is legal. You’re such a bitch for fucking with my head, though.”

“You need to toughen up if you’re meeting Carter today.”

“How do you know I am meeting Carter?”

“You confirmed it, but the cook also told me for ten bucks. I saw you and him talking.”

“Okay, hence the fishing trip to my table.”

“Carter is a total bastard.”

“So I have been told.”

“But like Gollum from Tolkien, he will do anything to win the ring.”

“You mean in the fight ring?”

“Yes. Carter has information and knows everything and everyone. He can squeal anytime he wants to because he knows where the bodies in Bangkok are buried. Carter is untouchable, so the cook told you to look for him when you asked for a bookie.”

“You are devastatingly intuitive, Sasha.”

“As much as Amara is devastatingly beautiful, perhaps?”

“You’re just as pretty.”

“Ooooh, you made my day White Tiger.”

She said it in a voice raised higher in pitch than usual, as though mocking me, but I could tell Sasha enjoyed the compliment. I also knew she was interested in me, and I enjoyed that.

“I wish people would stop calling me that.”

“You are part of Bangkok’s pop culture, Clive - get used to it. I assume you are seeking out Carter for information about your doppelgänger?”

“The other guy is not biologically related to me, nor does he share my likeness or character.”

“No, but he has stolen your name.”

“Yep, but not for long.”

I stood up, and Sasha did, too. She looked beautiful, posing as women do when they want to bring a man to heel without resorting to bitchiness. In my mind’s eye, I saw Amara kissing her, then more images swirled, three naked bodies writhing on a bed, each pleasuring the other two.

Sasha stepped closer to me, smelling fresh and vibrant, kissing me precisely as Amara had done her. When she detached her lips and smiled pleasantly, precum leaked from my sore cock.

“You’re picturing it, aren’t you?”

“Picturing what?”

“Me, Amara, you, naked, fucking like beasts.”

“Yes.”

“Then make it happen. Put some effort in, though, because girls love being wooed. We could have dinner and share a dance—oh my, imagine the three of us dancing at a club. Now, that would be fun.”

“Are you even allowed to behave like this, Sasha?”

“No. Are you?”

“Maybe. I haven’t made my mind up yet.”

“I’ll see you after you meet with Carter - Don’t worry. I will find you, honey. I always get my man… and his girlfriend.”

Sasha strolled away, leaving behind a magnetizing, sensual trail of her sexual being that pulled every fiber of my body and soul towards it. My cock pleaded with me to give chase, but I knew sex wasn’t on the table - not yet anyway.

I struggled to the elevator doors with images flashing through my mind of a sexual tryst that most men would happily die after. Amara used her sexuality to intimidate Sasha, who then paid that forward to me.

A cold shower helped a bit, but let’s face it - what straight, single man doesn’t want to make love to two nubile beauties who are into each other?

I dressed in a suit because people like Carter always did. I used a Tuk-Tuk to find the bookie on a tiny alley festooned with outrageously colorful religious and celebratory flags, bunting, and signage everywhere. The driver pointed down the alleyway.

“You can’t miss it, Sir. Sign says Cêā mụ̄x rạb thæng m̂ā on the door.”

“Yeah, that sounds easy.”

“Bookmaker. Be careful; Carter is a bastard.”

“So I have heard.”

I paid my driver and set off along the alleyway, cautiously approaching the door. I was neither an investigator nor a former SWAT operative, so entering a building where hostility may greet me wasn’t something I had experience with. Fighting in a ring is nothing like walking into the viper pit.

I stood in front of a simple wooden door with a sign.

Cêā mụ̄x rạb thæng m̂ā.

“Come in, White Tiger. I expected you later on, but now is fine.”

I glanced above the door and saw a camera lens aimed at me. Beside the door was an intercom. Both reminded me how far outside my natural world I was because neither occurred to me as I stood staring at the door.

“I can’t hold this buzzer down forever, man. Come in or fuck off.”

“Right.”

I pushed the door open, stepped inside, and enjoyed the immediate blast of chilled air from a unit above my head. I was in a Thai meditation palace. The ancient, uneven wooden floorboards oozed a calming charm, throwing me back to a more elegant time when tea was served with style and joss sticks were handmade.

A relaxing mild jasmine aroma pervaded the large room, which had ornately carved, heavily cushioned throne-like seats set slightly forward of the highly polished, wood-paneled walls. A few framed pictures on the walls were mostly black and white and of people from the Western world, consistent with Carter being a foreigner.

In the corner of the room, a small Thai shrine with joss sticks and candles burning in its alcove-like mountain scene shape demanded respect. It was known as San Phra Phum and used to pay constant respect to the guardian spirits of the land.

I clasped my hands together and bowed at whatever cheap, mostly melted plastic deity Carter had stuck amid the candles and smiled at his lack of respect—and an untidy shrine is considered bad form. He was being disrespectful.

He strolled quickly out of a side entrance in an attempt to surprise me, smiling like an assassin about to pull the trigger, his arm outstretched to grip mine.

“So, you are the White Tiger?”

“And you are Carter.”

“I heard many things.”

“Me too.”

“That I am a bastard?”

“Yes.”

“Come, come into my office where we can talk.”

Carter’s office was a writer’s paradise, with wood-paneled walls, crammed bookcases along the short ends of the room, and an immense, highly polished mahogany desk in the center that must have weighed a ton. On the other side of his desk, he sat in a chair that was intentionally slightly taller than mine, and I saw a flicker in his expression of severe annoyance that I still looked down on him.

We eyed each other like boxers during a weigh-in and face-off, each assessing the other. He looked too out of shape to fight - not exactly fat, but veering that way and with blotchy skin around his cheeks, perhaps a rash from an insect bite.

“You don’t look well, Carter.”

“Are you a doctor?”

“Nope, but I know when someone is living a bad lifestyle. Is it whisky or drugs?”

“Fuck you. Are we doing business or what?”

“I don’t throw fights.”

“But?“

“I will win every time I fight.”

“That’s not much use to me. Your odds will be shit.”

“Yes, but at least you know I won’t ever throw a fight.”

He was slower on the uptake than I had hoped, so I glanced around the room while he considered my offer. I saw at least four cameras aimed at my seat, and there were probably others. I was betting that there were plenty of microphones stealthily hidden, too.

“So, if I understand this correctly… Clive, is it?”

“Yes.”

“If a rumor circulates among a tiny group of the wealthy betting fraternity that you are going to throw a fight, in actuality - you are not going to throw the fight.”

“I never throw fights.”

“Got it.”

Carter would make the rumor about me throwing a fight happen in a way that didn’t lead back to him. Gamblers would bet large on my opponent, and my swarthy friend would cash in when that poor soul got knocked out.

Carter raised both eyebrows, grinned effusively, and rocked in his chair. He was smug, knowing I was giving him the inside track on an opportunity.

Many fight club gamblers lived overseas and used offshore bank accounts to place their bets, securing their winnings tax-free. This also meant they could bet on underground fights, dog fights, and duels that ended only when one fighter or the other was dead. That was just the start of their life of vice because those nasty players used their money and secret bank accounts to finance or buy services - drugs, illegal porn, or adult and child sex slaves.

I needed a way into murky waters that would deter catfish from swimming. In the proper fight, counting on me to win when others believed I would throw the bout, Carter would clean up with overseas betters who had little means to take revenge for a bad tip.

“Smart money says you’ll throw the first fight, Clive. Do that, then win the comeback, and it will net you a massive purse.”

“I don’t know where that rumor came from.”

“No, of course you don’t.”

“Do we have a deal, Carter?”

“What do you want from me?”

“Who is the White Tiger?”

“You are.”

“Don’t fuck with me, Carter.”

He chuckled and then coughed, and I knew what caused his ill health. As if to prove me right, Carter produced a long, thick cigar, clipped the end off, and lit the open face of his cancer stick. When he puffed, more coughs made him rise out of his seat in an attempt to drag phlegm off his lungs. Momentarily, he looked panicked, then, with a belch from an unsettled breakfast and a hard slap on his chest, he was off into his stride like Secretariat at the Kentucky Derby.

I gave him one to two years max.

“Colonel Sunan Aranthanan.”

“An Army officer?”

“His brother is a Police Brigadier General.”

“That’s how they move drugs so easily. Military convoy escorted by police.”

“Not just drugs. Kids are the new fad - sex slaves for sale. I don’t like child abuse or drugs. I enjoy a ringside seat, a bloody fight to the death, a bottle of Johnny Walker Black, a good Havana, and a blowjob from a legal hooker.”

“You’re an angel, Carter.”

“More than anyone you are likely to meet along this journey, pal.”

“Forget you ever saw me.”

“Just win the first fight, Clive, and we will be friends for life. They will put their biggest gun in the ring with you to show you’re a has-been.”

“That smug cunt will hit the canvas by the third round.”

“Just win. That’s good enough for me.”


Chapter Seven

Road To Vengeance

◆◆◆

I was deeply troubled when I left the bookie’s office, considering my commitment to winning all my fights. I hadn’t done anything illegal, and to many, the subtlety of my fight manipulation might seem trivial—but to bookies, what I had just done was seismic.

Confirming that I never threw fights, nor would I, gave Carter an opportunity. Was it immoral? Probably, especially when I would subtly agree with the underground criminal Fight Club Thailand to throw my first fight.

After I took victory, they, being almost everyone except Carter, would kill me. Hence, I was deeply troubled.

Carter would get his swansong payday. Let’s face it: he needed the money to disappear somewhere and have lots of sex with young girls until his time ran out. But me? I was fucked. Oh, true enough, I had information about who the alt-White Tiger was, but the price paid for that gem was to enjoy the attention of every criminal in the city - including Red Wa.

I was dead unless I threw the first fight - and I don’t throw fights.

I returned to the hotel, still deeply troubled and in need of non-alcoholic refreshment. Without proper hydration, I would collapse into a puddle of sweat at the gym later. I shrugged off my jacket and slid into the furthest bar stool away from the door, which was fast becoming my regular squat. It was a corner, and leaning back into the joint between two walls made me feel safer, even though I probably wasn’t.

“You look thirsty, Sir.”

“A bottle of ice-cold Pocari Sweat, please - glass and ice cubes, too.”

“Wow, that is thirsty.”

“Line them up, barman. I’ll be hydrating for the next hour.”

“Did you know Pocari Sweat was first introduced in Japan in 1980? Otsuka Pharmaceutical developed it as an alternative to other sports drinks.”

“You must get bored around here, buddy.”

“Sadly, Sir. You are the most interesting character I serve in this desert of interesting people. I wait pensively for your arrival each day.”

“Oh, you are good.”

“Yes, I am. Here… one Pocari Sweat with a glass and ice. Would Sir like a bowl of Tom Yum Goong soup? It will help nourish you ahead of training.”

“I’d love that, please.”

“Coming right up.”

He obviously knew who I was but had the manners not to say. In the weeks ahead, as time pressed me, more people would approach and ask if I would throw my first fight. I would be forced to run the gauntlet of street diplomacy, subtly answering their questions without giving an actual answer.

My soup arrived halfway through a second bottle of Pocari, and it smelled delicious. Tom yum (ต้มยำ) is a type of Thai hot and sour soup where the iconic flavors come from three herbs: lemongrass, galangal, and makrut lime leaves. It can be made with any meat or seafood, even leftover cooked meats, but the most popular version is made with shrimp, i.e., tom yum goong ต้มยำกุ้ง (goong means shrimp).

I love the soup, especially the shrimp. The intense sourness and spicy flavors combine perfectly. As I tucked in,  having the best time all day—with the notable and pleasurable exception of making love to Amara, a tap on my shoulder stole my peaceful existence.

“Hi, Clive.”

“Ah, Sasha.”

“Not even a hello?”

“Hi, sorry - I was in a paradise.”

“And I have destroyed that?”

I stared at her, noting the obvious beauty in a woman who had irreversibly committed to a threesome with my new, almost girlfriend and me - backing out now would cause Sasha to lose face. I was being mean-spirited toward someone trying to right the world’s wrongs while I only cared about the misdeeds done unto me.

“Sorry.”

“You see me as your enemy.”

“Not the enemy. You are umm… a frustration.”

“The law is always frustrating, sweetie, but it’s the only thing preventing us from becoming savages.”

“True.”

Sasha stared at me, smiling cheekily when she sipped from my glass. It didn’t bother me. Why would I care about her saliva and bacteria being on the rim of my glass when I wanted her lips wrapped around my cock and her pussy on the tip of my tongue at some point. I considered my feelings for Amara and the likelihood or need of maintaining fidelity between us. She had already demonstrated a flirtatious intent with Sasha, so I was not harming our relationship.

“You drink from my glass, Sasha.”

“Would you drink from mine?”

“I can’t wait to do precisely that.”

“Me neither, Clive, and I mean that sincerely.”

Sasha’s eyes simmered with genuine fire and passion. A cheeky half-smile, half-giggle confirmed she knew her flirting was erring toward sluttiness, but she didn’t care. She was an excellent investigator, and that mattered more than her irrepressible sexuality to those paying her. Interpol trusted her with an immense problem, so perhaps I should also have faith in her.

But I could only trust one other with the name I had.

“Will you tell me who we are hunting, Clive?”

“I can’t.”

“That means you won’t.”

“He’s dangerous.”

“Duh! Really?”

“Sorry. I guess that was a dumb thing to say.”

I pushed my empty bowl to a barman who heard everything and nothing until he heard something of value, upon which he would undoubtedly sell the information. I lifted my spare bottle of rehydrate and slipped my hand into Sasha’s, gently pulling her toward me.

“My room, Sasha.”

“I don’t think you’ve been a good enough boy yet.”

“Do you like good boys?”

“No.”

“Come on then.”

She held my hand all the way to my suite, making us feel like boyfriend and girlfriend, at least to anyone who noticed us—it also felt like that to me. Her short, billowing skirt moved like beachfront bedroom curtains billowing in the wind, offering occasional views of the paradise beyond.

By the time we entered my room and I switched on the AC, I wanted her so badly I could taste Sasha’s pussy on my tongue.

She knew I was hooked on her, but interestingly, like many other women might, Sasha didn’t press her advantage. I sat on my bed; she straddled my lap and kissed me longingly, lovingly, pressing my cock into immediate service, grinding her pussy hard against it.

Her lips were like the early morning sun, gently warming the dew on mine, enticing me, reaching far beyond our skin-to-skin contact into my soul.

When she stopped kissing and pulled back, biting her bottom lip, her eyes were filled with love, not deceit.

“That’s a taste of what’s ahead, Clive. I am not a tease. Now, tell me what’s gotten you into trouble, please.”

“It’s what I had to give Carter to get a name that worries me.”

“Tell me all about it. I want to help you. After all, you came to my rescue in the warehouse.”

“You didn’t need help.”

“But you offered it, which makes us friends now, lovers soon.”

I sighed and stared out the window at the river boats chugging on worn-out outboard motors, trading along each bank, selling nuts, dried fruits, take-out food cartons of fried rice, and live chickens to passersby.

I had started a war that would fester at street bookie level, mushrooming like a nuclear blast, placing myself as the first target, a starter’s gun to more violence, so to speak.

“I told Carter that I wouldn’t throw my first fight.”

“Oh… kay. Umm, call me dumb, but isn’t that kind of expected.”

“The fight organizers will pit me against the best they have, hyping the fight with me as an undisputed champion in my day. They will spin a story about why I had taken a hiatus, but now I am back as their favorite to win. They may even suggest the fight is fixed in my favor.”

“Is that realistic?”

“The narrative is believable, Sasha.”

“No, I meant you losing.”

“If I go down, they win big on bets coming in from overseas. The locals are less likely to be fooled.”

“Wow. We have a problem then.”

“We?”

“Of course. I can’t have anyone taking you before I do.”

“Funny.”

Sasha wrapped her arms around my neck, leaning forward to rest her forehead on mine. Her aroma intoxicated me, lulling my senses and drawing me into a relaxed, almost meditative state. She felt different from Amara, more serious, less fun, and lively, but no different in how alluring she was, sitting with her pussy separated from my cock by a few thin layers of fabric.

“You’ll tell me who the criminal White Tiger is when you are ready, Clive. I have resources that can be brought to bear. We suspect government officials are working with Red Wa to grow, process, and ship drugs, people too, and we can sanction this place in a heartbeat.”

“Sanction how?”

“With one phone call, I can stop U.S. dollars from entering or leaving the country. Every corresponding bank Stateside will suspend all Thai foreign exchange and interbank transactions, causing mayhem.”

“You are a powerful girl.”

“Just wait until I am naked, Clive.”

“I look forward to it.”

She kissed me again, a searing, sensational, electrifying kiss that melted my lips and reached the hand of love around my heart, squeezing it faster and pumping my blood harder. I wasn’t thinking about Amara when Sasha stood up; perhaps that was her plan all along, but I had given little away under the most seductive interrogation a man could endure.

“Thank you for not giving me the name of our prey, Clive.”

“Why thank me?”

“Because I despise weak-willed and dishonest men.”

Sasha left my hotel room without another word, and I undressed, placing all my clothes in a laundry net bag. The suit would be dry cleaned, and the collared shirt would be boil-washed with added bleach and soda until it fit far more snugly and was brilliant white.

I slipped into my training gear: long, tight-fitting yoga-style pants, a compression shirt, and Sting Viper boxing boots. I packed a change of clothes, a towel, and some toiletries for after training. I lay on my bed for an hour, meditating, settling my nerves, and building inner strength.

I couldn’t Google Colonel Sunan Aranthanan or his Police Brigadier General brother. Hotel wifi would record my search history, and while VPN was legal in Thailand, I had no clue whether my service provider might monitor my use.

I had to assume the Colonel was watching. One White Tiger is spying on the other.

If I were Aranthanan, I would have control over what the internet said about me and possess the means to find out who searched for my details online. Being in the Army, with the Police in his pocket, Royalty was the only greater power in Thailand than my doppelganger. I couldn’t trust the government because Sasha already had one eye liking them as part of the criminal trinity.   

“Government, Red Wa, Fight Club Thailand. Wow, Clive - what the fuck did you do?”

Speaking aloud somehow coalesced the problem, making sense of it. I knew there was only one person I could visit for help.

It was time to train, so I slipped on my long-sleeved jacket and dowsed myself in Deep Woods Off, a powerful deet-based repellant to fend off mosquitoes. My skin stung, and lips burgeoned for a minute until the active ingredient calmed down.

I stared at myself in the mirror and saw around a pound of timber had been dropped from my gut and waist areas. Within a week, it would be five pounds, a month twenty, and then, I would look like a savage ready to kill.

I left by the hotel’s side entrance because I felt safer doing so. Two streets over, I grabbed a tuk-tuk, taking the lazy way to Son Chai’s fight club. When I arrived, Amara was already there, working a man-size-weight bag as though it were a child molester. She sweat hard, looked fantastic and incredibly sexy, representing all of the things I wanted along with Sasha.

“You’re early this evening, White Tiger.”

“You are working hard already, I see.”

“I am young with much energy to release.”

“And I am old?”

“You have equal energy to mine - you proved that last night when you fucked me so hard I still feel it inside.”

She tapped her stomach as though paying me a compliment, and I could see her genuine feelings for me in a profound, warm expression. 

“Thank you.”

“No White Tiger, thank you.”

“I’ll join you soon. I must speak with Son-Chai.”

“He is testy this evening.”

“Thanks for the heads up.”

I dumped my kit bag and strolled across the vast floor of a fight club that felt like home as much as it had decades ago. The young bucks practiced high kicks to the head, a knockout blow if landed, while older boxers aimed lower at the shins and knee joints, chipping away at their opponent until a punch to the head slammed them to the floor.

Son Chai waved his arms in frustration at a sparring pair doing each other far too much damage for a training bout. He screamed at them; they stopped dead in their tracks, and then he sent them to the mats for press-ups, following them with a barrage of words.

“Don’t stop until you can’t feel your arms.”

He shot me a strained smile and headed for the high breeze block wall beside his office, where he could sit and watch everything. When I joined him, he glanced at me, looking angry.

“You made a mistake, Clive.”

“What did I do?”

“You gossiped about fighting.”

“I didn’t.”

“Yeah, well, someone gossiped for you, and now Fight Club Thailand reached out.”

“To you?”

“Yes.”

“What did you tell them, Son Chai?”

“I told them to fuck off.”

“It won’t hold them back.”

I sat beside him, watching one hundred hardened, determined fighters train, sparring, pulling or pushing something, skipping, even side-stepping at incredible speed so gracefully they looked like Springboks dancing. Everyone sweat profusely, and their skin glistened under the radiant spotlights above.

They grunted like a cacophony of violence that lifted my soul. Son Chai said nothing, his beady eyes watching everything. I knew now he was pissed with me, but the night was still young, with plenty of time for me to anger him more.

“Colonel Sunan Aranthanan is the fake White Tiger.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah.”

“His brother is a Police Brigadier. Aranthanan commands three high-readiness counter-terrorism battalions that are jungle warfare experts. His brother has immeasurable resources.”

“I figured he might outgun me.”

“Aranthanan is a complete bastard, Clive.”

“Do you know him?”

“By reputation mostly, although I have sent teachers to his barracks to train soldiers. He is well-known and revered by many because he is so terrifying. Fear often commands an ill-gotten respect.”

“Terrifying how?”

“To escape religious persecution in Myanmar, thousands of Rohingya have fled their country, seeking refuge here. Aranthanan removes Rohingya women and female children refugees from immigration detention centers he runs and delivers them to human traffickers.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah, he’s fucking bad, Clive.”

“What happens to the men in those detention centers?”

“They get worked to death, making clothes, embroidered badges, digging drainage ditches beside roads - anything that makes Aranthanan some money.”

“Oh dear.”

“Did you tell anyone about this, Clive?”

“No.”

“Don’t. You came here to fight - focus on that and playing with Amara.”

“Ahh, you know about that?”

“I know everything, my friend. She asked for my permission - I am her teacher.”

I leaped off the wall and headed over toward Amara, looking forward to beating the shit out of a hundred and fifty pounds of leather bag. I hated the vinyl shit that some kids preferred punching, but I could live with canvas.

I was a few yards away when Son Chai shouted.

“White Tiger.”

“Yes, old friend?”

“I am with you all the way - we will fight this bastard together.”

“Thank you.” 

I fought hard with the bag, relentlessly pursuing my catchup with Amara. She took longer and more frequent breaks than me, but I was energetically spurred on by an image in my head of a Colonel haggling with slavers over the selling price for a small group of children.

Amara remained silent throughout training, talking briefly when we rested at the same time, pouring water over our heads and Pocari down our throats. At the end of our session, when most others were done and gone, she smiled and held my hand.

“Did you fuck Sasha today, Clive?”

“No, but we kissed. I wanted to fuck her.”

“Thank you for being honest.”

“I’m sorry, Amara.”

“Don’t apologize. I prefer a truth that stings now than a lie that destroys my life later.”

“I have feelings for you.”

“And her too?”

“Yes.”

“I cannot return to your hotel tonight, White Tiger.”

“I understand.”

“Tomorrow early morning, I visit my grandmother in the mountains. The train leaves at 5 a.m.”

“I see.”

“So, can you please fuck me in the showers instead?”  


Chapter Eight

Steamy Sex

◆◆◆

The atmosphere in the ladies changing rooms was electric because two powerful athletes rode a precipitous adrenaline high prompted by hours of beating the crap out of their bags. I had watched Amara train, knowing she glanced at me with the same desperation to sink her tight pussy down my cock, but training is training, and Son Chai was a demanding master. 

We undressed in front of one another, each desperately snatching glimpses of naked flesh while grunting and groaning like beasts. My treat was a firm breast, then a rock-hard nipple, and finally a freshly shaven pussy. By the time I was naked, Amara had seriously aroused me.

Her sweat-soaked body appealed to my inner animal, a tiger roaring thunderously, clawing to get out and be unrestrained. Amara spiraled out of control, too, involuntarily twitching, flexing her muscles into a spasm overload, almost tearing her training gear off until she leaped naked into my arms, wrapping both legs around my waist, squeezing so tightly I felt my joints compress.

Her eyes locked mine in a melting gaze that made my cock throb.

“You shaved your pussy, Amara.”

“I love being eaten out, so I thought it best to give you a clean plate to lick.”

“Jesus, girl - I thought you were an angel.”

“Fallen one, maybe; now fuck me, please, White Tiger.”

“I have a better idea.”

I marched Amara into the showers, turned all six on, and stood in the steaming nexus. I kissed her, savagely taking what I wanted while she took from me what she needed. It felt like our skin crackled with electric sparks where we touched. The water cleansed us, but not the part of her I urgently wanted.

I deftly spun Amara’s tiny frame through one hundred and eighty degrees, slinging her quadriceps over my shoulders. I stepped into the powerful jets, flushing the sweat from between her cheeks, asshole, and pussy while she giggled and thumped my legs in faux outrage.

“I’m not dirty!”

“I’m cleaning my plate for the first course to be served.”

“Oh, I will fucking serve you alright.”

When I stepped out of the water and sunk my lips and tongue into her, I tasted plump, shaven pussy lips, so I plowed my tongue the length of her slit, then devoured her anal whorl.

Amara screamed with pleasure.

My solid cock was already rinsed by two palms roughly massaging its sensitive head, thumbing my banjo string so hard my knees almost buckled. Amara slid her lips down my shaft, choking when she went too far.

I licked her like a tiger enjoying the hole he was about to fuck. Amara tasted divine, creaming her youthful hormones while a throbbing pink hole leaked into my mouth. I sucked her swollen clitoris, and she shuddered, screaming with joy and almost pleading for me to slow down, but I was relentless, desperate to draw any honied nectar out of her pussy while she did the same to my cock.

When Amara orgasmed, I licked and sucked her swollen flesh until every drop of unicorn pee and sweet hormones coated my mouth, throat, or lined my stomach. I was on fire and desperate to fuck my girl hard, having already partly satisfied her needs. Amara looked pleasantly shocked when I turned her again, but she wasn’t letting me get the upper hand.

Amara slowly and teasingly raised her right leg until she gripped her ankle. She had done the standing splits as proficiently as any ballerina.

“Plant your seed inside my belly, White Tiger. Fuck me until I am raw.”

“I don’t need to be asked twice.

She was perfectly poised like a statue, holding herself in the most incredible position for me to fuck her. I could kiss her too, which I did lovingly, while I held my cock in one hand, plowing the swollen head from side to side across Amara’s horizontal slit. I cupped her ass cheeks with my spare hand, clenching tightly, enjoying the iron-tensed muscle I could barely squeeze a dimple into.

Our lips sizzled like nature was celebrating our love. I slid my cock inside Amara’s tight pussy, enjoying how her eyes widened with a deep frown and sigh of satisfaction as her cheeks puffed in and out with labored breathing.

“I love having your cock inside me so much, White Tiger. I want you to put me on it all day.”

“I’m fucking drawn to you like cats chase the end of a piece of string. You’re addictive.”

“I would chase you too, Clive, and not just for your excellent cock.”

“But that too, right?”

“Oh, fuck yeah.”

My cock reached so deep inside Amara’s tight hole that I had no idea where she put it all. For sure, the tiny girl loved me fucking her because she writhed in ecstasy and gasped for joy, leaning wider open so she could get more cock. I had never fucked a woman in that standing position, but I wasn’t going to wait long to do it again.

