

    
      The Girls of The Golden Temple: A sexual adventure in Bangkok

      Tuk-Tuk Sex Diaries, Vol. 1

    

    



    
      The Girls of The Golden Temple: A sexual adventure in Bangkok

      Tuk-Tuk Sex Diaries, Vol. 1

    

    




      
        Robert Patterson

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Gemstone Publishing]
          [image: Gemstone Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        1. The shagger with the dragon tattoo

      

      
        2. From London to Bangkok

      

      
        3. Japanese whisky & sweet promises of sex

      

      
        4. Heaven, or Hell?

      

      
        5. The sexual mysteries of The Golden Temple

      

      
        6. The alluring skyline of Bangkok

      

      
        7. The flight attendant named Lilly

      

      
        8. The only thing better than Thai street food is hungry Thai pussy

      

      
        9. Bedroom boom-boom, love you long-time…

      

      
        10. LBFM - Little Brown Fucking Machines

      

    

    
      
        Also by Robert Patterson

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            The shagger with the dragon tattoo

          

        

      

    

    
      John talked me into it.

      He was always going away on these one-week trips to Asia, probably did five or six per year, nobody ever said it openly but most of us suspected that he was into the Asian sex-scene.

      He reminded me of a guy I knew at Uni. Jumbo his name was, as he was a tad on the rotund side, but he was mad for sex. He used to go on these sex tours around Pattaya City and places like that. He’d come back to the lectures and be all smiles and smugness, could never stop talking about the girls, with shiny brown skin, glossy black hair that fell gracefully down to their arse cheeks, and pussies so tight you’d think you’d died and gone to heaven. “They’re Angels, mate, Angels, they shine, they sparkle, they’re amazing…” is what he’d say, sitting there in the student’s bar with that smug smile of his.

      It was never clear if that was the kind of thing John got up to as he was a fairly level-headed and classy person so it was hard to say if he’d be the kind of guy to go fly to such countries and spend his night crawling around the red-light districts. We’d been mates since school but, at some point, most of the lads got married and went our separate ways; we all got married, that is, apart from him. “Marriage and kids? Nah, not my thing,” he’d say, and we all kind of felt sorry for him. He always booked his work holidays in one-week instalments with two weekends adjoined before and after. He’d been doing it for years and nobody ever knew what exactly he was going around these exotic countries to do. “What do you get up to over there, John, are you sure you’re not an international drug smuggler, or a secret assassin for MI6 or the CIA? Are you a secret agent?” the lads would ask him down at the pub, our fairly rare meet-ups (they were getting more and more rare as they years passed), over a few pints, or watching a game of footie.

      He always took it light-heartedly and would retort with a cheeky chuckle. “Oh, you know, I love the food…I’ve done some cookery classes…they’re great places for my photography projects too, I love the temples and the Buddha statues…” he had a poker face that was for sure.

      The really weird thing is, nobody had ever seen any evidence of John’s mysterious cooking skills and we’d certainly never seen him with a bloody camera. Well, he did have a camera, a pretty good one, and some video equipment, but he wasn’t indulging in the kind of touristic photography that we might have imagined he was.

      No statues or rivers or city panoramas.

      No, he was indulging in a much more intimate form of photography and much more exotic and explicit forms of touristic adventure. Essentially, he’d been all over the Philippines, from Cebu to Manila. He’d been around Indonesia and Cambodia. He did trips to Hong Kong and Tokyo. The country he went to most often though was Thailand, Bangkok in particular, but nobody ever knew what it was all about, he actually was a secret agent of sorts. He never posted on Facebook or Instagram (you’d expect such a travel enthusiast to be sharing his experiences, would you not?). But, no, he kept it all close to his chest…

      You could ask and ask till you were blue in the face.

      But, no, nothing…

      He’d just go off the radar for a while, off on a mission, a top-secret pussy mission, and he’d re-appear a week later with a suntan, grinning like a Cheshire Cat, the way Jumbo did at Uni, and he’d go back to his regular, leisurely life as a single man in London.

      There were no clear giveaways, he just kept on keeping it quiet…

      One day Danny made a comment that he saw John in an amateur porno clip on YouPorn. “I swear to God, it was John, in a fancy hotel room fucking the dear life out of some Asian girl, the voice was a dead giveaway and that dragon tattoo that he has on his back.” The comment was laughed-off and none of us took it seriously. Truth of the matter was, though, it actually had been him. He even had his own channel called Asian Pussy Patrol that was featured on YouPorn and he had a website that was dedicated to his so-called ‘photography projects’, which were basically portfolios of all the girls he’d fucked on his travels; he’d just offer a bit of extra cash and negotiate for the filming of a private amateur porn video, or a photo-shot, or sometimes both (usually both).