Her levered wide open position and super tensed muscles crushed my cock in a vise as I fucked her hard, being milked as though I were attached to a dairy machine. I grunted, sweat buckets as she did too while I expended the total energy reserves of my aching, exhausted body. I relentlessly powered my cock in and out of Amara’s fuck hole, screaming when she did, perfectly in tune with her orgasm.

Amara’s face contorted into an ecstatic facade of rippling pleasure that drove me wild. I was satisfying my woman at a primal level, squirting my seed deep inside her so it could journey to the egg that I knew was protected. Her orgasm crushed as she desperately milked my cock, eager to draw out all of my seed and own it, planting me inside her.

I nodded my head and panted, staring deep into her eyes while I squirted my load inside her, enjoying a child-like wonderous look as she absorbed my emotions through a twisted, joyous cum face I lost control of.

“There is no greater privilege, Amara.”

“What do you mean, White Tiger?”

She rested her thigh on my shoulder, still pointing her toes straight up. Amara cupped my face in both hands, smiled lovingly, and kissed me longingly.

“What is your great privilege, White Tiger?”

“To cum inside you.”

“No matter what happens between us, you will always be able to plant your seed inside my belly, sweet lover.”

Her sincerity and immense desire drove the final drops of semen from my prostate, squirting them inside her pussy. When Amara’s orgasm subsided, she lowered her leg and slumped into my arms softly, feeling like a gentle and all-natural woman. I lowered her with me to the floor until I sat cross-legged at the nexus of our steaming hot shower, cradling her in my arms, rocking back and forth, two lovers perfectly entwined.

When the water ran tepid, we bathed quickly, using shower gel, soaping each other, and rinsing before the cold flush came at the end. Eventually, the water ran cold from deeply buried pipes that fed a header tank above us. With an outdoor temperature of thirty-five Celsius and a steamy shower now exhausted, the room suddenly felt like ice, so we skipped out into the changing rooms laughing, shutting the shower levers off on the way.

I walked Amara out of the fight club and held her close again at street level. We kissed, and I immediately missed her, feeling a profound emotional loss and a hole in my heart as she strolled in the opposite direction. Amara turned at the end of the street and saw I was standing where she left me. She fist-pumped the air, waved, and blew me a kiss.

Then she was gone, and I felt sad.

At the hotel, I slipped into my usual squat at the bar and ordered a draught pilsner beer. The head was half an inch thick and creamy with a delicious floral hoppy flavor. When the beer ran across my tongue and down my throat, its well-fermented, malted barley flavor revived me, and I felt on top of the world.

A beautiful woman I knew sat beside me, grinning seductively.

“May I join you?”

“Do you drink beer, Charlize?”

“Doesn’t everyone.”

“Most ladies I know prefer cocktails, wine, or, your preferred tipple, a daiquiri, as I remember.”

“Tonight I am wearing jeans. I always wear jeans when I get my period.”

“Ahh. Charlie, you feel testy and up for a fight, so you came hunting me down.”

“Tonight, I want to fuck you, not fight you - but I see you already made love, so there is less than I need in you - I don’t do half measures. It feels like I have been defrauded.”

“How do you know I had sex?”

“Your smile, and I also smell sex from you. You showered, but the scent of a fine pussy is like an aura around you - perhaps it is carried on your breath.”

She leaned in, sniffing my shoulders, neck, and cheeks, then my breath, grinning knowingly and raising an eyebrow.

“I’ll have that beer bartender. Same as my friend’s.”

“Coming right up.”

Charlize exuded raw, pure sex appeal because she was luxury upmarket pussy with a hint of the streets, enough to suggest you’d have an angel on your arm and a whore in bed if you were lucky enough to be selected for either role. She was stunning, and my cock acknowledged that, but she spoke the truth when claiming that I was less than optimal, and if Charlize were on her period, her pussy would be hard to satisfy, wanting a reaming extraordinaire.

“What did you smell, Charlize?”

“Charlize, now, am I? You keep changing your mind about calling me one or other.”

“It befits you better than Charlie when you play a refined lady of elegance and lust. But we both know there are two versions of you.”

“And would you be the property of a lady of elegance, Clive?”

“In the right girl, yes.”

“Am I the right girl?”

“I think not, my dear. Charlize is a girl I could love, whereas Charlie is a woman to dread. I am unsure which version of you I would get and when.”

“Not many people understand me, Clive. Bravo. My darkness and light are greatly contrasting, and my names are appropriate in one guise or another. I am deeply impressed by you.”

“Now, will you answer my question, please, Charlize?”

“What do I smell on your breath?”

“Yes.”

She sipped her beer, then set it down and stood up. Charlize gently parted my legs wide open and stepped into the gap, but it was Charlie who kissed me savagely, taking my breath away, licking inside my mouth as though she sensed Amara was in there and she wanted to get her out.

When Charlie’s lips disengaged from mine, I was a frisson of excitement, energized by the demon in the guise of an angel who had taken possession of a dark part of my soul.

“I taste a satisfied woman who came inside your mouth. Well done, Clive - most men cannot stay the distance, and others are too damn squeamish when it comes to swallowing a lady’s bladder full of joy. If she didn’t offer you marks out of ten, I can tell you now that the girl on your face had a great time tonight.”

I lifted my beer and sipped slowly, trying to find a segue to escape Charlie’s seductive clutches. She did the same thing, retiring to her corner and preparing to come back out fighting.

“Why did you come here tonight, Charlie?“

“To fuck you until breakfast.”

“While on your period?”

“Are you scared to run a red light, Clive?”

“Au contraire. I love getting my cock bloodied. It’s like combat in the bedroom, raw, carnal, and sensual, at the end of which a satisfied woman is a great prize - fucking a girl on her period is a rare privilege because so many don’t want it.”

“I do enjoy a cock midway through. I love having a man massage my cramps away.”

“And yet you reject me because I am used goods tonight.”

“My loss then, Clive.”

“We could enjoy a beer, and you might explain your other interests in me.”

“It is still early days, White Tiger, and we should get to know one another properly before negotiating a contract. I always believe the fluid exchange in oral sex makes a wonderful basis for a collaboration.”

“Is a collaboration what you have in mind?”

“Of course, honey - collaboration… or a shallow grave in the Thale-Ban jungle where nobody will find you.”

“That’s a long way down south, Charlie.”

“Good, because I love going down.” 


Chapter Nine

Dishing Out Justice

◆◆◆

I was getting used to women walking away from me after having stirred my arousal like a tornado rips up trees. With Charlie, my desire to pursue felt different. I had fucked Amara so hard in the shower I was entirely sexually satisfied - one reason why I was happy to watch prime pussy stroll away from me. But also, I wanted a woman in my life who would not ever harbor thoughts of killing me.

Charlize was that woman; Charlie was not.

Women are complex creatures for men to handle at the best of times. If you could do it without becoming emasculated, life is perfect—a happy wife is a happy life, and so on—but a woman like Charlie would not be manageable by any man. She would want a strong man to slam herself off, constantly testing, teasing, dominating, and cajoling in love, but she would never be a nurturer.

Charlie was a force of nature, one I would quarrel with in one moment while enjoying incredible passion with in the next.

I would fuck Charlize, but no more than that. 

When I slipped into bed with the air conditioning cranked up fully, it took me a few minutes to warm up, so I reflected on my day.

I had a name and a question.

Colonel Sunan Aranthanan was the name.

Was it worth my while to get involved in this fight was the question?

Sure, my name had been stolen by a vile criminal who trafficked people and drugs, but he had an army to hand and was operating in his backyard. I was one foreigner with a headstrong, savage fighter for a girlfriend. I also had an uneasy, loose affiliation with a maverick cop.

Then there was Charlize and Charlie, of course.

I slept poorly, rose early, and went for a run along the riverside. I ran in the opposite direction to the one Sasha would, crossing the river and using the opposite bank. Here, homeless people lived shanty-style on both sides of a surprisingly clean path. Wooden pallets, thick plastic sheets, and cardboard were rough but monsoon-proof construction materials for small shacks, each with a drainage ditch between the next.

Outside, mothers sat cross-legged, boiling oats on gas stoves while toothless old men deftly trued up bike wheel spokes for a few baht, and sex workers sat on low stools, giving passersby a clear view up their thighs.

Nobody bothered me, and I was lulled into a contemplative mood by the early morning machinations of a community in desperate need, pulling together to survive. At my turnaround point, a massive pile of trash blocked the way. Here, the huts were fewer but better constructed, with access to a small jetty where a high-powered speedboat was moored.

It seemed like a community apart, separated by fifty meters from those with far less. I paused to catch my breath as I walked the turnaround circle cut from the riverside forest. A young man emerged from a hut, grinning inanely, striding purposefully towards me.

“Hey, man - are you buying?”

“Buying what?”

“Weed… other stuff too, if you need it.”

“Not for me, buddy.”

“I have underage girls. I mean, very underage.”

“Fucking what?”

I rose to anger quickly when it came to child exploitation, as any decent person would. Looking over his shoulder, I saw a few small girls inside his hut. The oldest couldn’t even have been a teenager yet.

The girls looked petrified with tearstained cheeks, hugging each other as though clinging to the only comfort they had.

“You heard me Xị̂ k̄hāw b̂ā.”

“Why are you calling me that?”

“Ahh fuck you, American - come here and can’t be bothered to learn our language.”

“You called me a crazy white bastard. I am asking you why.”

“Because you are fucking crazy for coming down here if you aren’t seeking drugs or young pussy.”

Two more guys came out of their huts, both wearing police officers. I was in deep shit if I took them on, but if I did nothing, the girls were fucked.

There seemed little point in waiting for a verbal ramping up of our confrontation to eventual violence, so I slammed a punch in the guy’s throat, taking him down instantly. Undoubtedly, a trip to the hospital would be in order, and he would never speak properly again. The first police officer ran at me full tilt, but a roundhouse kick connecting fully to his head took him down.

The last guy was more challenging, reaching for his pistol, so I ran at him, flying into his chest with both feet leading. When he hit the ground, I punched him twice, and he was out of it. When movies show you people taking fifty punches to the head, it’s as accurate as Star Wars. Usually, one, at the most, two good punches are enough to shake the brain to the point of a person passing out.

In less than a minute, I had taken down three men; two were out cold, and the guy, clutching his throat and choking, crawled toward the small jetty and his escape boat.

When I walked closer to the hut, the girls cowered away, just as scared of me as they were of the men who’d been holding them. The clearing momentarily fell silent, and I tried to figure out what to do.

Then, all hell broke loose, and dozens more police poured into the clearing, seemingly coming from nowhere and everywhere. These were not the amateurs I had taken down, each wearing combat assault gear and body armor, pointing rifle barrels at me and the men lying on the floor.

An unarmed man wearing the same armor vest as the police strode across the clearing. He looked like me and was dressed in civilian clothing underneath his armor. He seemed furious, wagging a finger at me.

“Who the fuck are you, buddy?”

“You’re an American?”

“I said, who the fuck are you?”

“My name is Clive. I’m staying at a nearby hotel and just came out for a quiet run.”

“What? Here?”

“I’m avoiding someone who runs along the other bank.”

“Ahh - a hooker maybe?”

“Fuck you.”

His face was inches from mine, and I smelled spearmint from the gum he chewed. I knew a combat veteran when I saw one: wild, crazy eyes, four-day stubble, immense muscles everywhere, and a murderous demeanor.

I stared him out, waiting for questions I didn’t want or need. His eyes narrowed like he recognized something about me, and his facial muscles relaxed, bringing him down from crazy caveman to peaceful hunter-gatherer. 

“Buddy. You shouldn’t be here. We’ve been watching these fuckers for a month and were about to close in later today when they switched over the girls. We might have nabbed twenty more of the trafficking gang, half of which would be dirty cops.”

“So, let me get this straight. You watched four pre-teenage girls being raped for a month so you can capture more criminals?”

“Close to forty thousand children under the age of sixteen are forced into the sex trade here, buddy, with pimps plying their pussies in working clubs, bars, brothels, and shitholes like this one for dirty cops and criminal gangs. Congratulations, you just saved four.”

“I don’t know how you can stand by and watch even one kid being abused while you do nothing.”

“I have no authority around here as a guest on a joint mission from the U.S. State Department. I’m a Foreign Tourist Police Assistant targeting American pedophiles. The guys you see with guns are in charge, and they don’t care about four little girls. They want to save forty thousand.”

“Four girls saved is a good start.”

A blink and brief change in his expression confirmed that he agreed. I could only imagine the shit world he played in where tourists coming from everywhere descended on this and other places in Asia to rape underage girls and boys.

“Yeah, four saved is a win in my book, and I guess you just stumbled in accidentally. By the way, it’s Carmichael. Leave now, buddy, before they make you a material witness.”

I strolled out of the clearing, then jogged, and finally sprinted away, furious with the injustice of so many kids being pressed into sex slavery. I imagined somewhere, forty thousand mothers and fathers agonized over the whereabouts of their children while vile predators from the four corners of the earth bought services sold by Colonel Sunan Aranthanan.

By the time I reached the hotel, I felt less furious, but the sickness in my stomach hadn’t gone away, and I was totally sapped of energy and deprived of oxygen. I staggered around outside on a grass verge with both hands on my hips, sucking in air like the turbocharger on a 5.7L Hemi.

I sobbed, seeing the faces of those little girls and imagining the horrors they had endured. When a hand firmly patted my back, I almost jumped out of my skin.

“I never saw you out running along the riverside, Clive.”

“Sasha!”

“Wow - you look fucked, man. What happened?”

“I pushed myself too hard.”

Sasha stared at my distressed face and probably saw the tears, so I wasn’t fooling her. I had sprinted back along the shanty village at such a pace that it terrified those cooking breakfast or preparing for their day while sitting carefully on a sheet of cardboard for a porch.

I wanted to scream - I wasn’t law enforcement, so how the fuck was I supposed to deal with what I saw.

“I’ll help you with this investigation, Sasha.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay - give me the name.”

“Colonel Sunan Aranthanan.”

“No fucking way.”

“Oh yes. Carter was very clear about this name. Colonel Aranthanan is the fake White Tiger.”

“Then he’s also a major player in Red Wa.”

“You never said that before, Sasha.”

“You wouldn’t give me a name. Why would I tell you anything?”

“That’s fair, I guess. What happens next?”

“Okay, Clive, look. Get a shower, dry your tears - fuck only knows why you ran that hard, and I’ll meet you at breakfast.”

I couldn’t stay out of the fight. They weren’t my daughters, but evil prevails when good men fail to act, and I couldn’t live with the images of those girls flashing through my head for the rest of my life.

As I walked to my room, my head cleared a little because I had made a choice and picked a side, so to speak. Now, I had to act, fight the enemy with vigor, and do what I could to help Sasha help me. Reclaiming my name suddenly felt petty because a higher purpose was exposed in the most raw way.

In my shower, I repeatedly slapped the wall in anger and sorrow, weeping for the girls, letting my imagination about their plight run wild. Outpouring my emotions felt good, but knowing the girls were reunited with their parents would have felt much better. I couldn’t mention my early morning altercation to Sasha because she would probably side with the Thai police’s point of view—sacrificing the few to save the many was a dilemma for law enforcement.

I dressed casually, intending to visit a few other fight clubs with Son-Chai, who wanted to start making my introductions within Bangkok’s legal fight scene. I felt nervous on my way to the breakfast buffet because I wasn’t operating in familiar territory. Even with my considerable fighting skills, the distasteful nature of a criminal underworld that I wasn’t familiar with rocked my psyche.

I sat opposite Sasha, taking confidence from her calm demeanor. Staring at a beautiful woman who wants to bed you provides a tranquil bubble, spurring a heavy dump of dopamine, and I could have stayed in her aura all day.

“What happened, Clive?”

“I ran too fast, is all.”

It was half true, but the reason why I overexerted could not be revealed to a woman who would disapprove.

“No… I mean, what happened to change your mind about helping me?”

“I slept on it, Sasha. You knew I would.”

“Yeah, okay.”

We scanned the menu, and Sasha smiled like she was on a pleasant date. However, I knew she was unconvinced by the reason I gave for my sudden change of heart. I wondered if I should tell her about Charlie, but how would I explain the context of our liaison, and what could I say?

A beautiful woman came here to fuck me last night, but I was spent. I’m pretty sure she’s a criminal who doesn’t like you very much. 

It make no sense in my head, and she might even think I was bragging about being the target for every woman’s booty call. 

When she waved at someone behind me, smiling broadly, Sasha stood and reached out to shake the hand of a guy seemingly joining us.

“I invited a colleague to join us. Clive mee-”

“Carmichael. Hi again.”

“Yes, that’s his name, Carmichael, but how do you know him?”

Carmichael sat beside Sasha, looking as surprised as she and I were. I hadn’t been set up; if I had, these two were my picks for an Oscar. The guy who let me walk - well, okay, run from the crime scene an hour ago grinned, then laughed with a heavy taint of irony in his voice, tossing his head back.

Sasha stared at Carmichael, looking peevish, something he took seriously, calming down to a smile. A server came to our table, so we ordered eggs to be brought. It wasn’t the moment for revelations while our table and food were being prepared, so I stood and wandered over to the buffet, closely followed by Sasha, who spooned heaps of gala melon into a bowl.

Carmicheal was a French toast and bacon man, flipping each stainless steel, chafing dishes, and filling his plate. Judging by the volume of carbs and protein he scooped up, I’d say the man did heavy weights every day.

When we reconvened at our table, it was set correctly for breakfast with spicy condiments galore. I ate chunks of juicy melon and drank water while my eggs were poached. There existed a silence between us that might erupt into laughter or anger at any moment.

Sasha grew impatient, nudging Carmichael in the ribs while pointing at me.

“How do you know Clive?”

“He’s the guy I mentioned when you called. Clive stumbled across the traffickers and busted them up really badly. It only took him a minute, too—it was like watching someone give a demo at a fight club.”

Sasha glanced at me with absolute adoration and pride written across her face before shutting that down. If we were alone in a bedroom or close to one, I was sure she would have torn my clothes off and fucked me right away. I guessed she took the same view as me - even one child is worthy of saving from a fate like the one I witnessed.

Carmichael studied me carefully and nodded approvingly.

“For a moment back there, I thought you might be the White Tiger. I wanted to ask, but if any of those cops had heard, you would have been lifted, just for the kudos and a few selfies.”

“You did me a solid, Carmichael.”

“You did me one too, Clive. Watching those girls suffer never sat well with me, either. Two hospitalized and one in shackles - hopefully, they will all receive the death penalty.”

“What about the girls?”

“They are four sisters on their way home to a village in the hills now. I heard Mom and Dad screaming for joy when one of the cops called them and put the girls on the phone.”

“Then we did a good thing?”

“Yeah, you did.”


Chapter Ten

Agent K

◆◆◆

I felt proud that we had rescued four girls from a hellish fate, but I was mildly intimidated by Carmichael’s arrival in my life. Having inserted myself into unknown danger, I was involved in a law enforcement mission I knew nothing about.

While studying Carmichael, I saw a raw viciousness lurking beneath the surface of a reasonable man’s facade. He smiled but didn’t mean it. He had a relaxed demeanor until someone dropped a glass nearby, then he stiffened and seemed ready to strike before grinning and casually waving a hand.

I nodded after we spent an uneasy minute measuring each other up.

“You are CIA.”

“What makes you say that, Cilve?”

“You smell like the CIA. Using a last name that isn’t yours is a giveaway, and there is no way a guy like you works as an international police liaison. You have a mission here.”

“I’m not CIA.”

“Would you tell me if you were?’

“No.”

His answer was as close to confirmation that he was CIA as I would get. Sasha’s stony expression led me away from a more extensive interrogation. From now on, I would treat Carmichael as CIA, not to be trusted under any circumstances.

He took over our discussion with a different agenda from Sasha’s.

“What’s the play here, White Tiger?”

“Colonel Aranthanan is the man posing as the White Tiger - it seems he is a criminal.”

“I’ll admit that is a surprise. If true, he hides his activities well; no doubt his Police brother helps. We had Charlie Blake penciled in as the drugs runner using your name, although I figured the sex trafficking and gun running were separate organizations.”

“Red Wa?”

“It seems you have also made that connection, Clive.”

“By Charlie Blake, do you mean the woman pressing me to fight illegally?”

“Yeah. She’s definitely in cahoots with Red Wa, but to what extent, we don’t know. How much contact have you had with her?”

“Not much - one meeting, but I think she’ll be back.”

Sasha’s eyes narrowed, and she used her considerable female intuition to root me out as a liar. My heart rate quickened, my palms felt clammy, and I gulped involuntarily. As I mentioned, I was not an agent of any description, just a guy who was good in a ring and whose luck with women had recently changed.

The silence at our table was deafening, like the one you get when dealing with a used car salesman who just made their pitch and now wants you firmly on the spot, saying anything to escape the absence of words. Carmichael eyeballed me, sizing me up to establish my value to his real mission, while Sasha looked on her face a mixture of pride and irritability.

“I’ll help your mission where it involves sex trafficking and slavery, Carmichael.”

“What about the drugs, weapons, money laundering, and countless other crimes that overlay people exploitation?”

“I’m not a crusader. That’s what you are paid for.”

“Ahh, okay - you want to get on the payroll?”

“Fuck, no thanks. I can earn more in one fight than you would pay me in a year.”

“And in any case, Clive - you are rich, right?”

“Did Langley tell you that?”

“Something like that.”

“With my details on any government system, I would be a target for life. I’m happy for you to draw the fire, Carmichael.”

“That’s fair enough. As you say, it’s what I am paid to do. What can we expect from you?”

“I’ll help you trap Colonel Aranthanan and close him down. As you said, he’s involved in many other illegal activities, and you are welcome to slap him with all the indictments you want, but I won’t directly take on Red Wa or Charlie.”

“Why not?”

“Because that will bring hellfire and damnation down onto my friends at Son Chai’s fight club.”

“Okay, we have a deal. Thanks, buddy.”

Carmichael looked as sincere as a CIA man knocking on your door at 2 a.m asking for a cup of sugar. I didn’t like him or this mission, but forty thousand girls seemed worth risking my life for. Sasha sighed and looked relieved.

I stood up, bid the pair goodbye, and left the breakfast room, heading for my suite.

I could train when I wanted to, please myself in all things, but now, standing on the balcony staring at the river, I procrastinated. A deluge began, scattering people on the riverbank, sending boats into cover lest they quickly fill and sink. Stifling humidity rose everywhere as rain hit warm ground and concrete, and a stench of stale water pervaded the outdoors as all manner of crap was flushed from ditches and drains into the river.

I went inside, locked the doors, and turned on my air conditioning. 

Rescuing the girls gave me a high, and finding out they were headed for home lifted that further, but Carmichael bothered the hell out of me, and so did lying to Sasha.

Amara was unavailable, probably due to poor cell phone service in the mountains, and it seemed pointless to rush down to the gym during monsoon hour. I wanted to talk to my girlfriend and get a different, more local take on my situation with Red Wa and Charlie Blake, at least as much of one as possible, without endangering her.

Was Amara my girlfriend? What started romantically very quickly became carnal and then kinky, with her expressing a desire to enjoy a threesome with me and Sasha. It was a surprise, but then I reminded myself we had met only one week ago - how could I know Amara, Sasha, or anyone for that matter?

You might spend a lifetime and still not know the person lying beside you at night. A tap at the door for cleaning service disturbed me. When I answered, I was shocked.

“Sasha… hi. So soon.”

“You lied to me.”

“Yes, I did. I won’t share everything with Agent K.”

“Agent K?”

“Men in Black. For fucks sake, don’t tell me it was before your time.”

“I’m messing with you. Tell me about Charlie.”

“In the hallway?”

“I’m waiting to be invited into your room.”

“Sorry, yeah… come in - I thought you were room service, come to tidy.”

“I usually have guys doing that for me.”

“I am sure you do. Is Carmicheal on that list?”

“Ooh… the White Tiger is jealous.”

“I’m curious.”

I was jealous. She strolled around the room, inspecting and investigating, probably looking for signs of Amara.

“She’s visiting her parents in the mountains.”

“I never asked about Amara - she is none of my business.”

“You wanted to know, though, Sasha.”

“Yes, I did.”

“Ooh, the Interpol investigator is jealous.”

“Maybe a little, but at least I will admit it.”

“Are you suspicious of Charlie?”

“Everyone is suspicious of Charlie. She has access to the Royal family, including the King. If she wants to meet a politician, police chief, district commissioner, or General, they drop everything and run to her by the fastest means.”

“A fixer then?”

“Fixers don’t own Rolls Royce Phantoms and Penthouses in Sathorn. They also don’t have people killed.”

“She isn’t making that sort of money in the fighting world unless she owns Fight Club Bangkok. I don’t see her being able to control that much testosterone.”

“You’d be surprised what one girl can achieve with a tight pussy, Clive.”

Sasha smiled cutely, flicking me intense, fiery come-to-bed eyes as if offering an example to prove her meaning. She became seductive momentarily, then disposed of the act once her point was made.

“You see, Clive? At that moment, just now, when I touched something raw and passionate, you would do anything for me. Imagine how you would feel with your cock inside me a few times a day.”

“Is that how you control Carmichael?”

“I don’t sleep with CIA. No matter how much good they do in the world, there is too much bad inside them for my taste.”

I felt relieved that they weren’t fucking, and she knew it. I wanted to make love to Sasha so much I could taste her pussy. We were working together on a dangerous mission, so I was unsure how that might affect our relationship.

I needed to find out and stop the tease. I undressed slowly, starting with my shirt while grinning at her with my best - I’m going to fuck you eyes. She looked surprised and raised an eyebrow, inspecting me as I unbuckled my trousers.

With my pants and boxer briefs down and kicked aside, my cock was solid, pointing proudly at Sasha. She looked hungry for me, eyeing my ripped body from head to toe, pausing to assess how deep inside her my cock would reach.

“I might be having my period right now.”

“I wouldn’t care. Charlie said the same thing last night.”

“Ahh, so you fucked her?”

“Nope. I was too tired after training and Amara. She didn’t want the dregs of my efforts - so I didn’t make it to the starting gate.”

“At least you are honest, Clive.”

“I have endured deception too much.” 

Still fully clothed, Sasha advanced slowly, moving gracefully while pulling on her bottom lip, smiling cutely and expertly curling a long lock of her hair in one finger. She looked incredibly sexy, with sparkling, playful eyes, warm, deep red lips, and dimples that indented deeply in her chin because she was in a fun mood and smiling broadly.

She stopped with her lips so close to mine that I could smell the vanilla flavor balm she used. The aroma of an Interpol agent on duty was partly her expensive perfume; otherwise, it was all pheromones designed to trap me - job done for sure.

Sasha cupped my balls in one palm, gripping my cock tightly with the other hand. As she lovingly stroked the entire length of my cock, her eyes widened in surprise, and she smiled approvingly, the most powerful thing any woman can do for a man while measuring his shaft. 

“Are we doing this right now, White Tiger?”

“I think we must.”

“It complicates matters between us.”

“It does.”

“I want to fuck you too.”

“We have waited for a long time, Sasha.”

“We did - I wish you came to my bedroom that night.”

“I wish we had fucked on the plane.”

“You were rebounding from an awful marriage.”

“That’s true.”

“You about done?”

Her lips sizzled against mine, and a potent vanilla flavor permeated my tongue. My cock throbbed as she began wanking it gently, moaning like she was getting off with only my lips touching hers.

Sasha squatted low, inspecting my cock, possibly for health, definitely for size.

“I haven’t enjoyed a big boy like you in a while.”

“I can’t say I have abstained, Sasha, but Amara has been the only one since my wife.”

“The only one in a little over a week - how remarkable and restrained of you.”

“You know I haven’t slept with my wife in years. I told you on the flight over here.”

“I’m teasing you, Clive.”

Her lips rolled across my sticky cock head like a condom being unfurled, hugging my solid skin tightly, squeezing, while her tongue removed the salty load. She moaned loudly, enjoying sucking my cock almost as much as I did, while my knees buckled, and I placed both palms on top of her head, holding myself steady.

“Wow.”

“Oh, you have no idea how much better this will get, Clive.”

Sasha wrapped her arms around me, cupping my ass cheeks, raking sharp fingernails across my skin while her mouth slid up and down my cock. Somehow, her tongue dragged from side to side across my taut banjo string, lifting me higher. Her hands-free control of my shaft was impressive, but not so much as the moment she inhaled deeply, then crammed my cock down her throat, choking in the most sleazy way.

I was hooked on her, enjoying the inner, well-practiced slut, less frantic than Amara, with the same eagerness to please me. Thoughts of her dominance or submission didn’t occur to me because I was on fire.

Only one thing mattered to me as Sasha’s mouth fucked my cock, and she wanked the base slowly.

“I want to taste your pussy, Sasha.”

“Do you like going down on a girl, honey?”

“Oh yes.”

“I understand - I love sucking cock.”

“I can tell.”

“I practice at a Gloryhole.”

“Are you kidding me?”

“Nope. Does that offend you, Clive?”

“Not in the slightest.”

“Maybe you’ll come with me one evening. You could fuck me from behind while I practice.”

“Jesus, Sasha, for fucks sake, get undressed quickly, please.”

“As you wish, White Tiger, but please know, I am a little unusual down there.”

“I don’t care.”

From the comfort of my bed, I watched Sasha undress, revealing the most stunning gymnast’s body. Her silky smooth skin had a couple of scars here and there, injuries probably accrued in the line of duty. Her combat badges of honor added to my desire for her because they were a sign that she was a rough-and-tumble woman.

Sasha’s ass cheeks were like a ripening peach, firm, shapely, and tightly closed, hiding a treasure deep. She bent over, facing away from me enough to show a perfectly shaven pussy with oversized swollen lips.

“I am unusual, Clive.”

“I can see that.”

“Do you still want to lick me - I wouldn’t blame you for backing out.”

“Are you kidding me? It feels like all my Christmases just arrived at once. The bigger your pussy lips, the better for me.”

Sasha laughed, leaped onto the bed, turned, and stepped backward carefully until she could squat over my face. She gripped my cock in both hands but made no move to suck; instead, my beautiful, casual fuck buddy lowered her swollen, immense labia until I could lick and suc the creamy coating that glistened.

It was like burying my face in a sweet, ripe watermelon. Her lips were soaking wet and enormous to the extent I could suck her juices, dragging the engorged flesh through my lips, drying her while filling my mouth.

I swallowed hard, and Sasha’s intense, sweet, slightly metallic flavor filled my mouth, coating my tonsils and the soft tissues of my throat, burning and captivating me. She giggled and moaned playfully, clearly enjoying my delectations, rocking back and forth, gradually feeding me more of her pussy. I clenched my lips around the base of her baby pacifier-sized clitoris and sucked, enjoying how she shuddered and cried out, desperate for more tongue.

When Sasha leaned forward and took my cock down her throat, she spread her knees wide apart and fed me her dripping wet pussy. There are few things I enjoy more than a girl feeding me her hole because it’s such a feeling of exhilaration to be invited inside her.

I clawed Sasha’s pussy hole wider open, slipping my tongue inside her pink cathedral. I briefly imagined her giving some random guy head at a Gloryhole while I fucked her from behind, a far better proposition for mutual fun than any my wife had suggested.

Her pussy lips throbbed, and she screamed for joy when I made a two-finger and one-thumb wedge, fucking her hole while sucking Sasha’s clitoris.

Sasha was a squirter, but I was up to the task, clamping my puckered lips around her pee hole, sucking hard while my cock jerked, emptying a hot rope of cum down her choking throat. I was in Elysium, my lips grazing along a golden, nectar-filled furrow while my tongue danced in her delicious slit.

Sasha’s orgasm was violent. She sat up high, still wanking my cock, milking out every drop of seed. I gripped her thighs, wrapping my arms around her, thrusting my tongue deep to draw out the river of ambrosia that was mine.

When Sasha rolled off me, she was temporarily spent, panting and smiling heartily - all woman, no cop. We cuddled, both knowing that within twenty minutes, we would fuck, then again and again. She smiled at me, touching my nose with a finger. In my bed, Sasha was all woman until I saw the flicker of her inner investigator.

“That was good, Clive.”

“I will give you much more tongue.”

“Even after… you know?”

“If you can eat it, so can I.”

“I love guys who aren’t afraid to clean up their mess.”

“Speaking of a mess, I know you have something to say about this morning. Honestly, I was out running and just piled into a situation I didn’t understand.”

“You were avoiding me, Clive. There is no reason to go on that side of the river.”

“I didn’t want to lie about Charlie.”

“She came here last night?”

“Yes.”

“For what?”

“To fuck me.”

“And nothing else?”

“Vague shit. She’s leading up to something, but I am sure it’s about my fights. There will be a lot more interest as each day passes, Sasha.”

“I need you to get closer to her.”

“How close?”

“I want you to fuck Charlie, Clive - make her fall in love with you if possible - at the very least become her boyfriend.”

“I doubt she has one guy.”

“You would be surprised. I heard she is loyal to whoever is her guy. Last night that might have been you.”

“And once I get close?”

“Get me inside her apartment.”


Chapter Eleven

Breaking Noses

◆◆◆

Sasha was a gorgeous, horny, and insatiable demon. Admittedly, I was too, in as much as my refractory period, energy reserves, and Viagra would allow. Her gymnastic ability matched her looks, but it was the raw, raging sexual animal inside her that caught me off guard.

Sasha fucked me like it was a competition, where our score as a pair mattered.

She stayed all night, kissing and cuddling sweetly like a perfect girlfriend in between fucking. At dawn, she left my room for hers, and a part of me was glad.

I lay in bed, exhausted, smiling. My sheets were damp from the intensity of our lovemaking and would need changing. I reached out to my cell phone to see who had messaged me so much through the evening, giving up around 11 a.m.

It was Amara.

This is my final message, Clive. I hope she’s good. I wish we could have done it together. Goodnight, honey.

I tossed my phone aside, feeling frustrated, knowing I had upset Amara. I was being a dog, enjoying the most exquisite female flesh I’d known and without much care for anyone’s feelings. My tiny Thai girlfriend undoubtedly wanted to enjoy Sasha with me, and I had been greedy on that score.

I would make it right with Amara.

And then there was Charlie—my new mission for the day.

I rolled out of bed, slipped on my training gear without showering, and headed for the gym. I bought a blue linen blazer, a collared shirt, and expensive designer jeans. I think, Armani. No morning run and no Amara for another day meant I was training alone.

It was time to spar and have fun.

Son-Chai had set me up with three young guys for some light sparring. His favored training system provided me with an intense, adrenaline-fueled workout at combat pace. Fighting rounds lasted two minutes, and my three opponents could tag each other in or out of the fight, working me to my limit.

We weren’t supposed to fight hard.

But they did, and things got nasty very quickly.

I took several hardy kicks to my shins, and each had enough weight to break my bones had I not worn pads. I was still gaining full strength and hadn’t done enough bag work to condition my shins.

A full-force kick to the head connected hard, followed by two similarly heavily loaded punches to my face. From their cruel, savage faces, I knew the youngsters fought for something other than training, pride, and kudos. As I reeled back a few steps from a heavy kick to the face and wiped the blood from my lip onto the faded leather of one glove, Son-Chai went ballistic and tried to step in.

I respectfully pushed my teacher aside, smiled, and leaped forward, taking no prisoners.

Suddenly, I was the White Tiger of two decades ago, with adrenaline coursing my veins like fire water. My skin tingled from an electrical current that twitched in every muscle as they loaded with power to destroy my enemy. With absolute calm, I moved relentlessly toward my opponent, spin-kicking, jabbing with full force, and taking out their shins, inflicting maximum pain and damage.

They were hurting badly; the pain I inflicted had knocked out all cockiness and belligerence - now, each guy, in turn, just wanted to survive.

In Muay Thai, when sparring, if your partner tries to hurt you or is using the session to beat the shit out of you, never complain - put them down and teach a lesson, or, like bullies, they will return emboldened.

I predicted when each fighter would change over and pounced early, taking the next one on before he properly steadied himself. I’d had enough of messing around and taking a beating, so this sparring session quickly became a street fight.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed Son-Chai. He wasn’t happy, but he knew this fight must take its natural course. Sometimes, Gladiators must rise or die trying - in this way, legends are created, and reputations are won or lost. I was sure the three stooges were Red Wa, and this was an attempt to ridicule me.

In the dying seconds of the round, the final fighter dove forward to grip me. I slammed him so hard on the nose with a left jab that I felt his cartilage collapse against my cushioned knuckles.

Before he could hit the canvas, I leaped up and took him to the ground into a hold before repeatedly punching his head until Son-Chai hauled me off.

“Enough White Tiger. He is done.”

“Of course, Master.”

When my opponent rolled out of a fetal position, the young guy was covered in blood. He had a collapsed nasal bridge and a battered face with grazes on one cheek where friction from my glove had drawn blood. An old injury, almost healed above his eye, had opened, and blood trickled down his cheek.

He was an absolute mess, so I darted forward to his friends, screaming with my fists raised, ready to fight. They shooed away like frightened children.

“Hah! Fuck you.”

I pointed at my fallen opponent, then to his friends, not feeling angry, just determined to shut them down.

“If you fuck with me again, it won’t be inside this club. I won’t stop beating you until you stop breathing.”

“You went too hard with us, White Tiger.”

“You cheap useless fuckers started it. Do you want more? I can go again right now.”

“No.”

“Then next time we fight, it will be outside this club and to the death. I won’t ever spar with you here because you have dishonored the club and my Master.”

Son-Chai was silent, and I figured he must have been angry. I wasn’t the type of man who ran to Mom when bullies set on me, but the whole club saw what happened and gathered to watch. An awkward scene must now be untangled.

Silence fell while Son-Chai tried to render my opponent some first-aid. All eyes were on me, so I walked around the ring, staring up at those on the mats and down at others on the weights and tires.

I thumped my chest, then fist-pumped.

“I came in peace to be with you at the place I most love in the world, but I can do war with anyone wishing it. Are you my friends, or am I among the enemy?”

They murmured, some smiled, and very few looked annoyed. They were my friends, but the discipline and calm of Son-Chai’s fight club had been disturbed, and nobody liked it. Three more guys came down from the mats, joining the two standing and one who had fallen.

When five guys carried the fallen one and left via the main gate, I knew they would never return - shame is something Thai and most other Asian cultures take seriously. My comrades cheered and applauded, chanting White Tiger, but Son-Chai wasn’t celebrating. Instead, he beckoned me to him.

“They were Red Wa, Clive.”

“I know, but why did you allow them to train here?”

“Red Wa have fighters everywhere, touting for talent, recruiting, spying. Sometimes, it’s better to keep your enemies close. Now you have fucked that up, and I am exposed - not as much as you are, but still, it is annoying.”

“I couldn’t let them beat me senseless.”

“I tried to stop them.”

“Is that how you would have preferred to be treated in my place?”

He shook his head, then grinned and laughed, knowing full well he would have done exactly as I had. Son-Chai slapped me on my back, assuaging the nerves of every fighter in the place who needed confidence their club wasn’t about to go to war with Red Wa.

I packed my bag and headed for the showers, feeling happy.

“Where are you going, Clive?”

“To find Charlie.”

“What for?”

“I’ll arrange my first fight and stop a war from happening.”

“You’re a fool. She will take you to some underground place where Fight Club Thailand will profit from millions of bucks bet on one or the other combatant. You’ll face attempts to hobble you, drugs, alcohol, women, fuck; it will be a nightmare, Clive.”

“Sounds like a great party, Master. Will you second me?”

“Of course I will.”

I took my time in the shower, relaxing, meditating, and building myself into the fighter I once was. My style was known to be all in - I was no ring stalker, preferring to advance and engage my enemy relentlessly until I crushed them. I rarely deliberately hurt anyone and only had done with my sparring partners to teach a lesson.

Knowing I must rid Son-Chai’s fight club of its Red Wa parasite, I must move quickly to avoid their retribution. It was mid-afternoon, and I knew precisely where to go as my next move.

Since arriving, I engaged my social media accounts to focus on Bangkok. Every one of the City’s high-heeled fashionistas, creative directors, and what-are-they-famous-for socialites had already blasted out short videos of every party heaven, lunch paradise, art-studded nook, DJ set, and Drag Queen Bingo party.

Charlie was all about social and sexual impact, so I headed for the most high-voltage clout magnet in the city’s tallest skyscraper. The Mahanakhon draws the Thai and international in-crowd like bees to a honeypot.

The Standard Bangkok Mahanakhon Hotel was an excess in the luxury Hollywood style. I arrived by tuk-tuk, left my kit bag with the concierge, and headed for a bank of elevators.

It’s a five-star hotel with a vibe that Bangkok’s scene was missing before its grand opening. The designers swapped out the predictably serene, Thai-inspired interiors and chi-chi fine dining restaurants of most of its competitors for a riot of colors, clubby restaurants, and the country’s highest rooftop bar—Skybeach.

That’s not to say The Standard is all-out debaucherous, though. A swirling pool, with a fantastic skyline as its backdrop, is a lovely spot to spend a lazy afternoon, and the adjoining gym sports Peloton bikes with a rotating roster of group classes are there for guests or members keeping in trim.

Charlie looked surprised to see me on the rooftop beach club, immediately detaching herself from three business-suited men, all CEO clones. She skipped across the marble floor, looking delighted, like any young woman who spotted her beloved in a crowd, half leaping into my arms while others looked on—enviously.

“I can’t believe you came and found me, Clive. I’m so fucking excited.”

“How do you know I don’t drink here often?”

“Because this place is too pretentious for you. You were looking for me - go on, admit it.”

“Yes, I am.”

She kissed me, amplifying the jealousy in several pairs of eyes tracking us. Charlie drew me to the bar, an ancient, long, single piece of wood with crazy, bright, colorful resin swathes embedded. She patted a barstool and sat opposite me, wearing a tell me about your day, honey expression.

“Would you like a drink, Clive?”

“Soda, water, ice, and a slice, please.”

She ordered mine with a top-up for hers, the same sparkling nonalcoholic drink that suggested a seriousness to her intent for the day. While some choose to wine and dine, others may flirt, plying their guests with much booze while they drink water.

I nodded at her guests.

“Ongoing business deal?”

“After lunch, a few bottles of champagne and half a bottle of Johnnie Walker Black, it will become a business deal… for me, at least.”

“Do you get all of your victims drunk before eviscerating them?”

“I haven’t done it to you yet, Clive.”

“Why not?”

“You are a keeper, sweetheart.”

“And what are those guys to you?”

“Insider trading information. A girl must make her pocket money every week, or she becomes poor. This bar alone is eye-wateringly expensive. Destitution doesn’t suit me.”

“Have you tried it?”

“No, but I am sure it wouldn’t be good for me.”

“Oh, Charlie - you’re naughty.”

“To these guys, I am Charlize - you are the only friend who will ever know Charlie.”

Her alter-ego simmered close by, but I sensed Charlie was sincere, at least in wanting me, possibly for more than sex. As I soaked up the ambiance, taking in an immense Bangkok skyline and enjoying the cooling breeze from massive fans blowing across the beach club, I wondered if I could ever have a normal relationship with a woman.

My almost ex-wife was a narcissistic cheater, and I was glad to have jumped out of that frying pan. The fire into which I leaped had three women so far, all beautiful, deadly in their way, with the most mysterious one staring cutely and with much love into my eyes right now.

She took my hand, rubbing it lovingly between her fingers and thumb.

“I could spend the rest of my life carving out a better man from your rough edges, Clive. By the time I finished with you - none could match you as a male.”

“It sounds painful for me.”

“Oh, come on. We would have a great time together. I am sure I would be a better woman for it, too.”

“I came to ask for your help, Charlie.”

“Shoot - I will do anything for you.”

“I have come into conflict with Red Wa.”

“Ahh, and you want me to negotiate a peace?”

“Fuck no. What do you take me for?”

She looked pleased but unsurprised by my near-offence. A professional was playing me cutely, sexually, and for high stakes. Momentarily, I studied her face and saw a negotiator, interrogator, and therapist. I didn’t stand a chance.

“What should I do to help you, Clive?”

“Organise my first bout with the best underground fighter in the world. I don’t give a fuck who it is.”

“That would be through Fight Club Thailand.”

“Yes.”

“Who are illegal.”

“I know that.”

“And what do you get out of such a fight?”

“Red Wa, Fight Club Thailand, and all the other snakes in this viper pit of a city will leave me the fuck alone. I am to be untouchable if I win.”

Charlie immediately understood it would be a fight to the death, so it was untouchable or a shallow grave for me. More than half a billion dollars of illegal money from around the world would bet on the outcome of a fight in which one man would expire while the other became a hero of millions.

It was a brutal proposal, and I noticed her nervous flinch.

“I don’t like it, Clive. I prefer a slower entry, nonlethal duels, and many fights to get revenues going.”

“The money launderers will love my idea, Charlie. Imagine how many dollars can be washed into the banking system as a result of this fight. It will probably double the revenue.”

“It will.”

“Will you do it?”

“You might die, White Tiger.”

“Maybe - let me worry about that. Will you do this for me?”

“Yes.”


Chapter Twelve

Thrill Of The Chase

◆◆◆

The meeting request I made of Charlie was a big ask. Opening any discussion with Red Wa or Fight Club Thailand was risky, but it was more so for her. She knew the head of the snakes and looked worried for me. I saw a fleetingly abrupt concern flinch momentarily in her expression. She quickly hid her emotions, but I’d noted it and knew her alter-ego wasn’t as brutal as she wanted me to believe.

Her brain engaged in my problem, fathoming a way to deliver a meeting without risking anyone, and she did something cute but weird with her mouth, deep in thought. I laughed, and she shot me a warning look, so I winced and smiled.

“Why are you laughing at me, Clive?”

“Because you care about me.”

“You’re no use to me dead. Aside from your fighting skill and fucking you if you’re lucky, I have low to no interest in your welfare.”

“Shall we have dinner later, Charlie?”

“Are you testing my resolve where you are concerned?”

“Maybe. Once you brush off the suits, call me.”

“Oh, you are that confident of securing a date?”

“I am. You came to my hotel for a booty call, remember?”

She eyeballed me with an excellent poker face, so I held her gaze, unflinching, not even blinking, until she smiled, turned, and walked away, neither victorious nor defeated. As she approached her business meeting, I watched her transform from Charlie, an innocent girl flirting with a boy, to Charlize, an eviscerating corporate machine about to slay the opposition. Charlize would get her insider information, bet on the stock market, and win - I didn’t doubt it for a second.

She would also call me for dinner.

I was through the nearly impenetrable door into Charlie’s private life, doing what Sasha wanted, getting closer to her bedroom and the information my lover wanted. I felt oddly ill at ease because I desired all three women equally and felt like I dealt with each unfairly. As I strolled out of the hotel front entrance into a bright early afternoon, a Rolls Royce pulled up in front of me.

The driver got out quickly, hurried to me, and snapped to attention.

“Where are you going, Sir?”

“I’m not a guest here.”

“I am Miss Charlize’s driver - this is her car. She instructed me to take you wherever you wish and bring you promptly to dinner via the tailors.”

“The tailors?”

“Miss Charlize wishes you to be properly dressed to dine with a lady.”

“Where are we dining?”

“In her apartment. Miss Charlize has a Michelin-star private chef, silver service staff, and an excellent wine collection. She also has several dining room options at home. For you, she told me it would be private and formal.”

“I see. Can you pass on a message to Miss Charlize, please.”

“Of course, Sir.”

“Tell her to text me the address and time she wishes to dine.”

“Uh… umm, are you declining the car and a… umm-?”

“Fucking yeah! I’m not a lapdog. Text… time and place… got it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

When I passed him by wearing a massive smile on my face, slipping on my Raybans before stepping out into bright sunlight, he looked terrified, clearly not used to telling his boss that her date flipped him, and by extension, her, the bird. I wasn’t about to be herded, managed, or otherwise tinkered with by anyone ever again.

I tossed my head back and chuckled, heading for a nearby taxi line. The head of the line was the smartest standard red Toyota city cab I had ever seen, with gleaming paintwork and a pristine black PVC interior pockmarked with mesh air holes.

The woman cabbie must have been around sixty. She was very attractive, wildly eagle-eyed, cynically comical, as evidenced by the judgemental stare I received, and with a sass to accompany her demeanor. 

“Please don’t be a short-haul fare, Sir. I have six kids and need money for food - husband fucked off years ago.”

“I need a suit, please.”

“Twenty dollar suit or two thousand dollar suit?”

“I need a suit to dine with a lady this evening.”

“In this place?”

She craned her neck around, staring at me in disbelief, and thumbed back at the most expensive hotel in Bangkok, smiling as though I must be mistaken or deranged. She glanced at my worn shoes and averagely cheap linen jacket, disapprovingly sighing and shaking her head.

“Dinner will be in a place much like this hotel - what’s wrong with me?”

“You look scruffy as hell. Fine, to date me, but not to entertain the sort of lady who hangs out here.”

“We agree that I need a suit, then?”

“Tailor won’t make a suit in one day, but you can ask him to fit you into someone else’s that needs slight alterations.”

“A secondhand suit?”

“No. It’s just a suit intended for another customer. Pay the tailor well, and the other customer will wait another week.”

“Okay… let’s go.”

“You need new shoes, too. It’s the first thing a proper lady will check. Yours look like shit.”

“You’re quite sassy for a service industry worker.”

“You try giving birth to six kids - I have no time to be polite to losers or idiots. I will answer honestly if you ask me a question - my opinion doesn’t care about your feelings.”

“Have you got time for me?”

“I’m helping you to find a suit, aren’t I?”

“Are you available all day?”

“For two hundred bucks, I am.”

“Done. What’s your name?”

“Auntie Suzi to you.”

Auntie Suzi shut down the meter while I laughed, and she scowled in the rearview mirror and then grinned mischievously. In Asia, younger people frequently use auntie and uncle as terms of respect for their unrelated elders. My taxi driver was a lively character who would steer me properly to Charlie’s apartment front door on time.

The tailor’s shop was on the top floor of eight in a marble-floored, modern shopping mall. Auntie Suzi parked in the underground area and led me to the store, where the owner offered her tea and a gratuity for bringing me. She gratefully accepted refreshments but turned the man down on his brown envelope, admonishing him gruffly, pointing at me as though he should get on with it.

The tailor approached me, smartly dressed with a triangular white chalk block tucked in his perfectly tailored waistcoat side pocket. He had a measuring tape wrapped around his neck and carried a small notepad with a pencil in hand. He looked at me like I was a deformed freak, tutting at a slope on my shoulder when he touched it as though it might disappear. The bulging thighs of a Muay Thai fighter didn’t meet with his approval either, and he grunted at a half-back measurement he took three times.

He noted everything down, then stared at me with indifference written all over his face.

“What kind of suit would you like, Sir?’

“A two-button single-breasted, three-button cuff with floating canvass, hand-stitched collar, and armholes so I can move more easily than machine sewing. I prefer Super 100s worsted wool fabric if you have any.”

“Hah - you know your suits.”

“I’ve been a corporate drone far too long.”

My sartorial attendant suddenly warmed to me, taking a few final measurements of my body before heading into a stockroom. Auntie Suzi’s wry smile suggested she was impressed with my knowledge of suiting even though she steadfastly refused to look up from her Thai tourist glossy magazine, so I laughed, and then she did, shooting me the most beautiful, motherly smile.

A proper suit is always worth investing in, and the one my tailor brought out looked stunning.

“This suit is cut from Italian fabric, Sir. I have no 100s right now, but this is Super 110 Merino wool made at the world-renowned Reda mill in Italy. The jacket only has a floating half-canvas rather than full as you requested, but it has durable corozo nut buttons to provide an elevated finish.”

“Is it hand-stitched?”

“In the armholes, back, and collar. It also has AMF stitching on the notch lapel and a lovely finish with square corner flap pockets.”

“I’ll take it. Now you have my measurements, I’d like three bespoke suits made ready when you have time.”

His beaming smile lit up the room, not so much for the business I gave him but more for the opportunity to talk about suiting with a man who understood the difference between a chalkstripe and a pinstripe. Fresh coffee and more tea appeared from nowhere, fabric swatches were laid out on a table, and every possible suit design variation was discussed.

After two hours, I left the store with new shoes, a suit, a couple of shirts, cufflinks, a tie, and socks. I glanced at Auntie Suzie after she hung everything up inside her taxi.

“Do you approve of me now, Auntie?”

“Much better. A handsome man like you deserves a good suit. Your lady will be lucky tonight; you can call me if she is not impressed.”

“Hah… that is tempting - what about Uncle?”

“I told you already. My husband was long gone after baby number six.”

“I thought you were joking.”

“I hardly ever joke about husband’s.”

“How many have you had?”

“Too many.”

Honestly, I was tempted. Auntie Suzi was attractive with an older woman, worldly-wise glamour a man my age could enjoy immensely. With an ever-expanding, demanding harem, intense fight training schedule, ongoing escape from marital disaster, and dinner in the offing, I canned my horny desires until later.

“You would be my greatest adventure, Auntie Suzi.”

“I would send you on your way with a big smile.”

“If I didn’t have a date tonight…”

Auntie Suzi dropped me off at my hotel and headed for the restaurant with my room number to charge all the tea she could drink while waiting. The dog in me wanted to invite her to my suite and fuck her because I really liked her, and age didn’t matter to me. But it would be disrespectful because she deserved more than a horny guy taking advantage, and I needed all my wits and energy for dinner and Charlie. I steadfastly walked away, resisting temptation without looking back.

After showering, I heard my phone buzz and glanced at the screen. Charlie’s name popped up, so I deliberately left the message unread until I had dried off, styled my hair, tastefully applied cologne, and stood in my boxer briefs and new socks, ready to slip on my new suit.

Penthouse, Four Seasons Private Residence, 7 p.m.

I look forward to seeing you, Charlie.

Me too, naughty boy.

Women like Charlie don’t have time for weak men. They soon get bored and move on. My wife had cleaved my heart, turning into a total bitch and serial cheater after our second child was born. I was stuck in a bullshit marriage, desperate to be with my children, hoping to make a decimated marriage work despite my wife’s adultery.

As I stared at myself in the mirror wearing a perfectly fitted suit, I felt proud and knew I would never appease another woman again, but I would also never disrespect one. Charlie must work as hard for me as I would for her if she wanted to play.

When I strolled into the foyer, Auntie Suzi waited patiently, sitting on an ornate, Thai-style throne room chair against the wall. Before she saw me, I observed her and saw an intense, formidable, and beautiful prize of a woman. If she’d had multiple husbands, I would bet they were lightweights. Sunset had come and gone; outside, it was pitch dark, and I had an hour to arrive promptly at dinner.