      He took it seriously, it was his passion, his addiction, he loved it…

      

      I was a bit of a mess.

      My life suddenly began to fall apart and I hadn’t seen it coming. I went through a nasty break-up and an expensive divorce; didn’t cope particularly well either. I got depressed and was hitting the bottle. I’d aged five-years in just six months and to be fair, I was pretty close to doing something stupid. At times like that, you realise that you’ve hit rock-bottom, and you feel helpless.

      You don’t even see it.

      I guess I never had seen it.

      I never saw that the love in my marriage had withered away, that the sexual excitement had gone, and I took it for granted that my wife would never be unfaithful to me. I don’t know at what point she’d started sleeping around, doesn’t really matter I suppose, but, in the end, she had it all planned out, how she and her big-dick lover were going to fuck me over good and proper.

      She was clinical and devious with her lies.

      She was the cash-hungry bitch who fucking betrayed me. The one person who was supposed to be my best-friend and partner and lover; she fucked me. I won’t go into the details of the divorce, because that isn’t what this story is about, the focus here is on one thing and one thing only – my sexual awakening in an Asian playground.

      Times like that, see, you realise who your friends are, and John was the one who stepped in. He’d come over and consoled me. Sometimes he gave me a hug. Sometimes he just slapped me on the shoulder, tell me it’d be OK. He was a good talker, he’d talk about any old shit he could think of, like the weather, or what was happening on Sky News, who’d bombed who, or what funny things had happened to him at work. He was a good listener, because sometimes I had to let rip, and I’d cry and sob and tell him things that I had to get off my chest. It was therapy for me and if he hadn’t stepped in there was a definite chance that I might have killed myself. I even had a hose in the garage and had checked to see that it fitted to my car exhaust pipe; that was a bit of a wake-up call.

      John saw how down I was, and he was scared, he never said it but I could see it in the goodness of his pale blue eyes and in the tone of his voice. He was a real mate and he was battling with his own condition of Yellow Fever; a chronic addiction to Asian pussy. I eventually built up the courage to ask him outright one night, I just wanted to hear him talk about something genuinely interesting, so I asked what it was that he got up to on all those trips to the Far East, said that I really wanted to know the ‘dirty details’.

      He just smiled at me.

      That was the weird thing, as he hadn’t been smiling like that during these little visits, I mean he did smile but they weren’t heartfelt smiles, meaningful smiles, smiles of substance, no, they were just fake smiles to try and make me feel better. This night was different though, because of the alcohol we’d drank, because I was trying hard to get over my pathetic predicament, and because deep down I wanted it to be true, what I had imagined in private, that he was indulging in pre-arranged sexual exploits with an endless string of beautiful, brown-skinned Asian women, like James Bond, in fancy hotels where he’d sit with them by the pool drinking cocktails, and he’d take them to those posh wine bars where you can look over the landscape of the city, before fucking their brains out back in the Presidential Suite. Hot cities, like Bangkok, where the sultry humidity is infused with sex, making you lose your inhibitions and where hotel massages come with sexual offerings that would blow my mind (along with other more obvious parts of my anatomy).

      He just sat there, smiling at me, and I knew that my suspicions must be true.

      I smiled back at him.

      “What do you think, Paul?”

      “I think you must be crazy for the Asian pussy…”

      He laughed like crazy, in an uncontrollable outburst. “Very perceptive, young man, very perceptive…”

      “What are they really like, the Asians?”

      “Amazing mate, the softest skin, the tightest pussy and the most gorgeous little bodies you could ever imagine in your sweet life.

      Angels, they shine, they sparkle, they’re amazing…

      “And you know what?”

      “What?”

      “They love to fuck, I mean they adore good cock-action, like you wouldn’t imagine…”

      “Seriously?”

      “Like you wouldn’t fucking imagine. They like it hard like no English girl wants to get banged. They like a big dick inside their moist little cunts, they go crazy for it, the yell for more. LBFMs we call them…”

      “LBFM?”

      “Little Brown Fucking Machines…”

      “Shit…”

      “They never want it to stop, as long as you can keep it up and you’re hot for them, then you can nail that pussy till the Sun comes up over the glorious skyline of Bangkok.”

      “Jesus,” my jaw dropped. I was getting a hard-on just thinking about it. For the first time, I was putting my ex-wife into the past, I was ready to move on and I knew what I had to do…I saw a glimpse of the future…and it was a happy one…full of smiles and sex and happy endings…

      “Why don’t you come with me, on one of my trips? I’m going to Bangkok in a few days, you could come along, it’d be good for you, you know, some new experiences…just call your Boss and tell him you need some time out to get your head straight…”

      “I couldn’t do that…could I…?”