Auntie Suzi looked thrilled to see me. Her eyes lit up, and she undressed me with them.

“You look fabulous, Clive.”

“How do you know my name?”

“I asked the concierge. I also know who you really are - the White Tiger. When I tell my kids, they will be excited.”

“How old are your kids?”

“My youngest is ten. She was the easiest and came just before my eggs dried up, and husband fucked off.”

“I thought you said there were multiple husbands?”

“I was joking. Married once at eighteen, no prior boyfriends. My kids are wonderful people, so I never wasted my eggs - just had a useless husband.”

I laughed so loudly that it echoed around the almost empty foyer, attracting the attention of a receptionist, the concierge, a couple just arriving, and a few bellhops carrying their cases. Auntie Suzie linked her arm through mine and led me to the hotel’s front door.

“Where are we going, Clive?”

“To the Four Seasons. My dinner deadline is 7 p.m.”

“We can make it.”

When Auntie Suzie dropped me off after a white knuckle ride, where I was introduced to every rat run in the city, I had her life story. She was likely the most impressive woman I had ever met, holding down a job as a cabbie for forty years while her husband staggered drunkenly from one failed job to the next.

She birthed, breastfed, weaned, and raised six children, two of which were doctors; one ran a diamond mine, and the other two lived at home, still at school. She was funny, authentically natural, sexy as hell, and more fun than anyone I knew. Even more than two decades older than me, I found her desirable, almost addictive - she made me laugh constantly with anecdotes ranging from historical fares she had taken to labor ward tribulations she would rather forget.

When we arrived at the VIP parking bay in front of the Four Seasons Hotel, I felt sad that we would soon part company.

“Can you wait for me out here, please? I will pay another hundred bucks.”

“I will do it for free if you answer my question, Clive.”

“Go ahead.”

“Will you throw your first fight or not?”

“Are people speculating about it?”

“Very much.”

“Are you asking me that so you can place a bet?”

“Yes.”

“If you tell others, it might skew the book, and I would be in deep trouble, Auntie.”

“I will not breathe a word to anyone.”

I felt Auntie was sincere. A big gambling win at the odds she would get on me to be victorious in my first fight would enrich her life, possibly pay for another of her kids’ medical school, or catapult them into whatever profession they chose.

I leaned close, she cocked her head, and I whispered.

“I will never throw a fight for anyone or any reason.”

“That’s good enough for me. Now, go and fuck this girl and think of me.”

“I will. You’ll be here waiting for me?”

“My mother is babysitting the kids. I will sleep in the car - just rap the window when you are done.”

“Thank you, Auntie.”

“It’s good to know you, Clive - tell this girl from me she is the luckiest in the world.”

“I will.”

A nervously fidgeting butler waited in the foyer three minutes before our dinner deadline. While I was calm, he looked irritated when he spotted me, rushing across the marble floor like a peacock, bristling with pomp and bullshit. I didn’t like him much from the outset. His anxiety confirmed that something about Charlie’s behavior was obsessive, and she didn’t like irregularity or ill-discipline - it was the Charlize aspect of the girl I desired rearing her worrying head.

He whisked me to a bank of elevators, swiped his security card inside, punched some access key code into a pad, and then selected the Penthouse suite.

When the elevator doors opened on Charlie’s Penthouse floor, almost simultaneously at the stroke of 7 p.m, I was ushered into a foyer to a glorious sight.

The most beautiful girl I had ever seen stood on a large, light, dark blue and white streaked porcelain floored foyer. She spun slowly, holding her hands out, showing me she had made a very significant effort. Her long jet-black hair was silken and perfect, glistening in warm color spotlights from above that caught her exquisite form.

Her green eyes and affectionate, innocent girl smile seduced me immediately, but I most enjoyed Charlie’s hungry expression - she was a woman on the hunt.

Charlie wanted me.

Her eyes devoured me, her gaze pausing at my feet. She smiled approvingly at my black Oxfords with-toe, leather-upper shoes. Her studious gaze drank me in, up my body to my face, where her eyes softened, and an angelic smile was the sweet girl inside - all Charlie.

“You are the perfect man, White Tiger.” 

She dazzled me with every step I took toward her. She wore a beautiful, to-the-floor-length, figure-hugging, deep emerald green sequined dress that combined modern glamor with timeless elegance. The glittering fabric shimmered as she swayed seductively, encouraging my worship of her.

At that moment, Charlie was the spotlight at the center of my world.

Her dress design was a symphony of innovative details. A cut-out one-shoulder strap design showcased her collarbone and graceful, long neck. She was a statement, a single emotion burning inside me, a dream come true, leaving an indelible mark on my soul.

“You are unparalleled in elegance and beauty, Charlie.”

“Oh, Clive, you look stunning too. I couldn’t be happier. Thank you for making such an enormous effort for me.”

“I did it all by myself.”

“I’m sorry for my poor behavior. I wanted everything to be perfect so you could meet a close friend before you and I dine privately.”

“No problem.”

I offered Charlie my arm, which she took gracefully before leading me into her vast Penthouse living area. The immense parquet wooden floored room was mostly cast into darkness, except for a square island kitchen with twenty barstools arranged in perfect symmetry around it.

Two chefs worked calmly under the spotlight, preparing our food while looking like scientists in a laboratory. A long dining table, with polished wood so black it could only be ebony, was lit by candles. Two places were set opposite each other, and servers stood ready.

“It’s like a restaurant in here.”

“I frequently entertain for business. My dinner parties are famous - Mongolian Barbecue, Teppanyaki, or Baltic grill - and guests love them. I am far more thrilled to dine privately with you this evening, though, Clive.”

“Am I business to you?”

“I hope not entirely, but I want you to meet my business partner and friend. He is very excited to meet you. It will take five minutes.”

“Lead on… please.”

She led me toward floor-to-ceiling tinted panorama windows with excellent views of the Bangkok skyline night light show. A man dressed like me stood smiling as we approached, reaching out a hand. He was Thai, and I wondered what business we might have if Charlie wanted me to meet him.

Charlie detached herself from my arm, ushering me closer with an encouraging hand on my butt, squeezing cheekily.

“Clive. I want you to meet my close friend and associate, Colonel Sunan Aranthanan.”


Chapter Thirteen

Sad Revelations

◆◆◆

I stared at my nemesis, unsure how to react, determined not to look surprised, suppressing my desire to smash his head in. Charlie had torpedoed me, but she squeezed her hand into mine reassuringly. I couldn’t tell why she did this. I had never mentioned my hunt for the man standing before me to her.

I felt sick, knowing the vile Colonel trafficked children, selling our most precious treasure to sex offenders, pimps, and vile pornographic movie makers. I could dismiss everything else he was guilty of, a bar that.

A horrible thought struck me. If Charlie were involved, I didn’t know how to deal with it. The Colonel’s right hand shot out enthusiastically, and I shook it.

“Welcome to the game, White Tiger.”

“It’s a privilege to meet you, Colonel.”

“Please, call me Sunan. The privilege is all mine, Clive - may I call you Clive?”

“Of course.”

Fuck! I want to kill you so badly.

He smiled charmingly, confidence oozing out of a man with a private army and half the police force in his pocket. I couldn’t ask why he joined us at Charlie’s apartment or why he chose to be the most heinous criminal for a thousand miles in every direction.

If I killed him now, hell would rain down on me, and I would die in a Thai prison, probably from a drug overdose, beaten body, and chronically sore asshole.

Charlie seemed unconcerned about the Colonel’s presence or agenda, leaving us momentarily to speak with her chefs. He raised an eyebrow and smiled like a crazed serial killer getting their fix. When the silence between us became too intense, he sipped champagne.

“Charlie and I arrange all underground fights in Thailand.”

“I see - you are Fight Club Thailand.”

“Fuck no. We take care of the logistics. These include deciding on a location, setting up the ring and spectator areas, establishing a police cordon to facilitate no interruptions, on-site security for cash movements, bodyguards for VIPs, ticketing, in-country access for those wishing to avoid border checks, and even portable toilets.”

“And Fight Club Thailand promotes the event?”

“Yes, they also provide film crews and pundits for streaming services, as well as high bandwidth broadband with VPN, and they underwrite all the gambling operations we secure.”

“And the money laundering?”

“It’s considered uncouth to discuss such things, Clive, but I have a useful network. I’m sure you get the picture.”

“I do.”

“Charlie trusts you. Can I rely on your discretion?”

“Of course, Sunan.”

We eyeballed each other, reading body language, looking for an opening or weakness. He was ice cold but believed I could be trusted, most likely because of Charlie. Perhaps I wasn’t as bad at this spy shit as I thought. I figured that, as the other White Tiger, his curiosity drove him toward me.

“Why are we meeting this evening, Sunan?”

“You asked for a fight to the death.”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure about doing this, Clive? You’ve become rusty, and age is no longer your friend.”

“Maybe.”

“A death at one of my events is a high risk for me.”

“You’ve run them before. What’s new.”

“You are a Westerner… worse than that, an American. Your State Department and local Embassy is a pain in the fucking ass when one of you dies or disappears, especially with your profile - yours is a death that is not so easily covered up.”

“Can you do it if you must?”

“Yes - and I always have these conversations with every fighter. It is my friendly warning if you like.”

“Warning me of what?”

“The loser of this fight will never be seen again, White Tiger. Corpses are buried deep in the jungle, others are dumped at sea in lead coffins, and some are cremated - it all depends on what is the most expeditious disposal method at the time.”

“No evidence at all.”

“None. Some men can’t face that. We all want to know our final resting place is marked so our loved ones can visit. A sign to say we passed by this place on our way to another. Nobody will say goodbye at a funeral if you die. My men will carry your body from the ring, and that’s it - you are gone forever.”

“Is that a free-of-charge burial?”

“Dying is no laughing matter.”

“I am prepared for what the universe has in store for me.” 

“At least you have the character to win, White Tiger. I came here to offer a word of caution, but it seems your mind is made up.”

“It is, Sunan. Thank you for the advice.”

He set down his champagne flute, shook my hand again, and headed to Charlie. He kissed her cheeks as courteously as a French aristocrat might, then walked to the elevator, leaving a bad taste in my mouth.

I felt angry, holding it back. Being in the presence of a child exploiter was maddening, especially because I could do nothing to prosecute my hatred for him.

When Charlie returned, she looked like a girl enjoying a romantic date, but my mood was cast in stone tablets.

“Shall we sit down, Clive?”

“Before we do, please tell me why he was here?”

“I believe he already explained that, sweetie. We run an illegal event management company that pays handsomely. If you die - god forbid, you are lost to everyone without a trace. I want you to reconsider.”

“I must do this.”

“You understand the risks. It’s up to you.”

“What else do you have going on with him, Charlie?”

“Nothing. I am sure he is moving drugs, but that’s nothing to do with me. Many police and army do the same - it’s a dirty business, and I want nothing to do with it. Managing events nets me huge returns - it’s enough.”

“Okay, Charlie, sorry I asked.”

“You are inside my apartment, honey; ask me anything you wish. If something bothers you, let it out.”

“Let’s dine.”

A fine Bordeaux chilled white wine was poured when we sat, and Charlie’s seduction began. Orkney pan-seared scallops with courgettes, Thai basil, and kaffir lime juice were served. The white shellfish meat was perfectly cooked, melting in my mouth while my heart pounded, desperately yearning to know that Charlie was not caught up in child trafficking.

I sipped wine and bowed my head low.

“What’s wrong, Clive? I don’t like secrets in my home. Please say something - it’s like a fucking morgue in here.”

“I’m not made for this.”

“Made for what?”

“This… any of this. I hate deception, abhor unnecessary violence, especially to the most vulnerable.”

“Are you okay, Clive? What the fuck is going on here?”

“No, I am not alright.”

Tears flowed down my cheeks, and Charlie came to me quickly. She dismissed the servers, sending them to the kitchen area with one flailing arm. Then she comforted me lovingly as a girlfriend might. I felt so angry and distressed over the desperation of children that I didn’t know; my emotions were unrestrained. My heart bled, and my lungs ached.

I could scarcely breathe.

“Come to my bedroom, Clive. We can take the beef cheeks in bed.”

“You’re a dangerous woman, Charlie.”

“I’m not, honey. If there was ever a girl with a bark worse than her bite, it’s me. Nobody really knows me except you.”

“Are you trafficking kids?”

“W-wh-what did you say?”

“You heard me.”

Her face dropped, and she looked shocked. I studied her expression. Charlie was at a loss for words. There was no doubt in my mind she had no clue why I had attacked her with a question she seemed to find utterly disgusting.

Tears welled in her eyes, and she stood up, backing away from me, wagging a finger with her tone and pitch rising in a blind panic.

“What the fuck do you take me for, Clive?”

“I take it that’s a no?”

“Of course, it’s a fucking no - where in god’s name did you hear such a thing?”

“I haven’t heard it… not about you, in any case.”

“Then who?”

“Colonel Sunan Aranthanan is much more than an illegal event organizer and drug peddler.”

“No fucking way.”

“Unless the CIA and Interpol are lying to me, your business partner is big-time moving kids and women into the sex industry.”

“No! No! No! No - it fucking can’t be true.”

“He’s even ripped off my name, Charlie. That bastard masquerades as the White Tiger pushing his shit into Europe and the USA. He’s a total cunt, and you are his partner - what am I supposed to think?”

Her blood-curdling scream terrified me as she became incandescent with rage, picked up a bottle of Bollinger Cru, and threw it at a wall where it smashed and exploded like a hurricane, spraying the windows and floor with suds.

She screamed again, ear-splitting, horrifying and desolate

When Charlie collapsed to her knees, sobbing like a baby, I was there instantly, wrapping my arms around her shoulders, cradling the devastated girl inside a woman nobody really knew. She was utterly distraught, shaking like a leaf, and I knew it definitely wasn’t an act. Charlie was grieving.

“Think Charlie - you know it’s true.”

“We run a charity, Clive. It’s a way to launder money. We fund more than fifty children’s homes and orphanages around the country. We take some illegal cash from fights, turn it into donations, bank it via the homes, and leave five percent with them.”

“Doing good from bad.”

“Yeah. Sunan is the patron of those homes, which makes sign-off easy. Having a Colonel’s name on the charity’s headed paper gives them respectability - they love him, the kids too.”

“Okay… look, we need to talk about this after you rest, Charlie.”

“Is Sunan obtaining the kids through our network of homeless children’s shelters, Clive?”

She knew the answer. Charlie trembled, sobbing like a baby, becoming vulnerable as if something had snapped inside her. Her face was a pitiful mess of mascara and makeup streaks of the like that panic rushed men to a woman’s aid. I found few things more distressing than a woman crying, and this one was a complete transformation from the hard-faced, fun lover I considered her to be.

“Whatever has happened, it’s not your fault, Charlie.”

“Of course it is. I am complicit in my incompetence. If Sunan is sending kids to torture, sexual exploitation, slavery, and death, I am at fault for not being vigilant - how the fuck could I not be?”

“I’m going to get him.”

“How?”

“I’ll bring the Colonel to his fucking knees and end him or die trying.”

“He’s untouchable.”

“Nah. He’s hard to get at, but it’s not impossible, Charlie.”

“I’ll help.”

I held her while she cried and sniffed until no more tears fell. When we finally stood, I lifted her, and she wrapped her arms around my neck. When I kissed her, Charlie was subdued, needing comfort rather than energy and passion. Our tongues danced like the figurines atop a wedding cake. She moaned, tapped her forehead off mine, and kissed me again.

“Will you please take me to bed, Clive, and stay the night?”

“Let’s sleep together, but we can make love when it feels right.”

“I want you with me, honey. It’s been such a long time since a real man held me through the night that I can’t even remember when. A storm is coming soon, and I hate the thunder and lightning - please stay.”

“Of course I will, Charlie.”

I lay her on the bed, where she stood, and began undressing. I went to her butler, gave him five hundred bucks, and asked if he could give it to Auntie Suzi with a message asking that she return at noon tomorrow.

I knew Auntie would be there for me and not because of money, although that helped. My friends in the city may not be as numerous as Colonel Sunan Aranthanan, but they were loyal out of friendship and, for positive reasons, not born of fear.

When I returned to the bedroom, Charlie was wearing her underwear. She was as beautiful as Amara and Sasha, but each girl was unique and special, residing separately and equally in my heart. I undressed to my boxer briefs and slipped under her soft duvet, pulling Charlie’s chilly body close to my warmth.

We kissed and cuddled, but I held off from making love to her because it would only have been for me, and I am no selfish lover. Charlie wasn’t in a mood that could be lifted or an unhappy state that a rush of hormones might transform. She was coming to terms with the evils of her business partner.

“I have messaged Sasha to come here tomorrow at 10 a.m.”

“Interpol Sasha?”

“Yes, Charlie. She can help us.”

“Yeah… but you’ll need an army to stop that bastard.”

“I have such an army to hand.”

It had been some time since I held a woman in bed that I hadn’t fucked or wasn’t about to. Her light breathing, softness, womanly aroma, occasional purring, and tears, the tiny movements of her body melting into mine, and the love I felt exuding from her soothed me.

When the storm hit, flashes of lightning through her panorama windows sent Charlie closer to me, wrapping her legs around my waist so I could not escape, not that I remotely wished to. She whimpered, vulnerable as a kitten, but I knew her hardness would return soon and that plenty of fight was in the girl who would have her revenge on a treasonous business partner. 

As she nodded off to a restful sleep, Charlie whispered.

“Clive?”

“Yes, sweetheart.”

“Promise me we can save the children.”

“We will save the children starting tomorrow.”


Chapter Fourteen

A Meeting Of Lovers

◆◆◆

When Sasha arrived at Charlie’s apartment, I saw no hint of jealousy in her body language, even though the optics seemed we had made love. She hadn’t brought Carmichael, something I was grateful for because his early involvement and presence might inflame Charlie.

I left Sasha at the breakfast bar, watching the chef prepare a meal. She had coffee, so I had no reason to rush back. I returned to Charlie’s bedroom, where she was getting dressed, having showered after I did.

From sitting comfortably on her bed, I watched Charlie dress, her dress slowly covering up silken, naked flesh as she wriggled and shrugged her way into it. She noticed my admiring glance and giggled.

“You could easily have had me last night, Clive.”

“Not while you felt distraught.”

“I have never been comforted so lovingly, and it was so nice to sleep with a real man - what do you think it means, White Tiger?”

“For me, it means I saw an unexpected side of you last night. I was surprised.”

“Pleasantly surprised?”

“Very.”

She strolled over to me in super seductive mode, almost levitating while her hips still rolled perfectly. When she arrived and sat on my lap, my cock stiffened to the occasion. When Charlie wrapped her arms around my neck, she kissed me softly, yielding lovingly to my tongue while I played a piano tune gently up her spine with my fingertips.

“I want a boyfriend, Clive.”

“I don’t know if I can be loyal like a boyfriend should be. I have other interests.”

“Sexual interests?”

“Yes.”

“Are you in love with anyone?”

“No, but I enjoy playing with more than one lover, Charlie, and I value my current freedom.”

“What happened? Bitch of a wife?”

“Something like that. I don’t know if I can ever settle with one woman again. That sounds incredibly selfish, but I have enjoyed two excellent lovers and like both immensely, even if I don’t love them.”

“Being honest upfront about wanting to bed other women isn’t disloyal - cheating is.”

“Do you mean you’d be happy sharing me if we were together?”

“Sharing, yes. Swapping, maybe, but not being there while you fucked another woman - never. I also wouldn’t be cucked.”

“Me neither, Charlie - what would that mean in my current situation?”

She grinned, almost happy we could have such an honest conversation about relationships and sex. I felt the same, wishing my soon-to-be ex-wife had been similarly honest and open to a mutually agreeable solution in the early days of our marriage rather than becoming a cheating whore. That being said, I was well rid of Charlotte and far better off in my new life, albeit a dangerous one, so perhaps she did me a favor. 

“Clive - If you are asking me, would I welcome Sasha and Amara into our bed… maybe an occasional guy, too? The answer is yes, and to reiterate - I am not against sharing and swinging, but I won’t cheat or be cheated on.”

“Oh my, Charlie.”

“What is it?”

“Maybe you are the perfect woman.”

“I doubt that, sweetie, but I feel something between us, and I am not afraid to say it or explore it further.”

My heart pounded like a White Tiger’s as he hunted down prey, slamming hard against my rib cage, expanding my chest like a barrel. I was sexually piqued, desperate to make love to Charlie, and, in my wild imagination and lusty moment, I would drag Sasha into our bed, fucking her too.

“I know what being cheated on feels like, Charlie - it’s not for me either.”

“I can’t be a passing ship at night either. I can easily find disposable lovers if bedpost notches were my sole interest. I want to find a compatible, secure love partner for life. I can’t abide people who won’t commit or say they do but can’t.”

“Do you love me, Charlie?”

I had flicked a switch, creating a crossroads where we stood in a bubble of sexual, romantic love, looking in all directions, assessing our individual and partnered options. She suddenly became emotional, inhaled deeply, almost desperately through flared nostrils, while smiling lovingly. I noticed her eyes widen and pupils dilate.

Many people believe love is built by a long process of familiarity, mutual understanding, and layers of attachment, but I knew a spark had ignited between us, and I wanted to fan the flames.

“You are trying to expose my heart, Clive. I don’t mind being vulnerable, but if you toy with me, I shall punish you quite ruthlessly - don’t fuck with me.”

“I would never play with matters of the heart.”

“Okay… in which case, yes… I have caught feelings for you, and I’m intrigued to discover what might happen between us, but I don’t know what sort of man you are, and I am easily turned off. Despite what you may think of me, I don’t have a high body count.”

“Me neither.”

“You slept with Amara and Sasha, though - but you would not make love to me last night.”

“You were vulnerable, Charlie. I can’t be that guy who uses a moment to sneak through someone’s emotional armor to get what I want.”

“So, you do want me, then?”

“Very much, but frankly, I must point out that you are a criminal.”

“Define criminal, honey? I use insider information to trade stocks - most politicians worldwide do precisely the same. I organize illegal fight venues - you want me to organize your next illegal fight - that makes us similar.”

“Are you saying your crimes are harmless, Charlie?”

“Will yours be? After all, you are contemplating murder - calling it a fight to the death is playing semantics.”

Charlie was right. If I entered the ring intending to beat someone to death, the premeditation of my actions amounted to murder if he died, regardless of how I wanted to play around with word games.

“I won’t ever kill a man unnecessarily, Charlie, especially not in the ring. I have a plan I can’t discuss at this stage.”

“You mean you won’t kill a man unless you must? There are times when you may have to, darling, especially if we are going up against child sex traffickers in a country where a significant number in the establishment is crooked.”

“Are we talking about me killing Colonel Aranthanan?”

“We don’t know Sunan is behind the children being taken and sold, Clive, but yeah, if someone holds a gun to your head, you must be prepared to kill in defense of yourself or others.”

“I can do that, but I can’t casually take a life.”

“Good.”

Charlie looked relieved, and momentarily, I wondered how she could have gotten mixed up with anything so vile as selling people into slavery, even indirectly. I knew she wasn’t entirely convinced her business partner was mixed up in the illegality suggested by the bookie, Carter, which gave me pause for thought.

I shrugged, feeling less sure of myself. Charlie had said enough to make me think carefully and more clearly. I traced back to where I entered this fight and the warehouse where I stumbled into Sasha’s life, helping her take down a few Red Wa thugs. Carter’s revelation, the infant girls I was determined to save while out running, and an investigation torn apart by my amateur enthusiasm seemed less stable as evidence to rely on - I needed to be cautious, lest I lead everyone down a blind alley and into someone’s crosshairs.

“I will keep an open mind about the Colonel, Charlie.”  

She beamed a mixture of her relief and pride for me. When Charlie slid her hand into mine, entwining our fingers together and squeezing tightly, I knew this was no fling or bedpost notch. My heart warmed, and I trembled more than I had with Amara or Sasha because I wanted Charlie to think well of me.

“That’s all I ask of you, Clive. I don’t lie, and I hate liars.”

“Me too.”

“Shall we see how it goes between us then?”

“Yes, Charlie.”

“Let’s meet Sasha before she overdoses on coffee.”

“Are you comfortable with this meeting?”

“Sitting down discussing my business partnership with your most recent lover doesn’t bother me, Clive - does it trouble you?”

“No.”

When Sasha saw us, she smiled, still unconcerned that I may have slept with a woman becoming fundamental to her investigation. I wondered whether I had been the Interpol Officer’s latest bedpost notch or if perhaps she used sex to manipulate me. She eyed Charlie with the utmost suspicion, cop to perceived criminal, not as one love rival to another.

I laughed, and Sasha looked surprised.

“What’s funny, Clive?”

“It looks like we are teaming up - who would have thought it possible?”

“Only Amara is missing.”

“I can invite her, but in doing so, we would draw an innocent into a fight that isn’t hers.”

“True, but at least your harem would be complete.”

It was a mild dig, to which Charlie scoffed, lifting a smooth, creamy cappuccino to sip, thereby disguising her amusement and avoiding awkwardness. I was playing mind games with two supremely confident and beautiful women, one of whom I already had sex with while getting close to the other with whom I had developed a romantic interest.

I loved every moment of being with them, feeling no awkwardness and enjoying their female power, which was a fitting testament to my post-divorce well-adjustment.

“Charlie must be protected from prosecution, Sasha.”

“That depends on what she knows and how much she can help us - we aren’t going after some white-collar criminals here - danger abounds, and this investigation will get dirty, honey.”

“Yes, but ultimately, mine and her support is contingent on our amnesties.”

“Why would you need one, Clive?”

“Because I intend on fighting illegally. Regardless of Colonel Sunan Aranthanan’s crimes, I need Fight Club Thailand and Red Wa off my back.”

“That’s a fucking dangerous strategy.”

“It will draw everyone out for you.”

“That’s true. Carmichael will love it. He likes nothing more than a rumble with the bad guys.”

“How will you find an honest police officer to make an arrest, Sasha?”

“We work with a task force you aren’t supposed to know about. The same people you saw rushing in to rescue the four girls are the tip of a spear reporting directly to Thailand’s Prime Minister. Unless you ask me to arrest the King or another royal family member, there will be no problem.”

For an hour, we discussed a plan to trap our prey, which involved Carmicheal arranging simultaneous raids on every children’s home overseen in patronage by the Colonel. The fight I proposed would go ahead, and we agreed it would be my choice to deal with matters inside the ring - I had a plan and didn’t want to share it.

Sasha would brief Carmichael, and, subject to finding evidence at the homes, including eyewitnesses, he would arrest Colonel Sunan Aranthanan, his police Brigadier brother, and any conspirators.

I knew why Charlie looked uneasy, so I grasped the nettle.

“We must directly tie the Colonel to a consignment of people, Sasha. There can be no mistaking his guilt.”

“If the children’s homes don’t give us what we want, a back-up plan is needed. I suggest we target a drug shipment or the lab where he manufactures it. That way, we have multiple routes to tying him in.”

“Okay. That works. We must be sure the Colonel is our man.”

“I never suspected him until you mentioned it, Clive. All roads lead to your source, and if that is wrong or lying - we are fucked. I thought Charlie was using your name to run drugs.”

Charlie gasped and stared blankly at the Interpol investigator, then at me. I shook my head, indicating I disagreed with the assertion, but I wasn’t an expert investigator and was clearly out of my depth. Sasha got the reaction she wanted and seemed satisfied Charlie wasn’t the drug dealer she initially thought.

I was leading us in a specific direction with the Colonel and suddenly felt uncertain. 

“Check Carter out, Sasha.”

“Carter the bookie?”

“Yes. He threw Sunan under the bus more or less in exchange for my first fight prediction.”

Charlie never said a word, nor did she show the slightest flicker of emotion in her expression. Sasha got straight on a call to Carmichael, telling him to bug Carter’s office, home, phone, and car. I was pleased she did it because as each minute passed, I became increasingly convinced we must verify my information.

When Sasha finished her call, she looked irritated, shaking her head.

“For fucks sake. What if Carter lied to you, Clive?”

“It doesn’t matter. Your investigation is much better positioned now than when you suspected Charlie of being the White Tiger. Maybe I am wrong, but your investigation advances in a much more productive way with Carter and Sunan as possible suspects, so don’t direct your anger at me.”

“Okay… sorry. It’s just-.”

“Fucking complicated?”

“Yes.”

“You live in a murky world, Sasha - that’s not my fault.”

“No, okay - let’s place the Colonel and Carter under scrutiny and see what happens. How long until you fight?”

“Four to six weeks.”

“We need this wrapped up long before then. People are being trafficked; others are dying.”

“Lean on Carter, Sasha. He’s weak and greedy. The slightest hint of a jail cell will have him squealing like a pig.”

After Sasha left, I enjoyed breakfast with Charlie. She transformed quickly, morphing from business to feminine Charlie in no time. I chose to stay when I could have left. I was also ignoring messages and calls from Amara.

Amara had a boyfriend with whom an open relationship was established, whereas Sasha was single, sexually predatory, and hard to read. Had I embarked on a romantic relationship with either girl? I was sure Amara would be available if I wished, Sasha too, but I confessed to my soul that Charlie excited me far more.

Charlie had a power I could not easily define or pinpoint, which meant I couldn’t figure her out. She was vulnerable one moment, ruthless the next, and I wondered if the Jekyll and Hyde character I considered her to be was real or imagined.

“What are you looking for in a relationship, Charlie?”

She stared at me, slightly taken aback by my question, so I considered framing it better - context was everything when love was on the line.

“I ask because I am almost free of a toxic marriage. You are a decidedly complex character, and I don’t know what’s ahead.”

“Isn’t that part of the fun, Clive? Journeying along the road which has not yet been traveled without a map, guide, or signpost, just two lovers hand in hand, exploring each other and life’s wonders?”

“Yes, but I sense there is an unpredictable darkness in you.”

“Are you scared of me?”

“No. I don’t want another shitty relationship, poisoned by toxic behavior from one or the other of us.”

“I am very plain to see. I have a short fuse, so take some time to forgive. Perhaps you have detected that. We already discussed loyalty and cheating. I want equality, although I am happy to submit at times and always wish to be treated as a lady by a chivalrous man.”

“How can you have equality while submitting?”

“I can’t be treated as a lady if I won’t behave as one.”

“Where does your submission end, Charlie?”

“I won’t be bullied; I will support, nurture, love, and encourage. I enjoy being sexually submissive at times, but it is not an absolute given. What girl doesn’t like to be thrown on the bed, handcuffed and fucked?”

“I’d rather enjoy that too.”

“Then I am no more complex than your imagination has contrived me to be. I don’t wish to be easily predictable, but I also don’t want a boyfriend who feels I am unstable.”

“I don’t think you are unstable.”

“Then the choice is yours, Clive. I have bared my soul briefly while you have told me little about your needs and desires.”

“I am keen to pursue a relationship. I want a strong woman who is loyal, decent, kinky, and willing to explore sexually and in life.”

“Well… I still have period cramps, and I am the one girl you have thus far neglected.”

“To the bedroom then, Charlie?”

“Yes, sweetheart - to the bedroom where you can massage my cramps.”


Chapter Fifteen

Servicing The Tigress

◆◆◆

Being led into the bedroom by the hand of a sexy, beautiful woman was sexually uplifting. My wife had never permitted period sex, but it seemed Charlie was enthusiastic to the extent she glowed with a lightness in her step and a general buzz that thrilled me.

I was surprised that my mind quickly emptied of the nasty business at hand moments ago, and I was ready, no, eager, to make love. It was late morning, almost lunch, but I figured the only food we would eat comprised plenty of carbohydrates for energy.  

As I saw Charlie’s bedroom in broad daylight with all curtains drawn, I noticed its luxury to a far greater extent. It was a sumptuous respite from a mad world. After selecting a playlist, she tossed her phone onto a sofa, and soft piano jazz played through unseen speakers.

I knew her bedroom environment was set for love.

Her four-poster bed was covered in pure white silk, wrapped around each wooden pole and cross member. Charlie’s bed was a calm ocean of exquisite Egyptian cotton, duvet, sheets, and pillows, all matching like a brilliant white snow field, raised high with a large, bright red towel stretched over the end.

Someone had cleaned the room and made the bed, preparing it for their Mistress to be fucked on, knowing she had got her period. My involvement in that exciting act was pre-ordained. I was being carefully seduced and led into a relationship, and that felt good.

“I need to use the toilet—umm, I have to prepare myself and remove a tampon, but I thought we would start making love in the shower.”

“That sounds good.”

“Then we’ll get to the bed, Clive - I am sure you noticed the red towel. I like to be fucked a lot when in a relationship, even when I have my period - I don’t like prudes.”

“How long has it been since you made love?”

“I haven’t had a proper boyfriend in two years. Since then, I slept with two men once and a girl three times.”

“Ahh, you like girls as well. I can check that question off my list.”

“I enjoy anal sex too, Clive, in case you wondered. I frequently enjoy wearing a butt plug when I go out - I also have beads for my pussy and an extensive toy collection, including a Sybian saddle I will gladly fuck while you watch or I suck your cock.”

“We really are getting down to brass tacks, Charlie.”

“I like honesty, especially in emotions and sex - why don’t you share something with me? What do you enjoy most about lovemaking?”

I couldn’t recall a girl ever asking me, so I considered the question carefully. Fucking a girl in the back passage while she filled her pussy with a dildo ranked highly, but something else topped my sexual activity hall of fame.

“I love a girl to ride my face and squirt when she cums.”

“Can be messy in my case. I am a big squirter.”

“Do you hold back, Charlie?”

“Only if you ask me to. Otherwise, I will drown your tonsils.”

“Good - we can safely agree on that.”

“I love facesitting - not right now, obviously, but I would love to feed you in a few days. Does this mean you might be a tiny bit submissive, Clive?”

“I don’t see myself absolutely one way or another in terms of personality profiling. I like to be the protector, hopefully a sigma rather than an alpha male.”

“Ahh… you are wise and rare. Too many men only desire or consider the alpha status as prime, but I prefer a lone wolf, slightly introverted, focused on dominating oneself rather than others. I see myself as a sigma, too.”

“I don’t run with the pack, Charlie. I can see you don’t either.”

“Alphas have their place, but being too dominant and leading the group can leave little space in your life for anyone else.”

Charlie sat on the toilet, pulled out her used tampon, and wrapped it in tissue, disposing of it in a small trash can beside her. I saw no embarrassment in her expression, just the cute grin of a girl wanting to make love to her boyfriend prospect.

When she stood and flushed the toilet, Charlie kicked off her panties, peeled off her t-shirt, and dropped it. Her nipples were solid, bright red, and begging to be sucked. I loved how she never averted her eyes from mine, a true dominant, but as a sigma, not utterly so.

“You don’t seem bothered that I’m watching you, Charlie.”

“Period sex is hardly a fetish, even though many consider it a taboo. I want you to want me right now, and I am testing the waters - dipping my toe, so to speak. I’d be surprised if you were grossed out by my time of the month.”

“I’m not even remotely.”

“Shall we shower and fuck, then?”

When I undressed, kicking my clothes over hers, Charlie’s eyes followed my body curves, admiring every bulky, striated muscle from my shoulders to my cock where she stared for ages while I enjoyed her appreciative smile. Her cheeks speckled scarlet as she turned away, activating the rainfall shower while I got completely naked.

Charlie’s honesty about sex preferences, her sexual history, and what she wanted from life and a relationship was refreshing. I couldn’t help comparing her with Amara and Sasha, preferring the girl I was about to make love to.

The heat comforted me when I stepped under the shower, eliciting goosebumps that soon dissolved as my skin warmed. I shivered strenuously, tightening every sinew and muscle as my body prepared for love. I reached an arm around Charlie’s waist, sliding my palm down onto her ass cheek, cupping, then squeezing her firm flesh.

An intense, luscious kiss burned my lips, sending ripples of pleasure through me, an entirely different sensation to any other woman, with the possible exception of my almost ex-wife when we first met. Charlie’s lips yielded softly one moment, giving, before firming as she pressed harder, taking what she wanted. Her loud, excited gasps, longing whimpers, and slow, yawning purrs spurred me as I kissed and licked her neck while she flung her head back, wrapping both thighs around one of my legs.

When I gently raised a knee and pressed it between Charlie’s legs, her engorged pussy lips spread wide. She cupped my head in one hand, leading my lips onto a solid nipple, which I sucked, willing it to provide me succor. 

I was stimulating Charlie’s swollen clitoris with my kneecap, rotating slowly, pressing gently, ensuring I didn’t add too much weight. She looked shocked by the only thing of value Charlotte ever taught me in sex - how to pleasure her.

I set my foot down and slid a hand down Charlie’s washboard stomach onto her tightly cropped pubic bush before easing my fingers into her sticky slit. I kept the water spray on her back, making sure my lover was warm but that nothing washed away the creamy, slick hormones leaking from her ripe pussy.

“You sure know what you’re doing, Clive.”

“I want you to cum first.”

“That’s so nice to hear.”

Her lips opened wide, taking my entire mouth inside hers while her long tongue sought to explore me. I was electrified, captivated by the intensity of her kiss and the soft stroking touch of Charlie’s fingertips as she explored my cock.

I slid two fingers inside her tight, slick fuck hole, enjoying how she gripped them and the ecstatic expression that dominated her face as her cheeks trembled. Two delicious dimples were exposed on each side of her loving smile, pulling me further into her heart.

“You are the Charlie I could love.”

“Oooh, Clive - this is the real and only Charlie - everything else is deflection, defense, or attack.”

“I like you in attack mode as well. A huntress, but not a cruel one.”

“I promise you, Clive - I am not cruel. I love my life, and I’m extremely ambitious, but not to the detriment of others.”

I pressed her swollen clitoris gently with my index finger, enjoying an explosion of pleasure and flickers of joy in her expression. I loved the submissive way Charlie repeatedly tapped her forehead onto my chest, gasping for breath. I dragged her sticky pink nub gently from side to side, then in a circular motion, keeping constant pressure on it while she moaned louder, then cried out and finally screamed as I enraptured her.

I edged Charlie on a climactic precipice for what seemed like an age while she trembled, reached high on tiptoes, and kissed me with incredible lust and gratitude, but it was probably a matter of a few minutes. When she orgasmed, Charlie held my head between both palms, pressing her forehead against mine, staring intensely into my eyes while spluttering her words.

While her body shuddered as waves of ecstasy rippled through her, she spoke in a foreign tongue, French, I thought, which sounded sexy as hell. Her expression was incredulous for a fleeting moment, then spoke of utmost gratitude and utter pleasure the next.

When I retrieved my fingers from her slit and looked down, I saw a trickle of blood running down her silken thigh, which spurred me on. I lifted her, and Charlie immediately got the message, wrapping both her legs around my waist, spurring her heels into my ass cheeks like I was a stallion.

I didn’t need to guide my cock inside Charlie’s pussy; one wiggle of her gorgeous hips secured the position, and she slid down my gnarly shaft, staring profoundly and lovingly into my eyes.

“You’re big.”

“Good.”

Few words were needed. I could have told Charlie how tight and wonderful her pussy felt wrapped around my stiff cock, but she didn’t need me to - my face, flared nostrils, gasps of delight, and how I cupped her ass cheeks in clawing fingers were plenty to convey my joy.

I slammed Charlie against the wall, propping her there so I could fuck her harder. She loosened her heels and grip, letting me hold her up so I could ride her hole unfettered. I definitely hit the spot deep inside her pussy with every long stroke, and although it was our first time making love and I had no yardstick to compare by - I was sure I was one of her finest lovers.

Charlie was undoubtedly my best lover so far in life, which was no meager compliment, given my most recent conquests.

I fucked Charlie unselfishly, a growing concept for me and one I felt mildly guilty about. Having been married to Charlotte for so long, I was used to taking what pleasure I could when it was available. Charlie being on her period, having cramps, and needing love made me increasingly desirous of her and more desperate to deliver pleasure and fulfillment.

Charlie wrapped her arms around my neck, sliding up and down the soaking-wet wall as I fucked her harder and faster, getting my girl to a pique frisson. She stared at me lovingly, speechless because I did great work inside her, kissing me often instead of using words to compliment and encourage, bouncing her head off the tiled wall behind just when she thought an orgasmic tipping point was reached.

Then I lowered her from that climax moment, just enough to tease and allow her time to savor me.

When I leaned back, driving my hips and cock upwards at the perfect angle to fill Charlie’s cunt, I knew my swollen cock head squeezed against her cervix because each stroke bottomed out, balls deep inside, filling her entirely.

She screamed most sensually, expressing love and lust from the heart, enjoying an orgasm that made me feel proud. At that moment when she lost control, I fucked her even harder, lasting another two dozen strokes before joining Charlie in Elysium, with my cock jerking, shooting ropes of hot semen deep inside her.

Her smoldering eyes stole my heart as she stared deeply into mine, whimpering and smiling.

“You are cumming inside me, Clive.”

“Yes.”

“Thank you.”

“How are your cramps?”

“Does that matter to you?”

“Very much.”

“My period cramps are all gone, sweetheart - thank you for caring.”

While we kissed, my cock twitched energetically, milked by Charlie’s tight pussy as I decanted every drop of seed from my prostate.

Eventually, my cock softened, and we both looked down, watching a torrent of red with islands of white semen floating down her legs onto the floor, draining away. She looked up, grinned broadly, and I felt joyous to have discovered fledgling love.

“That was amazing, Clive.”

“For me, too.”

“Shall we bathe, dry off, and drink champagne in bed?”

“Then make love some more?”

“Of course - did you know period sex can shorten a girl’s period time.”

“Let’s see if we can end yours tonight.”

“You are such a considerate man, Clive.”

We sat upright in bed, drinking Dom Perignon and watching a TV show on the massive screen bolted to her bedroom wall. Outside, the storm raged, monsoon rain lashing the panorama windows. Dark clouds swirled, and snapped off palm branches were lifted high as debris from river banks and ditches was taken by powerful gusts.

Charlie snuggled close, which felt nice, but she wanted to talk and seemed reluctant.

“I have a favor to ask, Clive.”

“Go ahead.”

“If Sunan is not the man responsible for child trafficking and drug manufacture. Can we get him out of the country - demand an amnesty, so to speak.”

“Why do you ask?”

“At the very least, he is guilty of working with Fight Club Thailand and me, arranging illegal street fighting that is extremely lucrative.”

“I see.”

“Sunan will be arrested at some point now you’ve given him up.”

“Yes. I guess it also clears a path for you to take over.”

“Maybe, but I don’t think so. Without Sunan and his brother, I would be vulnerable. I want to get out and try my hand at something else.”

“I wasn’t being cynical when I said you could take over - it just seemed to make sense.”

“I know you meant nothing by it. I’m convinced Sunan is not behind the people trafficking - not sure about drugs.”

“I want my name and reputation intact.”

“Then you can’t murder someone in the ring, Clive.”

“I know.”


Chapter Sixteen

The Enemy Of My Enemy

◆◆◆

When I left Charlie’s apartment in the early afternoon, I felt lonely as soon as the elevator doors opened into the lobby. Making love to a woman with whom you totally click is not remotely like casually fucking the day away with one you barely care about. The emotional context of a loving act seduces the soul, creating a lasting connection that I felt for Charlie.

Outside, in the parking lot, Auntie Suzi waited, probably sleeping all night in her car. I hadn’t forgotten she was there waiting for me, but I was sorry for taking advantage. When I slipped onto the back seat of her car, she rubbed her weary eyes, turned, and smiled.

“Where are we going, boss?”

“To my hotel, where I must collect my training gear, then to Son-Chai’s fight club. I can make my way home after training - you need proper sleep.”

“And then, are we done?”

“Tomorrow, we will shop for a new car.”

“For you?”

“No, for you. I want to offer you a permanent job, Auntie.”

“Really?”

“I need your support, but I promise there will be no more waiting overnight for me in parking lots.”

“I didn’t mind.”

“I shouldn’t have done it. What sort of car would you like?”

“How much money you got, Clive?”

“Enough for an S-Class Mercedes. I don’t want to compete with Charlie.”

“Sounds good enough to me, and I doubt you would be a match for her.”

“Maybe I don’t deserve her.”

“I never said that, nor do I think it.”

I rested in the comfortable bench seat and contemplated my life while Auntie battled the traffic. Monsoon came, scattering moped and motorbike riders to cover under bridges or inside street cafes, making it easier to pass through emptier streets.

I was falling in love with Charlie, but the dog in me that had recently awakened didn’t want to give up fucking Amara or Sasha. I had an inkling that sharing was on my new girlfriend prospect’s agenda, but I hadn’t much liked the idea of another guy fucking her - recent experiences with Charlotte had set my heart entirely against it.

I was thinking selfishly because what is good for the goose is good for the gander, but I wasn’t there yet. The recurring question in my mind was how to interpret Charlie’s suggestion of an open-ish relationship and whether Amara and Sasha could become part of that sexual montage.

At the gym, amid swirling black clouds and continued rain, the weather was so bad it had limited usual attendance. A sorry dozen or so drenched fighters were having their asses kicked by Son-Chai, each taking a turn to battle the ultimate fighting coach.

From a distance, I saw Amara training alone, beating the crap out of a bag. I winced, wondering whether her punches and kicks were imagined blows to my head, midriff, and shins. Evidently, she had returned from visiting her family in the mountains and must have been enraged that I had not answered her calls or messages.

I approached expecting a quarrel, but she smiled and paused her session to hug me, smiling.

“Don’t ghost me ever again, Clive. It is disrespectful.”

“I know. I am deeply sorry.”

“Who were you fucking?”

“Charlie.”

“Oh. Be careful of that one. I thought it would be Sasha.”

“I slept with her too.”

“Thank you for being honest with me.”

“I won’t ghost you again.”

I trained on the heavier bag beside Amara, feeling happier because of how she dealt with our situation, albeit I was somewhat ashamed of how I had ghosted her. Where it left us sexually speaking, I had no idea, nor would I ask or pursue her now that an inference of my loyalty had been made to Charlie.

Amara had an open relationship with her boyfriend, but I knew we had clicked beyond the scope of being fuck-buddies. She left it hanging, not engaging further while we trained and ensuring she took her breaks when mine ended.

Amara was dignified.

For my final hour, I sparred under Son-Chai’s supervision, first against him with pads, then with other fighters, giving them a challenging workout while I worked on my defense and practiced favored combinations. My workout intensity had increased since the early days of my arrival in Thailand.

I worked hard and took frequent breaks, drinking Pocari Sweat and eating bananas high in potassium for energy before leaping back into the ring.

Amara joined me at the end of my session, sitting on a low concrete wall while unwrapping our hands and wrists.

“You look good, White Tiger. A few more weeks of this solid work, and you can fight.”

“I hope so. You’re looking good too, Amara.”

“I fight this weekend.”

“Where?”

“At Rajadamnern Muay Thai Stadium.”

“Ahh. Is it a big deal then?”

“For me, it is. It is a ranking fight.”

“I will be there.”

“No offense, Clive, but I prefer you did not attend. If you are there, my night will become about the White Tiger. Your turn to bask in glory will come soon.”

“Okay, that’s fair enough.”

“As much as I would love your support, my boyfriend will also be there, and I prefer not to rub his nose at the fact we fucked so much, and I enjoyed it immensely.”

“I’m sorry, Amara.”

“It’s fine. We were not meant to be an item, White Tiger - it’s time to let it go.”

I knew she wasn’t fine, but Amara stood and walked away before I could explain how I felt. She was semi-available to me at best, already being in an open relationship, and I had fallen for another woman, seeking from Charlie precisely the freedom Amara had so I could still fuck her and Sasha.

The irony of the situation was not lost on me.

I stretched down and relaxed on the mats while waiting until the gym was almost empty before showering. I smashed all the buttons inside the main shower area, standing at the convergence point of every powerful, steamy jet, enjoying how the warmth eased my body.

When another muscular man stepped through the steam and joined naked, I was unsurprised until I caught sight of his face and the smile of someone who intended to shock.

“Colonel Sunan. What the fuck is going on?”

“Hello, Clive. Are you surprised to see me?”

“Shocked. Are you a member here?”

“No. I snuck into the viper’s pit.”

“That’s a bit rich.”

He used my shower gel, and I couldn’t tell if it was a power play or whether Sunan was taking the opportunity to bathe. He was relaxed, to the point it worried me, smiling, almost as though we were brothers, if not in the flesh, then at least in spirit.

“What do you want, Sunan?”

“I enjoyed our meeting at Charlie’s apartment. I assume you stayed the night… don’t answer that question; a gentleman never should - In any case, I know you stayed because I had people watching the hotel.”

“What is it to you?”

“I protect Charlie.”

“From what, or who?”

“Dangerous, rash people like you, Clive.”

I felt angry and wanted to break his neck, but Sunan had revealed little except unusual pastoral care for his purported business partner, the same woman who may already be my girlfriend. I needed to know more about his purpose, but I hadn’t the first idea of how to ask searching questions without asking searching questions.

“Why meet me here? You could have intercepted me anywhere.”

“The enemy of my enemy is my friend, White Tiger.”

“That’s too fucking cryptic for me, especially in my current weary state.”

“You are hunting down the man who stole your name… yes?”

“Yes.”

“And now, you are also following the trail of a man who sells children to sex traffickers. The same man believed to be shipping massive volumes of Ecstasy to your homeland - yes?”

“You are incredibly well informed, Sunan.”

“I run three battalions of Thai Special Forces, and my brother is a police brigadier. Your phone, messages, calls, everything in your hotel room, Charlie’s apartment, and Carter’s shabby bookie’s office are at my fingertips.”

“You know everything - I get the picture.”

“I don’t know everything. For example, it escapes me why Charlie is in love with you, but she is, and that’s a fact I cannot change.”

I felt sick. Sunan knew more than I had believed possible, and he was only partway through his agenda. He was clearly leading me along his chosen path as I danced to his merry tune. He looked thoughtful, studying me as though trying to figure out whose side I was on - as if there were more sides than his or mine.

“What if this man you are hunting is three or more different people, Clive?”

“Are we still talking about the White Tiger?”

“Yes. What if he were one man committing one crime? You must choose between a man shipping drugs, yet another who abducted children, and a third who was involved in organizing illegal fights. Which man stole your name and why?”

“Did you steal my name, Sunan?”

“No.”

“Then why do all roads lead to you?”

“Are you familiar with the game find the ball?”

“Three cups, one ball, plenty sleight of hand.”

“I am an easy target for foreign agencies, Clive - everyone wants to hate the evil Colonel. Have you noticed how the bad guy is always a Colonel, never a General?”

“Why don’t you get to your point, Sunan?”

“Imagine there are three cups in this game we are playing - illegal fighting, drug trafficking, and people smuggling. White Tiger is the ball. Under which cup is he most likely to reside?”

“Illegal fighting because that is my natural bedfellow.”

“We agree on something then. Well done, Clive.”

“Are you saying this man is not using my name to ship drugs?”

“I didn’t say that. I merely suggested that nothing is as it seems. The obvious man using your name would be aligned to the fight network. You suspect me of being all three criminal entities, am I right?”

“Yes.”

“What if I were one but not the other two?”

“It would become very confusing.”

“It is far easier to believe that I am all three criminal entities, unified under the brand name of White Tiger, then?”

“Yes, Colonel.”

“But you accept the White Tiger could not be engaged in illegal fighting?”

“Very unlikely.”

“And you are sure that the man shipping drugs to the USA is the White Tiger?”

“Yes.”

“For a moment, let’s assume I am not involved in people or drug trafficking. How would I benefit from using your name?”

“If all you are involved in is illegal fighting, I can’t see how my name benefits you. I am well known in Thai fight circles, and you would find it difficult to carry off being the White Tiger - besides, the name is predominantly used in the USA as a cult-like weaponization for the sale and distribution of drugs.”

“I don’t need your name to organize illegal fights. There are plenty of people willing to fight on the streets. I need no shady, cult-like name or band of disciples following me.”

“So. If I understand you correctly, Sunan, you are admitting to being the ultimate organizer behind the illegal Fight Club Thailand, and therefore, you believe that offers me evidence that you are not masquerading as the White Tiger?”

“If I confirmed to be the head of an illegal fight club, that would land me in a great deal of trouble. Not least with Charlie, who believes I am simply a facilitator with her.”

“But you are the head of Fight Club Thailand?”

“Maybe.”

“Why are you involved in such a venture?”

“Perhaps it is because that is my easiest route to sit at the same table with the leadership of Red Wa.”

“Oh fuck!”

“Yes, Clive. Sasha and Carmichael are not alone in working undercover. Honestly, I care little about the drugs arriving in your country, but I do care about cutting off the head of the Red Wa snake and stopping the exploitation of my country’s women and children.”

“Wow. So, Red Wa are the people traffickers?”

“Yes.”

“And not the drug traffickers?”

“No.”

I strolled out of the shower room, grabbed my towel, and dried myself. Sunan followed, retrieving a towel from an old battered kit bag that suggested he was also a Muay Thai fighter. He caught me looking and snorted.

“I am no match for you, White Tiger.”

“Why did you come here tonight?”

“You have inserted yourself into the lives of every criminal in Thailand, not only because they all hang on whether you will throw your first fight, but the people traffickers and drug peddlers know you are hunting someone who stole your name. Each dirty fucker thinks you are hunting them.”

“Are you saying I am making a mess of things?”

“Quite the contrary. I think your involvement is positively shaking the fucking tree. It is good news for me. Your fight to the death will be the biggest deal in two decades - everyone will be there.”

“Are you Fight Club Thailand? Yes, or no?”

“Yes.”

“And Red Wa are solely behind the people trafficking?”

“Yes.”

“Is the White Tiger solely behind the drugs?”

“Bingo. You found the ball.”

“Who is he?”

“The enemy of my enemy is my friend, Clive.”

“That makes no sense. It merely suggests we should become allies.”

“We must be allies - we want the same thing. Your illegal fight will give me the entire Red Wa leadership in one easy to arrest front line VIP row.”

“And you will give me the fake White Tiger and, by extension, the drugs trafficker?”

“Yes. I believe you call it a quid pro quo.”

He smiled like a viper, but I guessed he was on my side, at least for now. The Colonel was a criminal, but he was by far the lesser of many evils within the grotesque hierarchy of such deviants. Sunan knew that by giving me what I wanted, he got his prize: the people stealing women and kids and plying them into the service of brothels worldwide.

“Tell me who the fake White Tiger is.”

“You must look much closer to home, Clive.”

I closed my eyes and processed our conversation. Sunan was an enigma, a lie, possibly a truth, but dangerous. Were we aligned? I had no idea as I also had no clue whether I was being played or manipulated like a child.

“If you are suggesting Son-Chai is the White Tiger, I will fucking-.”

“Oh fuck off. That man is a saint who loves you like a son.”

“Then who is it?”

“Carmichael.”


Chapter Seventeen

A Web Of Deceit

◆◆◆

Colonel Sunan left the changing rooms without another word, and all his visit achieved was to sink me further into the mire.

I sat on a wooden bench, cooling off from my shower, wondering who I could trust, if anyone. The Colonel freely admitted to running the illegal national fight club that plagued all legitimate Muay Thai fighters. Charlie would go ballistic when she found out that Sunan was her partner and anonymous boss, but then she would probably be pleased that he wasn’t a child or drug trafficker—if indeed he was being truthful with me.

I stood and paced the room, then punched a practice bag they had in the corner.

“Fucking Carmichael!”

“What was that, Clive?”

I almost jumped out of my skin and spun in shock, smiling at who I saw.

“Oh, hi, Son-Chai… it’s nothing. It was nothing at all. I’m letting off steam.”

“You worked the bag pretty well for two hours, so there is no reason for you to feel angry.”

“Life is never simple.”

He walked around the shower area, then checked every toilet cubicle, looking for something or someone. I knew Son-Chai suspected I wasn’t alone, but Sunan must have been careful not to be recognized.

“Was someone in here with you? I could swear I saw a man walking in. He had a kit bag.”

“Yes, but he left.”

“Who was it?”

“Colonel Sunan Aranthanan.”

“Oh fuck.”

“Yeah.”

“What did he want?”

“I can’t say, Master.”

“Okay. If you need my help, please ask. Don’t be drawn into someone else’s fight, dear friend.”

“Do you think I could be ready to fight in a few days?”

“Only if you want to lose. In any case, you need to renew your license first, and it takes time after that to organize a fight night.”

“Okay… yeah, you are right.”

It would take me no time at all to organize an illegal fight through Sunan and end all this shit in a few days.

When I got outside, it was dark, and all but Son-Chai had gone home. He was somewhere locking the compound up, and I didn’t want to disturb him further. I needed to speak with Amara about recent developments, but clearly, she was avoiding me. I had two options: go to Charlie’s place or return to my hotel and possibly encounter Sasha.

If Carmichael were with the Interpol investigator, I wasn’t sure I could handle my nerve, but if she was in cahoots with the CIA man, I had few options to hand. Finding Sunan to ask for help netting Carmicheal would be foolish - he was already on the case, closing the noose in his way, but his plan was a month away and included netting Red Wa.

In the meantime, people would disappear, and drugs would flow.

I strolled back to my hotel, hoping Sasha might be alone. Although she was more worthy of my trust than Sunan, mentioning what I had been told about her partner was still risky. It occurred to me that my problem could be solved easily by waiting a month. Carmichael would be dead, and my name would be clear of usurpers; Red Wa would be rounded up and imprisoned, possibly dead too, so the kids would be safe.

But I was constantly haunted by the little girls’ faces I saw in a hovel brothel while running along the river. I couldn’t bear knowing that even one poor soul suffered another night at the hands of the people traffickers. In the sight of the hotel and feeling deeply frustrated, I kicked a stone into nearby bushes.

“Fuck!”

“What’s wrong, Clive?”

I almost jumped out of my skin for the second time in an hour. I spun and saw Sasha, looking beautiful, a little tired, but very happy to see me. She looked warm, comforting, and desirable, but I knew that to have any chance with Charlie in the long term, I must forego the apparent pleasures of other women, regardless of my recent history with them.

“I’m fine - just had a bad day, is all, Sasha.”

“Join me at the bar.”

“I was heading for bed.”

“There has been a development. Would you like to know what happened?”

“Yes, of course.”

I could hardly say no because I was desperate to find a way out of the myriad intrigues and dangers my life had become. When we reached the bar, Sasha went straight for the hard stuff, an aged cognac from Hennesey, one that would be rude to refuse.

I cradled a double shot of dark amber liquor in a bowl-shaped brandy glass, warming it to get the best result. The glass’s dimple on the base allowed it to rest on the bar counter without spilling. It rotated comically and precariously, but never a drop was spilled.

Sasha stared at me, assessing my troubled face. I was an open book, a man in love and feeling highly emotional, imagining the tragic punishment a group of women and kids were enduring right now while I did nothing.

“You look upset, Clive. Is it romance, fighting, or our project?”

“Is that what it is? A project?”

“Well, whatever it is, Carmichael says he has the dirt on Colonel Sunan, so it looks like you won’t have to fight.”

“Okay. Did you see the evidence?”

“No. I guess the problem will already be dealt with by the time I see it tomorrow in the newspapers.”

“Oh fuck!”

“What’s wrong?”

“Are we talking about a CIA kill team taking him out?”

“I’m speculating, but that is the norm with people like Carmichael. If it were up to me, we would wait, gather more evidence, and approach trusted members of the Thai government to get an arrest.”

“It is up to you, Sasha - you are fucking Interpol.”

I drained my glass and pointed at it, a clear sign to the bartender that I wanted more.

“What’s gotten into you, Clive?”

“I disagree with extra-judicial killings, Sasha. It’s fucking wrong.”

“Okay, okay… I am with you on that. All I am saying is that by tomorrow morning, I expect to wake up and see the assassination of Colonel Sunan on every news headline with claims that Red Wa did it. It’s got nothing to do with me; I only have a message from Carmichael telling me he has evidence.”

“And Carmichael won’t be around tomorrow, right?”

“I doubt it. He’s acting on orders from Langley. It’s got nothing to do with me.”

“And your case is closed?”

“Not as I wish it to be, but I guarantee I will be recalled tomorrow after Sunan’s death is confirmed.”

“Has this happened before, Sasha?’

“All too often, honey.”

A hint of resignation in her voice suggested Sasha didn’t want her investigation to end in murder. An eye for an eye usually means everyone ends up blind, but I could understand the concept, being somewhat driven by it myself. In this case, though, there was no eye for an eye, just a stinking drug peddler taking someone out as a fallguy.

“I don’t understand why you care, Clive. Your tip gave us Colonel Sunan, and now that’s been verified. He is a scumbag, so let’s have another drink and see if Charlie wants to meet up.”

“Charlie?”

“Yeah… you and she look like you’re becoming an item. I don’t want to break that wild romance up, regardless of how dangerous I think it is for you, but it’s my last night in Bangkok, and... if I can’t beat them, I can ask to join them, right?”

“Can you stop Carmicheal?”

“Whoa… fuck, what?”

Sasha looked deeply confused and very irritated. I had flip-flopped around so much, battering myself and others with wild emotions while trying to fathom a break in this case, even though it wasn’t my business. I didn’t know who was lying and who might be telling the truth, but I was sure about one thing - tonight was too soon for anyone to die.

“I met Sunan.”

“What, again? Today? When?”

“Tonight, at my training fight club. He came to see me.”

“What did he say?”

“He told me Red Wa is behind the people trafficking and that he is the shadowy figure behind Fight Club Thailand.”

“Oh fuck… really? He’s a criminal then, for sure, and has confessed it to you.”

“Yes.”

“And you believe him?”

“Yes. He’s going to use my illegal fight night to invite all Red Wa leadership, and then he will take them down.”

“Not if Carmichael gets to him tonight, Clive.”

“Which is precisely why we must stop Carmichael.”

Sasha’s brain processed the case far more quickly than mine. I noticed she had taken a few sips of her cognac while I was plowing through my second double - probably not aiding my cognitive function. She eyed me suspiciously, fingering her glass cautiously, with little if any intention of sipping more.

“Did Sunan confess to the drugs, or is that Red Wa, too?”

“He said it’s neither of them. The drugs runner is the alternative White Tiger.”

“Did he say who the White Tiger is, Clive?”

“No, but I am sure he knows. Can you call off the kill team?”

“No fucking way. I don’t even have the means to speak to Langley without crawling through hoops at Interpol. Carmichael will laugh if I call him now. He’ll probably agree to hold off and kill the Colonel anyway. These CIA guys are a rule unto themselves.”

I had lied massively, but Sasha was in no way ready to entertain the idea her partner was the man she was tasked to investigate, contain, and arrest. I figured all I needed was to establish Sunan as an asset for her because although killing him solved a criminal problem, illegal fighting in Thailand wasn’t on Sasha’s radar.

She stood and leaned closer, eyeballing me almost viciously.

“Do you fucking believe Sunan, Clive?”

“Yes. Red Wa is in the wind if he dies, and women and kids keep disappearing. We also lose any clues we have to the drug trafficking. The only void left behind if Sunan is killed will be whoever inherits Fight Club Thailand.”

“And if you are wrong about Sunan. Maybe he lied to you?”

“Sunan lives a little longer. You can investigate and arrest him. Now, come on, I know you have some idea about what to do, Sasha. How do we stop Carmichael?”

“Charlie.”

“What do you mean?”

“Charlie can contact Sunan and warn him without exposing Carmichael. She has his confidence and private phone numbers and can make it sound like an anonymous tip-off when she tells him to leave his home for the night.”

“I’ll call her now.”

“You can’t.”

“Why not?”

Sasha winced and looked incredibly guilty, so I knew something was awry. I stared at my phone, then at her, and laughed ironically.

“You didn’t?”

“Carmicheal did it. He bugged Charlie’s and that new woman driving you around.”

“Fuck.”

“Lets grab a Tuk-Tuk. You can’t even message Charlie to say we are coming, Clive. Carmichael will see it.”

“Do you believe me, Sasha?”

“All I believe is that extra-judicial killings are fucking wrong, Clive; now, let’s get moving before it’s too late.”


Chapter Eighteen

Set The Hares Running

◆◆◆

Bangkok never tires of a party, making it challenging to navigate the streets at any hour, but especially after midnight. Food hawkers sell the last of their stock cheaply, ping pong ball girls perform desperately for tips, hookers accost anyone with a wallet, gorgeous ladyboys seek company, and drunken fools stagger across almost every junction.

Fortunately, our teenage Tuk-Tuk rider was a Lewis Hamilton protege who cared less for his life than he did for ours. The one hundred dollar fee I offered upfront caused every obstacle before us to vanish, human or otherwise.

In short order, we arrived at the Four Seasons Hotel after a white knuckle ride, where Sasha and I clung to each other with one arm, linking the other around a steel sidebar on the Tuk-Tuk’s frame. We gratefully slid out of the slowing moped-driven carriage and ran before our driver stopped outside the Hotel doors.

Luckily, the doorman recognized me earlier in the day, so he quickly opened the door, probably assuming I was a guest with a room key.

As we approached the concierge desk, more hastily and flustered than a regular guest might, the guy on night duty eyed us suspiciously.

“Can you call up to the Penthouse, Private Residence, please?”

“Sorry, Sir, Miss Charlie has a do-not-disturb on her line. She personally instructed me to bar all access to her penthouse.”

“Can you circumvent that?”

“I won’t do it while she has a guest.”

“Who is with her?”

“That’s none of my business, Sir.”

I felt surprisingly wretched, and Sasha saw that as the color drained from my face. She slipped her hand into mine and squeezed reassuringly. I immediately focused on the worst possible outcome and felt discouraged and jealous. She leaned in and whispered.

“Don’t jump to conclusions, Clive.”

“I won’t.”

I stared at the concierge man. He was around my age, unlikely to be panicked or bought off for a favor like this. I could sprint for the stairs, but I’d have a long journey ahead with security waiting for me at several levels on the way up, having an elevator to aid their pursuit.

He might be reasoned with.

“A man’s life hangs in the balance.”

“Which man?“

“A man who isn’t very good.”

“Could he die?”

“Quite possibly.”

“Should we leave well alone then? Go about our business and let matters take their course, Sir? One less bad man in the world seems to benefit everyone else.”

“Or, we could rise above our animal nature and let justice have its day.”

He eyed me more sympathetically. A hotel chain like the Four Seasons would employ decent people and were unlikely to entrust the keys to every room to someone lacking integrity. I squeezed Sasha’s fingers tightly, nervous about preventing Carmichael from covering his tracks, more so about Sunan and his family being slaughtered, but I also worried about who Charlie was entertaining at 2 a.m.

It seemed like an age passed while we eyeballed each other, but eventually, our concierge man lifted the phone receiver and dialed upstairs.

“Sorry to wake you, madam. A man at my desk wishes to see you. He claims it is a matter of life or death.”

I couldn’t hear Charlie’s response, but I guessed she asked who I was.

“It’s the man who was with you earlier today. He has a lady with him.”

He replaced the receiver, pointed toward the elevators, and handed me a key card.

“This will get you to the Penthouse, Sir.”

“Thank you.”

“Some people don’t deserve justice, but you are right. That isn’t our call to make.”

“No, it isn’t. Thank you again.”

I muttered and practiced what to say in the elevator, although it would probably be better if Sasha explained Carmichael’s intention. I glanced at my watch, then at her.

“What time does Carmichael’s assassination go down?”

“The window opens at 3 a.m. and closes half an hour later.”

“Fuck. That’s less than an hour.”

The elevator pinged open, and a beaming Charlie greeted us wearing a lightweight silk, see-through bathrobe. She was naked underneath, suggesting she had enjoyed entertainment such as I had provided the previous night. I was confused that she genuinely looked pleased to see me, stepping forward for a hug. I glanced in all directions and saw nobody, assuming a man, was lying in my girlfriend’s bed.

I choked and felt distraught, imagining that I had allowed my feelings to become hooked on a girl who was incapable of fidelity. Charlie read my distress and must have mistaken it for something other than a lover’s jealousy. She dragged me to the living room with Sasha following close behind.

“What on earth is happening, Clive?”

“The CIA will murder Colonel Sunan tonight unless you warn him.”

“Fuck! Seriously? At his home?”

“Yes.”

“He has security, and his house is a fortress.”

“They have a kill team. Do you want to take a chance?”

“Why didn’t you call ahead?”

I felt sick because the whole mission was unraveling, and I had no control. Carmichael being my nemesis and a major drug lord, Sunan being Charlie’s real boss without her knowing, and Red Wa being the vile monsters behind people trafficking was a big stretch she might not believe in one gulp.

I glanced at Sasha, who sat utterly calm and smiling on a sofa.

“Help me out here, Sasha, for fuck’s sake? This is your job.”

“Okay. Charlie here goes - My partner from Langley is going to kill Sunan tonight.”

“Why?”

“Because my partner is the fake White Tiger and, therefore, the man who is shipping drugs from here to the USA. I wasn’t sure it was true when Clive first told me, but I think the balance of probability sways in his favor.”

“That doesn’t explain why Clive never called.”

“His and your cell phones are tapped and traced, possibly mine too.”

“Fuck.”

“Call your business partner using a landline and have him evacuate his home immediately, turning on every light and tripping the alarms on the way out. That will stop Carmichael from killing innocents on sight.”

“Oh, it’s that bastard?’

“You know Carmichael?”

“I’ll explain another time. Let me call Sunan.”

It took very little for Charlie to convince Sunan that his life was endangered. I figured it might be a common occurrence in his line of work. After she replaced the receiver, my girlfriend sat heavily, looking like immense pressure weighed her down.

“He will call back when they are safe.”

We sat in Charlie’s living room amid an awkward silence. She was upset and justifiably suspicious of Sasha and me, while the Interpol investigator was emotionally distraught, imagining the worst about her partner.

I had a fucked up life; two spurned lovers and a girlfriend who looked pissed and might be cheating on me. My biggest problem was an upcoming fight to the death. Graveyard humor kicked in, and I thought that at least if I died fighting, my women problems would vanish. I slapped my thighs and smiled at the two women.

“Time for some honesty, Charlie. I’ll start.”

“Go ahead, sweetheart.”

“Colonel Sunan visited me earlier today at Son-Chai’s gym. He runs Fight Club Thailand, which makes him your boss.”

“I’d know if he was running an illegal fighting club right under my nose, Clive.”

“I doubt you would unless he wants you to. Sasha never suspected Carmichael. But wait, there is more. Red Wa are the people traffickers.”

“Why would Sunan reveal himself to you, Clive?”

“He’s deflecting Sasha’s investigation away from himself. Running illegal fights in Thailand isn’t a big deal compared with pushing children into prostitution and shipping drugs around the world. He wants to end the people trafficking on my first illegal fight night.”

“And what about Carmichael if he doesn’t kill Sunan tonight?”

“He’s a big problem for all of us.”

“How do you propose to solve the problem?”

“Sasha?”

Charlie and I stared at Sasha. If she didn’t wholly believe my story by now, the investigator must have doubts about her partner. My girlfriend stood and strolled to the bar, pouring three large cognacs and handing us our glasses before raising hers in a silent toast, sipping.

I heard shuffling feet behind me, turned my head, and saw a guy emerge from the darkness. Charlie rose, went to him, held his hand affectionately, and whispered. He looked over her shoulder, stared at me, glanced at Sasha, then turned and padded off into the darkness.

I fumed silently, feeling extraordinarily distressed and let down. Now was not the time to start a quarrel with Charlie, and I wasn’t sure, given the immaturity of our relationship, that I had any right to be angry even though exclusivity in our relationship was implied and given on both sides. 

Charlie’s phone rang, and she picked up the receiver. My heart pounded until she replaced the phone after less than thirty seconds.

“Sunan and his family are safe, and he expresses his appreciation to both of you. Carmicheal has been thwarted, at least for now.”

“Good.”

Sasha swirled her cognac around, sipped, and looked away from me, staring out of the windows at the nighttime light show in Bangkok.

“I can deal with Carmichael, Clive, but he’ll be in the wind within hours. There will be no justice because these CIA guys are either dumped in a burial at sea or they move on to their next mission because they are protected. We will never know what happened.”

“How can you deal with him?”

“If I tell my handler that Carmichael is our drugs runner tonight, he will pass it up the chain in minutes. Interpol will be on to Langley and the State Department within hours. Carmichael will disappear, one way or the other. That makes me damaged goods in Interpol’s eyes.”

“Why?”

“Because my target was right under my nose all along. My incompetence won’t be rewarded.”

“Carmichael hid from everyone. That’s not your fault, Sasha.”

“It was my job to catch him, and I failed. If he disappears by breakfast, we know you were right; if he’s rampaging through the hotel to find you, we know your information was wrong.”

“I’m not worried about Carmichael chasing me down. I may be a shit investigator, but I can deal with that musclebound clown. The truth will come out, Sasha, you’ll see, and my instinct tells me he’s the fake White Tiger.”

“Then, I will make a call.”

“When?’

“Right now, if you’ll give me privacy for ten minutes.”

Charlie stood and reached for my hand, hauling me out of my chair. She smiled so sweetly that I wondered if I was a fool or she was a sociopath. Even more surprising was that I followed her.

“We can wait in my bedroom, Clive.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, of course. You were there only hours ago. Have you forgotten where it is?”

“I know, but-.”

When we entered Charlie’s bedroom, not only was the guy I’d seen earlier not there, but the bed had one side peeled across where she must have gotten out while the other was perfectly made. My shock was evident, and my girlfriend laughed, hauling me onto her bed and wrapping me in a warm embrace.

“Shall I introduce you to my brother now or over breakfast, honey?”

“I didn’t… I wasn’t-“

“Oh, you fucking were, Clive. You thought I was cheating - don’t lie to me.”

“Okay, I’m sorry.”

Charlie smiled sweetly and kissed me. I felt relieved and foolish. My heart pounded, and I had a sweaty brow, stressing about her and me more than I was about Sunan and Carmichael. She pulled gently and slowly on her bottom lip, looking seductive, loving, and reconciled with my jealousy.

“Earlier today, I told the concierge that my brother was visiting. I see him a couple of times a year. We had dinner together, and I wanted privacy - I forgot to cancel my privacy request, and I should have told the concierge to let you through no matter what. I am sorry, Clive.”

“I’m sorry I jumped to conclusions, Charlie.”

“I am rather pleased that you did.”

“Why?”

“If you didn’t feel any jealousy so early in our relationship, it would probably mean you don’t value me.”

“I was jealous, and I do love you, Charlie.”

“I want this to work. I knew from your reaction when you got off the elevator that something was wrong, and I quickly figured it out.”

“Why didn’t you tell me right away?”

Charlie lifted her cognac and sipped, grinning like a schoolgirl teasing her boyfriend. She didn’t seem upset; instead, my girlfriend looked pleased.

“I should have introduced Justin right away. It was wrong and a little immature of me, but I promise it will never happen again.”

Charlie shot me an amusing bratty smile, and I caved in, kissing her again, pulling her closer. I was relieved and had learned a lesson. If we were not meant to be a couple, nothing I could do would keep us together.

Shuffling feet behind drew both of our attention. Sasha stood at the door, looking gaunt, probably because she knew her job would soon disappear.  

“It’s done, you guys. I have to meet someone nearby in half an hour. Be in no doubt, we have set the hares running, but if this information about Carmichael pans out, the case will be closed for me.”

Charlie looked like a rabbit caught in the headlights. With Carmichael out of the way soon, she would have her partner to deal with, knowing his next Fight Club Thailand setup was to capture the leadership of a terror group selling kids.

She raised a hand.

“Does this mean you will leave Thailand soon, Sasha?”

“Yes, in a matter of days, a week at the most.”

“Before you leave, will you join us?”

“In that lovely big bed, Charlie?”

“Yes.”

“I would like that very much.”

“There is an open invitation for you in our bed, Sasha.”


Chapter Nineteen

I Have A Plan

◆◆◆

Charlie escorted Sasha to the elevator, but she did not return anytime soon after. Once five minutes had elapsed, I stepped out of her bedroom and saw my girlfriend standing at the panorama windows, staring out, talking to someone on the phone.

I made sure Charlie heard me approach and grinned when she waved sheepishly. I pointed at the bar and then at my empty glass for a refill; she quickly slugged her drink back and handed me the glass, which I took to mean she wanted more.

Her brandy collection comprised a dozen fine French cognacs, mostly XO, one Greek, Metaxa five star, and a few Germans; the only one I recognized was Asbach Uralt. I played safe and selected the Hennesy XO, sticking with the bottle I had seen her pour from.

When I returned to Charlie, her voice was raised, and I realized she was talking angrily about me.

“He’s with me now - I will put you on speaker so we can all have this out.”

I handed over her drink and shrugged, having no clue who she was speaking to. By this stage, I didn’t care, feeling it was unlikely my situation could deteriorate further. I recognized the voice on the other end of her call immediately.

“Can you hear me, Clive?”

“Yes, Sunan. Go ahead.”

“Thank you for saving the lives of my family. I shall always be grateful.”

“You’re welcome… what’s the problem?”

“Now that you told Charlie that I am the power behind Fight Club Thailand, she wants me to go legitimate after tearing strips off me for lying.”

“That can’t work, Sunan.”

“Hah! Tell that to Charlie.”

My girlfriend eyed me like a tigress with teeth and claws bared, ready to pounce, and I grinned and then laughed, much to her chagrin. I sipped a healthy mouthful of cognac, enjoying its warming sensation and rich flavor. I thought carefully, framing my argument so as not to unhinge an already testy woman.

“Why do you want to back out of this, Charlie?”

“I was providing logistics for illegal fighting. Now, by association with Sunan, I am involved in recruiting the fighters and illegal gambling.”

“If youngsters, or people from all walks of life, need to do something wild, it’s best to have semi-controlled spaces where they can take on each other and, in the process, learn about combat arts.”

“They can join a legal fight club like you did, Clive.”

“No teenager wants to live entirely within the law. Legal fight clubs appeal to most, but not all, and those who are members still love stepping into the temptation of an illegal ring.”

It was a matter of street cred. The fewer rules and more likelihood of being crashed by Police, the more gang fighters loved the illegal fight scene. Drugs, no-holds-barred, and massive gambling pumped illegal events to the sky like they were on steroids when compared with a club fight. 

“So we are providing a service others can’t match?”

“Believe it or not, you and Sunan keep these kids safe. Any other illegal venue won’t have doctors or ambulances on site, and mostly, the fight won’t be stopped until one combatant is seriously incapacitated.”

“So, you approve of Sunan running this illegal operation?”

“Not really. The gambling aspect worries me. Other than that, I don’t care… it’s not my fight.”

“But you might be killed, Clive.”

“That’s a different problem, honey. You don’t run any other fights to the death, right?”

“No, but-.”

Her voice tailed off, and Charlie got the message. It was my fight, not the overall illegality of Fight Club Thailand, that disturbed her. She was immersed in a conflict of interest and quickly realized that Sunan bridged a moral dilemma without caring whether I lived or died. If he didn’t provide an illegal fight system, someone else would, and they might cut corners.

He cleared his throat politely.

“Charlie?”

“Yes, go ahead.”

“Regarding Fight Club Thailand’s gambling royalties. It’s no secret that I am a wealthy man, but why do you think I sit on the patron’s board for so many orphanages?”

“Do you donate money?”

“Almost seventy percent of all funding for those homes comes from the fights I arrange and you set up.”

“Oh, you’re a fucking saint, Sunan.”

“You know that’s not true, but there is no point being sarcastic - why don’t we talk about Clive’s fight? That’s what is bothering you.”

“I want it canceled.”

“Too late, Charlie. The fight can only be canceled if one of the combatants bows out, severely losing face.”

“You could cancel it.”

“No way. Our operation would be finished overnight. Bets have already been placed. We’d be bankrupted, mistrusted by all fighters, and considered a laughing stock. Clive got into this mess; now he can escape it.”

“How?“

“Run back to America. I would. He is wealthy, and I can make a healthy contribution to his pension fund after what he did for me tonight - I owe him, but I won’t cancel his fight.”

Charlie glanced at me, hoping that might be an option. I wrapped my arms around her and laughed so she knew I considered the idea ridiculous.

“I have a plan, Charlie - don’t worry.”

“Why not describe it to me and Sunan since you’re such a fucking genius fight fixer?”

“You guys are running the book on this fight. I can’t tell you anything, or that will break you - maybe even put lives at risk. And in any case… I think we can all get behind a plan to break up the Red Wa people traffickers who will be front and center on fight night.”

I left Charlie to quarrel with Sunan about why he lied to her about being Thailand’s illegal fight mastermind. The morality of what he’d done was complex and considerably fraught with subjectivity and real-world context. I didn’t want to quarrel, nor did I wish to become embroiled in their problems.

From Charlie’s bed, I messaged Auntie Suzi, intending to stay long enough to make love and snuggle. I had somewhere to be by sunrise and felt she was my best and most confidential solution to getting there. My faithful driver responded within seconds, eliciting my smile that she was still awake so late, or early, depending on how you considered the world at 4 a.m.

I’ll be in the hotel car park by sun-up. The doorman will usher me away if I linger in the VIP bay.

Thank you, Auntie.

Have a good time. Fuck her hard.

I shall.

When Charlie returned to her bed, she looked annoyed. Ordinarily, I would have cuddled her, kissed for a while, and probably gone down on her, but that wasn’t an option for a few days - by fuck, I was looking forward to tonguing her pussy.

As she strolled across the bedroom floor, Charlie clutched her glass, pointing with an accusatory finger. I noticed she had almost plowed through the double I had poured, making her alcohol consumption four and a half to five shots in the past hour, according to my calculation.

“I’m not happy with you, Clive.”

“I can’t blame you.”

“Our biggest problem is your fight to the death.”

“I wish you would drop it, Charlie. I have a plan.”

“Said the man with no plan so far.”

“Hey! I saved your friend’s life.”

The harshness of my words struck hard like whiplash, surprising her. Charlie was worried about me, but I was being pushed too far, so I dug my heels in. Her boat had been rocked, and she needed to find calmer waters. I patted the bed beside me because I knew right away that any sexual advances I made while she was upset would be boorish.

I was happy to comfort Charlie rather than climb on top of her like an unwanted beast, so I big spooned close into my girlfriend, ensuring she had free hands to hold her glass and bring it to her lips.

I kissed her neck, stroking her stomach. After a few minutes, Charlie craned her neck and stared into my eyes with the piercing, sparkling pools I loved so much.

“Are we together, Clive?”

“We’ve had this conversation already. I consider you my girlfriend.”

“I consider you my boyfriend, but what about situations like Sasha?”

“You invited her into our bed. It’s a one-off as far as I am concerned.”

“Is there anyone you would like to bed, Clive?”

“You with Amara and Sasha would be my greatest bedroom adventure to date.”

“Ohh… you are naughty.”

“No cheating though, baby girl.”

“Never, Clive… I promise.”

We lay for an hour until the sun rose around 5:30 a.m, brightening through the blinds on her tinted windows, casting an otherworldly glare. I heard people arriving in Charlie’s apartment when the elevator pinged twice, assuming it was a chef, maybe a butler or maid. That was confirmed when I smelled bread baking about ten minutes later.

My girlfriend remained fast asleep while I guarded her body and soul.

Charlie’s brother, Justin, appeared at the bedroom door around 6 a.m, waving politely with an apologetic expression. He quickly diverted away when he spotted us.

After another ten minutes, My girlfriend stirred slowly, her nose twitching from the aroma of buttered croissants that I suspected were almost ready. I kissed her cheek and the back of her neck.

“I love you, Charlie.”

“Thank you for staying.”

She smiled, clasped my hands closer to her stomach, wriggled her ass cheeks into me, and stifled a yawn.

“We didn’t make love, Clive.”

“It felt inappropriate.”

“Use your key to come and go as you please, honey. You’ll be the first ever to do so. Have you been awake all this time?’

“It seemed appropriate.”

“Guarding me?”

“I want to.”

“I want that too, Clive.”

“I must leave soon, honey.”

“Training?”

“Something like that.”

“Will I see you later?”

“How does lunchtime sound? Where will you be?”

“Ascott Thonglor Hotel in a meeting… well, I don’t know who the fuck I am meeting anymore. It’s the guy from Fight Club Thailand with whom I usually liaise. We planned to arrange your fight.”

“What about Sunan?”

“He asked me to maintain his ruse. Sunan wishes to remain anonymous.”

“Are you going along with that?”

“Yes… reluctantly. I have lost some confidence because he lied.”

“Ascott Thonglor at lunchtime it is then.”

“No, let me send you a map pin for a fabulous Thai restaurant nearby the Hotel later. Uncle Willy runs the best seafood place I know.”

“That sounds good, but I will eat light because I have training in the evening.”

“Then back here?”

“If you wish, Charlie.”

“I do.”

I kissed Charlie when we reached the elevator. She wasn’t clingy, but my girlfriend enjoyed meaningful farewells and welcomes. She was more wholesome than I ever imagined, with no sign of the earlier unnerving alter-ego that had worried me. Undoubtedly, a dangerous woman lurked within her, but so far, that persona was reserved for those who deserved her ire.

I planned to visit Carter and shut him down if Interpol or Carmicheal hadn’t already done so. I wasn’t strictly going training in the morning unless violence became necessary, which I hoped would be the case. Then, I would also enjoy the bonus of not lying to Charlie about what I was doing.

Auntie Suzi waited with her bare feet dangling from the brand-new Mercedes S-Class front driver’s side window. I looked inside, and she smiled up from a comfortable half-seated position. A meal sat on greaseproof paper in her lap.

“Is that omelet and rice?”

“Yes. Thai style.”

“An omelet is an omelet.”

“This one is seasoned with fish sauce, spring onions, and chilies; after it is deep-fried in vegetable oil, it turns golden and crispy. Very tasty, not like the tasteless shit you eat inside the hotel.”

“Nice.”

“Yours is on the back seat.”

“Thank you.”

Sitting in a brand new, one hundred and seventy thousand-plus-dollar car, eating a meal that cost two bucks but tasted like a hundred felt odd. It was one of many contrasts in a country where you could dine in a two-Michelin-starred hotel restaurant on one side of a dual carriageway, then cross the road and find people living in squalor with a family of four sleeping rough in a wooden pallet hut with plastic bag roofs.

The homeless were without aid in a country of plenty, separating social classes determined by wealth by mere yards. Dad probably did menial labor in some part of town for bags of rice and a few other food scraps while Mom prostituted herself for less than ten bucks for a shot inside her without condoms in a small bar less than a hundred meters away.

The kids fished the muddy, trash-strewn river in front all day, trying to catch a meal between abandoned bikes and hypodermic needles. They also bathed in that septic sewer ditch, laundered their clothes, and boiled drinking water from the same supply. 

As we drove past, we ignored the poorest people, like everyone did, because the scale of their poverty was so vast it was impossible to tackle or even measure.

“Where are we going, White Tiger?”

“To my hotel first. Then we are seeing Carter before I meet Charlie for lunch.”

“Ah, fuck that guy.”

“I want to tar and feather him, Auntie.”

“What do you mean?”

“It means to run him out of town.”

“You would gain a massive friend among the poorest people hereabouts. That bastard charges ten percent interest every week on unpaid debts. He frequently takes payment in kind and isn’t fussy if the girl is underage.”

I settled back into my comfortable chair, watching the eclectic mix of street scenes fly by as Auntie expertly navigated the traffic. Traders were out and about wheeling unfeasibly balanced loads on trolleys, small hawker food stands rolled into place for the day, and market stalls opened up in the row in front of hardware stores, bike repair shops, cobblers, weed-selling shops, and tailors.

We made good time through traffic, arriving at the hotel before 8 a.m., where Auntie dropped me off at the front door, heading for the car park. I hated smelling of sweat, so I wasn’t about to beat the shit out of Carter and kick his ass out of town until I showered and wore fresh clothes.

As I strolled into the hotel foyer, I saw Sasha near the reception desk and waved. She seemed busy with three guys who perfectly fit the profile of Carmicheal clones. Undoubtedly, the CIA was cleaning house in their inimitable style.

“Clive!”

The voice sounded familiar, and I spun, horrified.

“Oh fuck!”

“Now come on, sweetheart - is that any way to welcome your wife.”

“Ex-wife.”

Charlotte smiled like we were the most happily married couple on the planet. I felt sick and weak and wanted to run far away. She strolled the ten meters or so toward me with her hands outstretched.

“Don’t embarrass yourself, Charlotte.”

“Jason came too… brought his whole family. They are upstairs sleeping off jetlag.”

“How did you know I was here?”

“Your Credit Card statements still come to our address.”

“It’s your house.”

“I don’t mind sharing.”

“No, that’s true - hence a divorce became necessary.”

“Now come on, Clive. I’m here in the spirit of reconciliation. I feel we still have a chance to make it through this.”

“You’re joking, right?”

“Not in the slightest, honey. I am ready to be a good girl.”


Chapter Twenty

A Bad Smell

◆◆◆

I laughed for the sake of irony and the comedy of the moment, annoying Charlotte intensely. She completely missed my joke, and I saw familiar fiery eyes flicker with hatred, instantly knowing she had no intention of reconciliation.

I shook my head, never averting my eyes from hers, reading my ex-wife’s body language and expression.

“We’re already divorced, Charlotte. You signed the papers two weeks ago because I gave you much more than you deserved.”

“Yes, but…”

“But nothing. You’re a terrible wife, and we aren’t married anymore - there is nothing more to say.”

“You never spoke to me like that before, Clive… or should I call you the White Tiger?”

“What do you know about that?”

“Jason discovered you on a fight club chat forum. He was searching to find out where his father disappeared.”

“Our son knew where I was and had my phone number. He never called or messaged, although I did once or twice. Jason knew I was safe and probably decided to let things cool down before calling me until you poked him.”

“He isn’t coping well.”

“He’s a man with a manipulative mother - the sooner he realizes that, the better.”

Charlotte adopted full seductive and manipulation mode, smiling, batting her eyelids, and holding her ample, firm chest out. She was a beautiful woman with an incredible figure, but the horror inside her turned me off many years ago. I felt nothing positive or conciliatory about my ex-wife.

I laughed again, but this time, Charlotte composed herself and plowed on with whatever devious plan she had in mind.

“Imagine my surprise when I learned you are a champion fighter, Clive. I knew you boxed at the local martial arts center, but I thought that was to retain your excellent physique. My compliments on that, by the way…. Thailand has been kind - you are ripped and looking well.”

“It’s none of your business, Charlotte.”

“It is if you have undeclared financial value in your brand. When you came here, we weren’t divorced, so if you’ve planned to fight and there is a monetary prize or other reward… well, I’m sure you can figure it out.”

“Wow.”

“I’d prefer a reconciliation… but that’s up to you. 

“Are you even sorry for what you did?”

“Yes… if that means anything to you. I am sorry I cheated.”

“You did it under the guise of telling your lovers and friends that I was a cuckold.”

“Yes, I did… I am sorry for that, too.”

“So this is all about money, Charlotte?”

“Only if we cannot be reconciled.”

Charlotte’s greed left me speechless, and I stared goggle-eyed at her before seeing the funny side, after which I started laughing again. It seemed the most convenient way to upset her because I can’t do violence or intimidation toward women unless they are fighting me or bearing down with a weapon.

When Sasha pulled close beside me, linking her arm through mine, she kissed me on the cheek, giving my ex-wife an apoplectic fit. She stared lovingly into my eyes, laying on thick a doting girlfriend act.

“Are you okay, Clive, honey?”

“I’m good, Sasha.”

“Time for a quickie in the shower.”

I snorted with laughter, surprised by how calm I felt. After being shocked at seeing Charlotte at my hotel, I realized she meant nothing to me. I was sure she didn’t understand that, and now, with a much more beautiful woman to shade her, my ex-wife turned green with envy, wagging a finger dangerously close to a woman who could beat the shit out of her. 

“Who the fuck is this woman?”

“I’m Clive’s fuck buddy.”

“His fucking what?”

“You heard me. I’m Sasha. Clive and I hook up from time to time… who are you?”

I laughed even louder, knowing that Sasha either heard or figured out that my ex-wife had ambushed me. She came to my rescue, quickly putting Charlotte on her back foot.

It was my ex-wife’s turn to look shocked because the tables had been severely turned. Her mouth bobbed open and shut, her cheeks were flushed, and the muscles in her face contorted like a shape-shifting alien, passing through rage, shame, and shock in milliseconds.

“Can you excuse us? I must speak with my husband privately.”

“He’s not your husband anymore. That ship sailed because you’re a cheating whore, and in any case, I want to discuss with Clive a day and time when I can visit him and his girlfriend so we can fuck before I leave Thailand.”

Possibly in the most satisfying moment of my life, Charlotte dissolved into a puddle of fury before my eyes. Sasha grinned and waved sarcastically at her as she wheeled me around, and we strolled away. I heard a few muffled squeaks of rage and shock from my ex-wife, but she didn’t scream aloud or follow us.

Sasha ordered us sparkling water with ice and lemon in the bar, toasting me.

“Well done, Clive.”

“It’s done now. She’s out of my life.”

“Good. I hope you and Charlie will be happy.”

I raised my glass and sipped water, wishing it was wine or something harder, a single malt perhaps.

“Do you have any updates, please, Sasha?”

“Carmichael ran. He left his team outside Sunan’s place, knowing right away he was busted when the house was empty. His collaborators are being rounded up, and the DEA Stateside is cooperating with their Thai counterparts to dismantle production and distribution. I suggest you keep eyes in the back of your head over the coming days.”

“I was expecting him to harbor a grudge.”

“We think the dirty fucker has money stashed offshore, and that’s where he’s headed, but revenge might be high on his agenda right now.”

“I’m not afraid of Carmichael.”

“Please remember, Clive, you are not bulletproof. Carmichael is one of the CIA’s most experienced field operators. You may not see him coming.”

“Thank you, Sasha. I’m done worrying - I have got this covered.”

She smiled cutely, almost lovingly, and for a moment, I wondered how things between us might have turned out had I not fallen in love with Charlie. Sasha was the girl next door you fell in love with as a kid one day, dated the next, and married right out of college, thanking your lucky stars.

As if reading my mind, Sasha smiled and held my hand.

“I’m not looking for a boyfriend at this time, honey… or a girlfriend, for that matter.”

“Oh, I see.”

“I’m married to my job. I’d love to spend a night with you and Charlie, though. I have three more days before being reassigned.”

“We’d like that too.”

“Have you had a threesome before, Clive?”

“No.”

“Oh, goodie. It’s great fun.”

Charlotte lingered outside the bar in the foyer, clearly not wishing to take on Sasha and me together. She probably thought I was manageable once I cooled off and she singled me out, but I had no intention of engaging her, so I blanked my ex-wife as I walked past, despite her shuffling alongside me, nagging and whining all the way to my room.

I quickly showered, dressed, and left the room, bumping into Charlotte again in the small seating lobby beside our elevator. She had been crying, with mascara smearing her cheeks.

“We were good together for a while, Clive.”

“It’s over between us… utterly dead. I don’t even feel friendship for you.”

“Why not?”

“Because you are more of a whore than any woman who ever sold her body for sex. We are not getting back together… ever; please, have some dignity and move on.”

“Fuck you!”

“That’s never going to happen. Oh, a word of warning. My girlfriend has a vicious character when provoked and is liable to take matters into her own hands. Sasha… the woman you met downstairs is an Interpol Police Officer - she’s dangerous too. Finally, the third woman in my life is Bangkok’s premier female Muay Thai fighter.”

“You fucked three women in a little over a month?”

“Yes, and each was worth a million of you.”

“Why are you telling me about them, Clive?”

“If you cross any or all of their paths, on your head be it.”

It wasn’t a threat, but I would be remiss not to warn Charlotte that trouble I couldn’t prevent might find her if she continued chasing me or harassing any of the ladies in my life. The waterworks began, but luckily, my elevator ride came, and I stepped in, eyeballing her while she descended into histrionics.

“I don’t want to be your friend, Charlotte. The best thing you can do is ship out and let me deal with Jason and his family when they surface. I’ll invite our daughter here, too.”

“I’ll be alone in our home. You’ll leave me with nobody.”

“It’s your home, not mine, and if our kids don’t want to be around you, that’s hardly my fault.”

I had always intended to buy a reasonably priced house in a decent Bangkok neighborhood where my kids could stay when visiting. If they wanted to make a life in Thailand, I could help, but I didn’t want to coerce them or become saddled. If that meant Charlotte was alone in the USA, it wasn’t my choice or by my doing.

As the elevator door closed and I watched her pitiful crying, I felt nothing.

Auntie Suzi had parked my new Mercedes as close to the hotel as its parking lot allowed. She impressed me with her attention to every detail, handing me a newspaper when I sat in the back seat, tapping a small news notice on the bottom right corner of page three.

“This should interest you, Clive. A new fighter arrived yesterday.”

“Liu Chung, it says his name is.”

“Nickname is Bad Karma. That sounds nasty.”

“Depends on whether it’s his or my bad karma.”

“He is much younger than you. This must be the guy they will send to fight you. Chinese fella, never beaten, it says in the article. He will stay for a few weeks to train.”

“Our fight might be sooner than that.”

As she set off around the parking lot, Auntie Suzi pointed in front. Charlotte had followed me outside and was frantically searching.

“Do you know her, Clive?”

“I used to.”

“Ahh. She looks like ex-wife material.”

“Drive around her.”

I glanced briefly at my ex-wife and saw the downfall of a once-great woman, now laid low by her deviousness. It shocked me that I still felt no compassion for a woman I once worshipped. Charlotte was finally out of my life - even she wouldn’t pursue me further after a humiliating driveby.

“Are we still going to visit Carter?”

“Yes.”


Chapter Twenty-One

Carter's Place

◆◆◆

When we arrived, Carter’s building was in lockdown, with dozens of police cars, motorbikes, and mopeds littering the area, some cops checking ID, and others running around the investigation scene like headless chickens. Auntie Suzi couldn’t even get us past aggressive, armed cops blocking both ends of the street.

It was apparent the Thai authorities quickly closed in on Carter, probably tipped off by Sasha, who knew my information about Sunan being the White Tiger originated from the dodgy bookie. I wondered if his finger pointed at the Thai Colonel was a red herring, throwing me off Carmichael’s scent, meaning the bookie and rogue CIA operative were somehow connected, or Carter was so far out of the loop that he was just another scamming information peddler taking the piss.

As we scanned along and down the street, trying to glimpse something that might help me with closure, like Carmichael in cuffs, a cop tapped the window, pointing out that Auntie Suzi should turn around and leave. His expression was stern, with one hand resting menacingly on a sidearm.

She moved us quickly because Thai police don’t negotiate much before slapping cuffs on you. As we drove away, only one thought repeatedly occurred, and panic rose from the pit of my stomach.

“Take me to Charlie, please.”

I repeatedly called my girlfriend’s cell phone, but she didn’t answer, so I knew Carmichael had already reached her. I messaged Sasha and told her I suspected Charlie was in danger, so she confirmed an immediate departure via Tuk-Tuk en route to the hotel.

Auntie Suzi risked everything to speed through heavy traffic, weaving around people and steering into rat runs where the car’s wing mirrors brushed advertising hoardings on street vendors’ carts as we flew past.

She couldn’t go fast enough to ease the pain and panic I felt.

If anything happened to Charlie, I would be brokenhearted, confirming my absolute love for her. It was the final sign I needed to understand where my happiness could be found and that I was truly free of Charlotte.

When I reached the hotel, there was little point in trying to access Charlie’s apartment by stealth, so I ran to the elevator where Sasha waited, pale-faced and looking more afraid than I had hoped. I used my elevator access key and selected Charlie’s penthouse, arriving there quickly to an ominous ping and uneasy silence beyond the doors when they slid open.

“Come in, Clive… join us.”

“Carmichael?”

“You knew I would be here… come into the dining area, no tricks, or I double tap a couple of nine milli into Charlie’s gut, and you can watch her bleed out for a few minutes.”

When we rounded the corner into Charlie’s main living area, he was surprised to see Sasha, but Carmichael had the upper hand on any tactic we had to take him out. He sat at the dining table, pointing the barrel of a pistol at Charlie, who sat opposite. She nodded and smiled at me; otherwise, she was stony-faced and calm.

I sat beside Charlie, and Carmicheal’s barrel shifted to me, but he eyed Sasha suspiciously.

“Place your pistol on the table, Sasha.”

“Fuck you, Carmichael. I won’t draw on you, but I won’t disarm either.”

“I’ll kill Clive.”

“And bring down every Thai policeman for a mile on your head. I think not. You came here for leverage, not to kill. What do you want?”

“You’re too clever for your own good, Sasha.”

“Not clever enough to spot a dirty bastard like you standing beside me.”

“Touché. But that says more about my competence and tradecraft than your lack of it. Don’t be too hard on yourself - I’ve been deceiving people, including myself, since Langley first recruited me.”

“Get to the point. What do you want, Carmichael?”

He reached between his legs and tossed two large black, heavy-duty nylon holdalls to Sasha, then threw her a key, which she deftly caught.

“Kasikornbank, Phaya Thai District. It’s their headquarters branch. Go there and ask for access to the client safety deposit boxes - they expect Charlie, so use her name. I have ten million dollars in cash; bring two and a half million here.”

“Why only one-quarter of the whole amount? Surely you know that the safety deposit box will be raided by tomorrow?”

“Because two and a half million in one hundred dollar bills weigh twenty-five kilograms. You can manage that much, right?”

I raised a hand, shaking my head and laughing. Carmichael lifted his barrel to point directly at my head.

“I have never missed from this range, Clive.”

“You’ll lose in a fair fight, though.”

“Maybe, but why the fuck would I bother fighting fair?”

“You have me at the end of a barrel. You were planning to send Charlie and keep me; why not have both run your errand? When they return with double your money, they can dump it in the elevator and send it up.”

“I lose a hostage.”

“You were only planning to keep me - what’s changed?”

“It’s a good point.”

“You gain two point five million dollars, possibly more, if the ladies use my car and driver waiting in the lobby. Auntie Suzi will call the Thai police and US embassy if I don’t show up downstairs in the next five minutes.”

Anger flickered across his face, and Carmichael shook his head and grinding his teeth. He was hoofing it, making the best of his situation as he adapted to a changing world that saw him as the bad guy.

“You’re a clever boy, Clive.”

“You can have the whole ten million bucks if you play this wisely.”

“Before she leaves, I need Charlie to arrange a helicopter to collect me from the roof.”

“Where are you going?”

“From here to the Malaysian border at the Thale Ban Jungle crossing.”

“You have friends in Malaysia?”

“Something like that.”

“Hah! More money is hiding somewhere in Kuala Lumpur. I’ll bet it won’t be the only banking center you’ll visit this year.”

Carmichael looked increasingly annoyed by my digging but mulled over my suggestion while Charlie called a helicopter charter service, probably a frequently used service provider on retainer, and prepared to book using her client account. After two minutes, she nodded to confirm she had arranged a flight.

I knew ten million dollars was the tip of Carmicheal’s iceberg, but I figured he needed that cash to make good his escape from Thailand. Money to grease palms when crossing the border would be crucial, even if those grabbing hands were his comrades for years.

The helicopter and pilot would cost much more once the owner knew where and why his aircraft was being taken. The rest of Carmichael’s ill-gotten gains were stashed in multiple banks over many jurisdictions and would take months, perhaps years, to access once an Interpol arrest warrant was raised. 

“You can’t escape on a helicopter while holding people at gunpoint, Carmichael.”

“Of course not. That only works in the movies. Pilots have codewords to use over the radio when under duress, and they can’t go anywhere without air-traffic control consent.”

“Which is run by the military?”

“Yes, Clive - You have made things difficult for me, but not impossible. I have spent the last few hours tidying a mess you caused.”

“Carter?”

“Disappeared.”

“He never informed on you.”

“He is everyone’s loose end, me included. Carter was surprised when I came for him because the poor fucker believed we were friends, but… well, he laundered money for me and knew where it went, so I disappeared him.”

The fact Carmicheal was willing to reveal he had murdered Carter told me he also knew that once his past activities were uncovered, the body count would pile up. He wasn’t afraid of one more murder charge added to his long list of crimes.

“Where will you run and hide to?”

“I’m not so dumb as to reveal that in front of Sasha, Clive. The girls can fuck off now in case your driver gets nervous and return within the hour with my money.”

I helped Charlie to her feet. She was surprisingly calm, with a mild flicker of anger in her otherwise poker face. I guessed it wasn’t the first time someone pulled a gun on her, but I hoped it would be the last.

Carmichael waved at Charlie somewhat annoyingly, attracting her attention.

“Charlie. Look at me a moment, sweetheart.”

“Yes, Carmichael?”

“If that helicopter isn’t on the roof by the time you get back here with my money in one hour, Clive is dead, and I will get out of Thailand the hard way. Ten million dollars buys all of us safety - think of it that way, not like you are doing me a favor.”

“You are a twisted fuck.”

“My job requires it.”

After Charlie and Sasha left, I was at risk of being killed, but I knew that and didn’t mind as long as my lovers escaped. Carmicheal could despatch me now with a single trigger pull, then take his money when it arrived and run because my friends would not return up the elevator with his stuffed holdalls.

He sneered, almost reading my mind, so I tossed my head and laughed back.

“You’ll kill me before leaving.”

“Yes, of course, but I’ll wait until the end. You knew that, though.”

“Yes.”

“You are an honorable man, White Tiger, a far more decent owner for that name than I was.”

“Because I don’t kill people?”

“You are prepared to kill, though… everyone is under the right circumstances.”

“You’re an animal, Carmichael. I’m not remotely like you.”

“Did you ever hear about a woman named Marianne Bachmeier from the 1970s?”

“No.”

“She was a West German mother whose child Anna was raped and killed by Klaus Grabowski. That woman strolled into the courthouse as cool as you like, wearing a long trenchcoat, and pulled a gun, emptying a magazine into that pervert.”

“She was justified.”

Carmicheal sighed, nodding his head, replaying the scene in his head, with a face full of admiration. At least we finally agreed on something.

“What’s your point, Carmichael?”

“You would have killed a man with your bare hands in the ring had you survived today.”

“Maybe.”

“That’s the most brutal way to kill a man… when he has been beaten near to death already, and his eyes stare into yours, begging for mercy while he chokes on blood and teeth. You would do it, trust me, I know - probably you’d apply a stranglehold, smash his Adam’s apple, or break his neck.”

“Maybe.”

“You won’t have to do it anymore. I’ve saved you from that horrible moment when you needlessly take a life.”

“Maybe not.”

“Cocky cunt aren’t you?”

“I don’t think you will survive out there much longer than me, Carmicheal.”

“Why not?’

“Langley will find you, and one night, when you open the windows of your beachfront mansion to let in a cool breeze, someone will put a bullet squarely between your eyes. You won’t see it coming.”

“Maybe, but Langley often does deals with people like me. I’ll never be forgiven, and they won’t help me with Sasha’s people, but I might yet body swerve a hole in the ground that is only wide enough to stand up in.”

We’d reached an impasse, and Carmicheal stood, crossed the floor to the bar, and poured two doubles from a bottle of whisky, the label of which I missed. He pointed the pistol at my head and slid a glass across the table.

My heart rate was elevated, but I was in control of myself, ready to pounce at the slightest opportunity. Carmicheal pointed at my glass.

“That is the good stuff. Charlie has a great collection. I wish she were my girlfriend.”

“She’s not your type - Charlie is too decent.”

“Don’t you believe it, Clive. That woman has a fierce reputation.”

“Is there a Mrs Carmichael?”

“Not yet, but soon there will be half a dozen, all nubile and in their twenties. I’m going to fuck until Viagra makes my brains explode.”

“You have it all figured out, then.”

“Drink up, buddy. At least you will go out on a high. Few words can do justice to the oldest whisky ever released, but we’ll give it a go, Clive. This peerless single malt from Mortlach was distilled back in 1939 by Gordon & Macphail.”

“The year World War Two erupted?”

“Yep. It was aged in a single first-fill sherry butt for 75 years before emerging in 2015.

“That must be a pricy tipple?”

“Only one hundred bottles ever offered to the market.”

“It seems wasted on us. This bottle should be on a table in a Scottish castle on Robert Burns Night.”

“Fifty thousand British pounds for one bottle of single malt. I’ll take it with me and leave that amount in your pocket for Charlie. It’s on me, buddy, so enjoy.”

He knocked the drink back and poured another while I sipped mine. I wasn’t so naive to believe I could take Carmichael when he was drunk, but his consumption of alcohol favored me in a fight, if that were possible, given he had a pistol aimed diligently at my head.

Considering its price and history, the single malt was excellent, as all of Scotland might hope it would be. Carmichael enjoyed his far more than I did, and I figured he was an aficionado. An explanation must have felt necessary when he set down the glass wearing a generous smile. He cocked his head and studied me enquiringly.

“I have the palate of a Michelin Star chef. I was training to be one after University, but that life was boring, so I joined the Army, got recruited into Delta, and then Langley came hunting people like me for special missions.”

“Do you still cook?”

“I make a mean seafood Linguine. I’d prove it to you right now, but you’re a sneaky cunt, and I can’t afford to take my eyes off you.”

“That’s a shame. I’m feeling hungry, too.”

He eyed me, examining the man he would soon kill. Twenty-five minutes had elapsed, and I still felt oddly at ease because my nerves were like ice. I was already in a fight rather than suffering the emotional moments before it.

My senses were elevated, and I felt more alive than ever.

There must be a way out of this.

“There is no way out of this for you, Clive, in case that’s what you were thinking.”

Fuck!

“I would never be at peace if I didn’t kill the man who fucked my life up, buddy. Killing you now will save me hundreds of hours in therapy and lots of pointless rage.”

“It sounds like you are heading for paradise. Maybe I did you a favor.”

“I needed five more years to retire honorably from the CIA, sell my Thai operation for a considerable balloon payment at auction, and get out clean.”

“Now you are a marked man?”

“Yes, precisely, and despite my wealth, I wanted more. If I get the CIA off my back, Interpol, the Thai police, and others will always watch every land, air, and sea border for my crossing. You screwed my pooch.”

“Doesn’t everyone want more, though, Carmichael? Isn’t that your mistake… you bloodsucking cunt?”

He laughed, but I saw a rage building on a facade about to crack. I laughed loudly and mockingly, unwilling to wait for a madman to decide when I would die.

“Yes, people are greedy - especially me. Fuck it, Clive - time’s up; I can’t take a chance of waiting any longer because you are trying to get inside my head.”

“You gotta do what you gotta do, buddy."

“Yeah, something like that.”


Chapter Twenty-Two

Fight For Life

◆◆◆

My heart pounded as adrenaline coursed through my veins, firing up every muscle and strengthening me to the point I felt invincible. When I conceived a plan, I had no clue it might work, but it was the only one I had, so I was willing to try and die as long as it was with a fighting chance.

Carmichael never saw the danger coming when I suddenly shoved the dining table with enough force to send him reeling backward. His pistol twitched just enough that the first bullet he fired cracked past my head harmlessly, aside from a sharp pain in my eardrum.

But Carmicheal was a pro, and he regained a bead on me quickly, sending his second bullet crashing into my shoulder. A third shot wasn’t possible as I roared like a lion rampant, sending the table entirely into him as I stood and gained better leverage.

His pistol scuttled across the floor and under a sofa as my enemy fell flat on his back. My right shoulder stung, and I lost full rotation of it, but being in an adrenaline-fueled scramble for my life, it didn’t matter as much as getting to Carmichael and completely disabling him.

As I leaped over the vertical table surface, aiming a heel to stamp the life out of his face, Carmicheal wriggled out from the chair that trapped him, rolled sideways, and left me jarring my foot painfully into the marble floor.

I moaned and hobbled a few steps, shaking off an intense pain that shot up through my ankle to the hip. 

Carmichael’s pistol was somewhere under a sofa on my side of the room, but I wouldn’t try to reach it because he quickly unsheathed a knife from a strap around his ankle. He was an expert fighter, probably no match for me in the ring, but he was fighting for his life and to enjoy a wealthy future beyond a Thai prison cell.

I pointed to the elevator, grinning menacingly as I moved to neutralize his advance, which intended to corner me.

“Make a run for it now, Carmichael.”

“Like I said… if I don’t kill you, your face will be the last thing I see every night before I sleep.”

“It might be the last thing you ever see, period.”

“I doubt that.”

He made several slashing arcs while cautiously stepping forward, weighing each perfectly to avoid telegraphing and losing balance. My stance was that of a classic boxer, dancing on my toes as best I could with a fallen limb and leading with my left since my right was less helpful.

Pain in my shoulder weakened me, and I felt sick as a loss of body fluids sapped my energy. We circled each other, each looking for an opening. When Carmicheal screwed up his face, I knew an attack was coming. He thrust his knife forward in a stabbing lunge, and I stepped sideways, slamming a tightly balled fist into his face, dislodging at least one tooth, and splitting his lip.

He kept advancing, trying to wrestle me into close quarters. The CIA probably taught their agents Judo, meaning he would know some handy choke holds, so I danced away every time he closed in, one arm slumped by my side.

As we moved around Charlie’s apartment, our fight became like a swordsman’s duel, parrying attacks, blocking defense, dodging, and weaving, quick, quick, then slow. When I leaped over a sofa, Carmichael quickly kneeled and swept his hand underneath, searching for his pistol, so I leaned into the furniture, slid it into him, and then jumped over, sending the best flying kick I could muster.

The leather sole of my shoe connected somewhere between Carmichael’s chest and neck, sending him sprawling backward and the knife scuttling across the marble floor. I wasn’t the clear winner as I hit the marble floor on my injured side, then struggled to right myself and stand up.

Carmicheal took advantage of my awkwardness, leaping forward with a drop kick to my head. Having seen it coming, I lessened Carmichael’s blow somewhat by tossing my head backward and turning sideways. I still took a heavy glancing kick to the jaw just below my ear, and more excruciating pain signaled my brain that something terrible was happening.

While I rested on my knees, panting like a steam locomotive and bleeding profusely onto the floor, Carmichael kept coming, sensing my weakness and going for the kill. I rose quickly, slamming my head under his chin before he could make contact, causing more dental damage, possibly a severed tongue tip, judging by his howling.

He reached around my neck with one powerful arm, gripped tightly, pulled me close, and rammed a thumb into my bullet hole. My blood-curdling scream surprised me as my body felt such pain it wanted to shut down.

“Let it happen, Clive. Don’t suffer.”

“Fuck you.”

I heard the squelching of my bloodied, torn flesh as Carmicheal plunged his thumb deeper, wiggling it to add more pain and damage while grinning with the contorted, evil expression of a madman. Hundreds of murders were etched on his face as I stared into eyes so full of hatred that I doubted his brain could properly fathom what I did next.

I repeatedly slammed my forehead into Carmicheal’s nose, crushing his cartilage. From the way his nasal bridge collapsed into a bloody mess, I wasn’t the first to strike there.

He staggered backward and tripped on a rug that had ruffled into waves, falling. I fell forward with him, straddling my enemy’s chest, slamming one left-handed punch after another into the damaged area around his nose and lips.

He choked sickeningly, probably swallowing more teeth or blood, but as I battered Carmichael in the most vengeful way possible, I didn’t care.

Then I saw the look he warned me of when killing a man with my bare hands. Carmichael’s eyes begged for mercy, and as I raised one more balled fist, possibly the last needed to take his life, I stopped and shook my head.

“Fuck you, Carmichael - I am not remotely like you.”

He couldn’t speak, foaming blood from his mouth, coughing and choking.

I stared up at the ceiling, panting, struggling for breath while my body fought to maintain some fighting strength. The elevator door pinged, and Sasha and Charlie ran into the living room carrying pistols, tracking their path ahead.

They both looked terrified until they saw me, and relief flushed their expressions.

While Sasha pointed her gun at Carmichael’s head, Charlie collapsed to her knees sideways onto me, throwing her arms around my neck, pulling me off my enemy, and sobbing while kissing my bloodied face.

“I thought you would be dead, Clive.”

“Not likely.”

She helped me to my feet while Sasha cuffed Carmichael’s hands behind his back before allowing him to his knees. As the broken man staggered to his feet, I eyeballed him and saw fury. The Interpol officer pushed him toward the elevator, laughing at her former partner.

“You’re lucky to be alive, Carmichael.”

“Fuck you!”

“That’s what will happen to you when the Thai guys get their hands on you tonight.”

“Someone will collect me long before that. Just arrest me and stop being so fucking boring.”

“Hah! Interpol has no arrest warrant. When I hand you to Sunan’s brother, someone might read your rights in the lobby. They have places in the jungle that even your buddies won’t find.”

Carmichael’s face dropped because he knew Sasha was telling him the truth. People like him, agents with no real name, are traded silently or despatched into the most anonymous graves and quickly forgotten about.

While Sasha marshaled her prisoner toward the elevator, Charlie ran and fetched a first aid kit, applying a thick absorbent pad to my bullet wound using a bandage to keep it there.

When she entered the elevator with her prisoner, I smiled at Sasha, who looked proud and pleased. I hoped that, as far as Interpol was concerned, she had redeemed herself.

“Go and take the glory, Sasha.”

“Will you be okay?”

“I’m fine.”

When the elevator sank, I dropped to my knees, severely weakened. Charlie joined me there, holding me up while slipping her phone from a pocket and speed-dialling someone.

“Who are you calling?”

“The concierge medical services I use for the underground fights. They have a mobile surgery team who can get the bullet out and fix you up.”

“At home?”

“Of course.”

“Like ordering a burger?”

“Your shoulder is the burger meat, but something like that, yeah.”

“So nobody official knows I got shot?”

“Nope. Why do you ask?’

“When I fight, it would be bad if my opponent knows I have an injury.”

She spoke quickly and in Thai on the phone, which surprised me more than it should have. Although I had never heard Charlie talking in the local tongue, it made absolute sense that she could, but it still surprised me. She smiled inquiringly after ending the call while helping me to my feet.

“What’s wrong? You look surprised that I speak Thai?”

“A little bit. It’s as sexy as fuck, though.”

“I can talk dirty in Thai later on if you’d like?”

“I’d like it very much even though I won’t know what you were saying.”

“Let’s get you to our bedroom and be ready for surgery.”

“Our bedroom?”

“You don’t honestly expect me to let you suffer an awful ex-wife at the hotel, do you?”

“Ahh, you know everything, Charlie.”

“Yes, I do. Sasha told me about Charlotte.”

“She’s out of my life, honey.”

“Good.”

When the elevator pinged, we both spun, me holding on to Charlie for dear life. I prayed that no last-minute tragic turn of events meant Carmichael was back because I was exhausted and hurting real bad.

Auntie Suzi smiled broadly when the elevator doors opened, but then her expression quickly changed to one of concern when she noticed my battered face. Black holdalls filling a bellhop’s trolley surprised me.

“Are you okay, boss?”

“I will be after a shower and some medical attention. What are the bags for?”

“I asked Sasha what to do with the money after the police took away Carmichael, and she said, bring it to you as a gift from the CIA.”

“Did she say anything else?”

“Only that Charlie will know how to clean the money.”

I stared at the bags, laughing uncontrollably while Auntie Suzi and Charlie hauled the trolley off the elevator. Once ten million dollars was unloaded, my driver and friend more closely examined my injuries, poking my cheek to check pain levels.

“Oww. Fuck, that hurt, Auntie.”

“My kids get into bigger scrapes, White Tiger. Man up!”

“You need to leave.”

“Shall I wait in the car park?”

“No. Gather your family and go house hunting. We’ll buy you a new home once Charlie cleans this cash.”

“Seriously?”

“Of course. We are partners and friends, after all, Auntie.”

“Yes, we are.”

The medical team arrived after half an hour, with a hospital bed, all the electronic equipment of an intensive care unit, a surgeon, doctor, and four paramedics. I was in good hands, tended professionally by a crack medical trauma unit and a loving girlfriend who wouldn’t let me out of her sight.

After five hours, the medical team left, unplugging an annoying IV and leaving behind plenty of oral morphine painkiller with strict instructions on its dosage. Charlie covered my wound with a plastic bag and led me into our bathroom.

Scented candles, soft, romantic music, and dim lighting seduced me into a relaxed state as I lowered gently into an enormous bath with bright pink-colored water running over into spillage drains.

I sighed and grinned at Charlie as my aching muscles eased.

Charlie slowly stripped until naked, teasing me with her stunning curves, gorgeous face, and naked silken flesh that I couldn’t wait to lick and suck. When she joined me in the bath, my girlfriend wriggled in behind me, wrapping her long legs around my waist and massaging my uninjured shoulder while kissing me.

“That bastard opened my most expensive whisky. We must drain the bottle tonight, honey.”

“Carmichael left us a tip and then some.”

“I’ll deposit that cash into your account within the week.”

“Send half a million to Auntie Suzi, then split the rest between you, Sasha, and me.”

“I don’t need it, Clive. You’d need another fifty elevators full to match our fortune. That money is yours.”

“Our fortune, Charlie?”

She patted my good shoulder, resting her chin there, craning her neck until I gazed into her bright, sparkling eyes. Charlie sighed, and I bathed in the warmth of her glorious smile.

“Will you marry me, Clive?”

“Oh wow.”

“I’m a very traditional girl, but I love you so much, and today was such a fright that-.”

“Yes, yes, yes, and again, yes… of course I will marry you.”

“Good, that’s settled. We shall soon be husband and wife forever.”

My heart pounded, and I felt happier than at any time in my life except for the days my kids were born. I rested heavily on her, melting into my girlfriend as two became one. She warmed me and kissed me softly, and I felt utterly loved and in love.

“Send half of the banked money to Sasha.”

Shuffling feet approaching drew my attention, and I glanced sideways at a vision of utter beauty.

“I don’t need your money, Clive, and would prefer an invite to the wedding. If it was Charlie proposing marriage that I just heard, you’ll need all the cash you can get to buy her a lovely engagement ring.

“It was a proposal, and I accepted.”

“Congratulations you guys.”

Charlie smiled at me, raising both eyebrows and nodding at Sasha.

“Our engagement gift just arrived, Clive.”

Sasha looked stunning and super sultry while teasing her clothes off, allowing us full view from behind when she wriggled out of her jeans and panties. She stood naked, grinning broadly with her eyebrows raised, pointing at our bath.

“Do you have room for one more, Charlie?”

“Oh my… yes, please.”


Chapter Twenty-Three

Dream Come True

◆◆◆

Charlie carefully reached around my aching body, kissing my injured shoulder, tightly gripping my rock-solid cock, and showing it to Sasha, pulling on her bottom lip and wearing a naughty smile before bursting into a giggling fit.

My heart thumped hard, loud, and proudly as the prospect of making love to two goddess-like women coalesced in flashing images in my mind. Adrenaline flooded me, heightening my senses, easing aches and pains, and preparing me for a sexual onslaught.

“Clive is such a big boy, Sasha. We’re so lucky tonight.”

“He is, indeed. Our champion is a hero.”

“Yes… not many men will go down on a girl and work her pussy selflessly until she cums.”

“I meant-.”

“I know what you meant, honey. I’m teasing. The White Tiger watches over those who are vulnerable, and I am proud he is my soulmate.” 

“Are we sharing everything tonight, Charlie?’

”If you mean Clive and each other - yes, I want that too, and, as you can tell, so does our big boy. His cock feels so hard.”

Sasha sat on the bath edge, reaching into the water, cupping my balls and squeezing softly, smiling broadly while Charlie wanked my cock gently. Having two women attend to me like handmaidens felt like a fantasy dream, and I relaxed, melting into my fiancee’s body.

After a minute of enjoying the thrill of two women massaging my cock and balls, I stretched, tensing every muscle, panting in pain and pleasure, moaning desperately, getting up a head of steam, pressing too far ahead. Our lover reached lower, fingering my anus, giggling when she pushed just inside my back passage before moving on, finding my fiancee’s pussy and perfectly stroking it, judging by the pleasured sigh coming from behind me.

I craned my neck, ignoring the pain, staring into Charlie’s mischievous face, loving her sleazy expression and deeply furrowed brow as she gasped, enjoying being fingered by Sasha. The Interpol officer grinned while she fingered my fiancee, leaning into me for a delicious, loving kiss.

“Are you fingering Charlie?”

“Yes, honey… If you’d like, I can teach you how a girl does herself before I leave in a few days.”

“That would be nice.”

“We can take turns licking your future wife out. I can give you a few pointers and tips on cunnilingus, too.”

“I want to watch the two of you licking each other.”

“Don’t worry, Clive - there will be plenty of girl-on-girl action to watch and join in whenever and wherever you like. I have three nights at least.”

She kissed me again, and Sasha’s lips melted into mine, this time with her eyes wide open, sparkling with colorful fireworks exploding. Charlie whimpered, ratcheting my libido higher, and I felt her legs open wider as our lover’s fingers hit the right spot somewhere in her nether regions. I arched my back, sliding my ass cheeks forward so Sasha could access my fiancee’s pussy more easily.

As Sasha serviced us both and Charlie slowly wanked my cock, it felt incredible to me that a fist, one mouth, and a couple of delicate fingers could bring such joy to three people. I knew that Sasha was not indulging in her first multiple-partner rodeo.

Eventually, Sasha broke off our kiss and retrieved her fingers, licking them but wearing a dissatisfied smile.

“My sweet, creamy treat got washed off, Charlie.”

“You’ll have plenty of pussy to eat later, sweetheart… after we both fuck Clive.”

“He deserves a King’s reward after taking so many drugs off the street. It’s good you have an enormous bath, Charlie. We can play together right here.”

“Believe it or not, you and Clive will be my first fuck in this tub.”

“Shall we get started?’

“Can you reach into my nightstand drawer, please, darling, and fetch a Viagra for our honey.”

“Oh my… yes, please - satisfaction assured.”

Sasha skipped and ran excitedly out of the bathroom, heading for a stash of Viagra, aiming to maximize their use of me. It felt so affirming to have been proposed to by an incredible woman and have her immediately embrace our enjoyment of another lover to celebrate.

My emotions still ran high from the fight that might have ended my life, but it was hardly surprising, given I was suddenly and happily engaged to be married. Also, with my White Tiger imposter, an international drug dealer in shackles, and ten million bucks heading for my bank account, I had plenty to feel emotional and joyous about.

Charlie leaned closer, licking my earlobe before gently blowing inside my ear and whispering.

“I love you with all my heart, Clive. I will never cheat or lie. If you want us to enjoy a varied sex life, we can, but only on terms we agree.”

“Having you as my wife is a dream come true.”

“And what about Sasha? Is she someone we will only enjoy tonight?”

“I feel she wants more.”

“I want you to cum inside both of us and then watch us go down on each other, feasting on you.”

“If you keep talking like that, Charlie, I’ll shoot my load too quickly.”

“It’s fine - you’ll get hard again within half an hour, and we can fuck.”

“I want to lick your pussy too.”

“You can lick both of us together, honey - I’ll show you how.”

I imagined how two pussies might be presented for one guy to eat, and my cock stiffened. When Sasha returned, she fed me a blue pill that would kick in after I shot my load inside her. She slipped into the bath, straddling my cock, kissing Charlie, who pointed my glans inside our lover.

I was sandwiched between two gorgeous women, with my cock deep inside one who kissed the other. Both girls wriggled until comfortable, and I slewed sideways so they could French kiss. Sasha’s pelvic floor could crush a walnut, and she massaged my cock deep inside her pussy, moaning into Charlie’s mouth while lovingly kissing her.

When a hand squeezed underneath me, I raised my hips, bottoming my cock out balls deep inside Sasha’s tight hole. Charlie slipped a finger between my ass cheeks, fingered my anus, sliding inside up to her first knuckle, massaging the soft tissue walls and sensitive nerve endings while I moaned in ecstasy.

I gasped and felt desperate to fuck Sasha harder when Charlie slid her whole finger inside me, massaging my prostate. When I was about to shoot my load, the girls broke off their passionate kiss, stared at me, and grinned mischievously.

“Are you ready to cum inside, Sasha, honey?”

“Yes.”

“Not quite yet, Clive. I have an idea. Shall we get out of the bath?”

“Yes, please. It’s awkward for me with a bullet hole.”

I wanted to cum inside Sasha, but it was too soon. Our fun had lasted only five minutes, and I dearly wanted to eat both pussies before spilling my seed inside them. The two women hauled me gently from the water, drying me while I stood like a gladiator being attended to. I felt special because my lovers wanted me to, not that they were submissive, but because they wanted us to bond.

In our bedroom, my fiancee lay on the bed with her pussy at the edge of its foot. Sasha grinned, then giggled as she lay on top, her back to Charlie’s front, placing her feet soles on the other woman’s knees, perfectly lining up both creamy slits.

I didn’t need an instruction manual, dipping my tongue inside Charlie’s trembling hole, licking just inside its rim, scooping out the thick, creamy juices that pooled there. I plowed my tongue upward over my fiancee’s throbbing clitoris until I dipped it inside Sasha’s fuck hole, drinking more nectar than any man should expect.

Both women trembled, and their pussies leaked like heavenly fountains of love as I sucked Charlie’s rock-hard pink clitoris before sliding my tongue back into her creamy furrow and passing down both slits to Charlie’s anus. I brought my fingers into play, dragging one girl’s sticky clitoris from side to side while I clenched my lips around the other, sucking hard.

I got into a rhythm with my tongue and fingers that they loved, both women sighing, panting, and moaning for more action. My cock was solid, calmed from its earlier haste, and ready for action. Sasha pushed me back, stood, and helped Charlie to her feet, whispering something I couldn’t hear.

When Charlie kneeled before me and gripped my cock, I knew a blowjob was coming, but it surprised me when Sasha kneeled behind me, prising my ass cheeks wide open.

My fiancee gripped my cock in a tight fist, wanked it gently, then fed the precum-coated head into her mouth, sucking hard, popping it out a few times, and giggling naughtily. When Sasha’s flattened, warm, wet tongue licked across the ridges around my anus, both legs stiffened, locking out, and I gripped Charlie’s head to balance myself.

My anus was being rimmed by a goddess while another sucked my cock. My life was complete, and permanent happiness assured as Sasha’s tongue invaded my back passage, tickling, invoking pleasured ripples through me while Charlie’s tongue dragged across my banjo string half a dozen times before she sucked my cock again.

They worked my cock and back passage like two angels pleasuring me. Charlie raked her fingers through my chest hair with clawing fingernails, driving her lips up and down my solid vein-strewn shaft while Sasha reached around and held my cock, gently wanking it into my fiancee’s mouth.

Again, they stopped me at the edge of a pleasure chasm, my toes curling around its ledge, bringing me back down to Earth until both stood and kissed me passionately.

Sasha lay on the bed, inviting Charlie into a 69 position that elevated my excitement, sending my heart rate even higher. I watched the women clamber into such a beautiful dining position, both clawing each other’s creamy holes wide open, bowing down, and licking their pink, creamy slits with fully extended tongues.

They writhed in ecstasy, enjoying each other as I had loved playing with them. With a mouthful of Charlie’s clitoris, Sasha hummed a muffled sentence, pointed at my cock, then the swollen pussy I would soon marry.

She released Charlie’s swollen pussy lips, gasped, and nodded at the hole she’d been licking.

“Fuck your fiancee, Clive - then I will clean up.”

“Wow.”

“I’ve done this before.”

“I fucking guessed.”

“Fuck Charlie slowly, and I will lick your balls, honey. If you have trouble cumming, I will finger your anus - I already know you love that.”

“I do - but I won’t last five seconds.”

Sensing she was about to be fucked, Charlie raised her ass, pointing up her swollen creamy slit for me to fuck. Her beautifully arched back ended with her head bobbing between Sasha’s legs, a sight I would remember for years. I shuffled forward, holding my cock until our lover took over, firmly gripping around my solid base, feeding my swollen, precum-coated glans inside my fiancee’s pussy.

“Does Charlie like to be fucked hard?”

“Yes.”

“When it gets too fast, I will stop licking your balls and chew her clitoris instead. Let’s make her scream for mercy together.”

“I love it.”

My cock was squeezed tightly from the moment it slid inside Charlie’s pussy. She moaned loudly, licking Sasha’s hole far more attentively, almost desperately, while I fucked her. A tongue rasped against my balls, lifting me higher as I realized I had the best of both worlds attending to my cock.

I prised Charlie’s ass cheeks wide apart and slid my cock balls deep inside her. I withdrew, and she moaned frustratedly, pushing her slit back hard. When I thrust forward, my balls slid across Sasha’s face, who licked them as best she could.

I needed to fuck my fiancee hard and fill her with my seed.

I knew when Sasha switched to sucking Charlie’s clitoris because my girlfriend raised high on both arms, screamed, pushed back hard onto my cock, and erupted in a vigorous orgasm. I fucked her harder, reaching deeper and feeling the moment my semen exploded inside.

I came hard, with my cock jerking wildly, spraying deep inside Charlie. I was on fire, the pain in my shoulder was gone entirely, and I was ascendant, like the victorious warrior they thought me to be.

My cock twitched for a full minute as I sighed and moaned in deep joy, pumping my seed inside Charlie while Sasha sucked my balls into her warm mouth one after the other, licking each. My calves and thighs cramped from the effort of fucking, and I slumped back, watching in utter amazement when Charlie rose like a queen on her throne, feeding my seed to our lover.

Sasha couldn’t get enough of eating my cum from Charlie’s quivering hole, so I reached down, spread both ass cheeks wide apart, and fingered open the gaping wide hole I had just finished fucking.

My help and Sasha’s long tongue yielded every drop of both our cum in a creamy stream while Charlie’s orgasm was extended, seemingly endlessly.

I watched the girls play for hours, frequently joining in and fucking each in turn when my erections returned. They were energetic, sexually synchronized, and a joy to watch, joining in love or lust, depending on who I played with. They were always giving, never taking, and in that comfort with beloved and lover, I discovered and enjoyed the best night of sex in my life.

Charlie fell asleep first while I continued fucking Sasha missionary style, kissing her deeply, enjoying a lover’s reunion. After I came inside her, she lay in my arms facing me while Charlie snuggled in from behind, instinctively wrapping her arms around me.

Sasha grinned, touching my lips with her fingers and stroking my cheeks. We shared a moment where I thought a lifelong friendship was created. We three were lovers, but only two were truly in love.

“Will I be invited to the wedding, Clive?”

“Of course.”

Charlie woke, stretched, and purred like a cat. She carefully leaned over my injured shoulder and kissed it gently.

“You can be my maid of honor and join us in the second week of our honeymoon if you’d like, Sasha.”

“Are you being serious?”

“I have no girlfriends - just a sweetheart brother you might like.”

“I might indeed.”

“Where will you go next?”

“I’ve been field promoted and have instructions to visit Lyon, France. That’s our Headquarters. I’m told a new task force needs a leader.”

“Would you consider joining Clive and me?”

“In business or the bedroom?”

“Our bedroom door is always open to you, Sasha. I have a chateau with a winery and vineyards in Provence if you ever need a place close to Lyon.”

“I’ll take you up on the bedroom and a tryst with both of you whenever we can, but your business is not for me. I joined the police to stop myself from becoming a criminal. I fear that the world of crime is too well suited to me, and I don’t want to end my days in prison.”

“Then lovers we shall be.”

“Only if Clive survives his fight to the death.”

Sasha had uncovered the elephant in the bedroom while I was sandwiched between love, lust, and two people who cared deeply for me. They would try to talk me out of the upcoming fight, but to no avail because I wanted to save the kids and help Colonel Sunan put vile people behind bars.

I could easily have abandoned the fight, but I did not intend to. I preferred to take longer to convalesce, train, and return as a champion.

Charlie kissed me again, wrapping her legs and arms tightly around me until I winced in pain.

“You can’t fight, Clive.”

“Let’s not discuss this now, please.”

“You can’t fight.”

“I have a plan, Charlie… please don’t worry.”
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