      “Do it…”

      “Yeah, mate, I think you’re right. I think I’d love to come along…”

      “Excellent, it’ll be nice to have a wingman for a change, it gets to be a bit boring when you always fly solo…”

      “You’ll show me the ropes?”

      “Don’t worry about that, mate, you’ll be an expert before you know it. Cheers!”

      We raised our glasses and made a toast, too god times ahead, in The Big Mango…
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            From London to Bangkok

          

        

      

    

    
      The 747 is a large aircraft and we had a long flight ahead of us.

      As I closed my eyes I tried to imagine what would really come of the trip. Would I see all the sleaze and filth and be repulsed? Or, would I shock myself and dive in head-first with a maniacal lust for seedy street-walkers? Would I end up being one of those filthy middle-aged men that went around with a young Asian on his arms, a different one for each day of the week? Like a sex-mad Sugar Daddy?

      I was so excited, I could barely hide it, but I tried my best to be cool…

      The Thai cabin crew were groomed to perfection and I knew as I sat there drinking whisky and soda that my journey had begun, one of sexual adventures and exotic eroticism, of new experiences and new views on life. How would my life go after this? Would I end up loving it so much that I’d pack up and move out there to live? Would I end up with a Thai wife? Things were going to be different, I knew it, I felt it in my blood and in my bones, in my penis too, my sexual loins were burning with a newfound desire and anticipation. I was going to be different, more carefree, I’d wear different clothes and perhaps get a tattoo, on my back like John had, a big fuck-off tiger or something like that, with lots of cool Thai writing around it.

      It was mad.

      It was crazy.

      I was embracing it, and I’d forgotten about my cheating whore of an ex-wife, to the point that I was happy that I was no longer with her. She was poison for my soul, toxic material, a cancerous limb that had to be removed for me to live and keep living and be healthy.

      The hostess looking after us in Business Class was tight and curvy in the most sensual and conservatively provoking way imaginable.

      Angels, they shine, they sparkle, they’re amazing…

      She smelled of a woody musk that was blended with some kind of aromatic bergamot essential oil, a unique perfume that was freshly intoxicating and so womanly that it made me imagine her naked, putting her hands on me and rubbing oil into my skin, pressing her firm breasts and solid brown nipples against buttocks and sliding up and down against my nude body, in a private room with candles burning and the magical smell of her perfume infusing the air. “Would you like another Yamazaki on-the-rocks, Sir?” she asked. Her hair was tied up and she had eyeliner that was thick and black but gracefully applied, making her look like a mythical Thai Goddess or some spiritual deity of sexual beauty and erotic freedom.

      “Yes, please…” I smiled at her, taking the opportunity to look deeply into her eyes whenever the opportunity arose, wanting the moments to linger for as long as was physically possible. I felt all kinds of things spread across my body: goose bumps, the hairs on my arms and at the back of my neck standing on-end, butterflies in my tummy, pre-cum wetting my boxer-shorts as it seeped from the eye of my semi-erect penis; it felt like my cock was constantly in this little zone of partial hardness as my subconscious mind entertained newfound filthy desires and motivations. My body was on-board even more than my mind was, mentally, and emotionally if you know what I mean. I’m not sure if I was imagining it but each time she came to take away my crystal glass of melting ice it seemed like she got closer to me, her smell more intense and I seemed to be acutely aware of her skin temperature getting hotter and hotter. Her smile was getting more and more alluring and I saw that she kept on re-applying her lipstick, this explosion of purple that was shiny and glistening.

      “Did you see anything you like on the menu, for lunch?”

      “The Coconut Soup and the Duck Curry, please, and glass of the Cabernet Sauvignon.”

      “You like to drink a lot, you are very strong, so big,” she whispered and winked at me in a way that was totally unexpected, a sexual way, an inappropriate way. She was horny too, horny for me, I couldn’t believe it.

      This kind of thing never happened, not to me anyway, it never happened with English girls, no way, they didn’t smile and flirt with me like this, never…

      John was tuned-in to it and was smiling as he sipped on his beer.

      He coughed, a cough that was more of a signal, a secretive form of communication that he was telling me to go ahead with whatever was about to happen with this gorgeous Asian Angel.

      My eyes dropped to her lips, those shiny cock-sucking lips, and I was mesmerised like a fool, my cock fully-stiff and straining against the confines of my beige chinos, I felt the warm wetness growing down there and became worried that I’d soon have a wet-patch around the groin area.

      “Would you like to go to the bathroom, Sir?” she was smiling at me in a way now that left no room for confusion. She wasn’t asking me if I needed to do the toilet, to ‘pay a little visit’ or freshen up prior to enjoying my Tom Yum soup and my full-bodied red wine, no, she was asking me if I would like to be accompanied by her to the toilet for a casual adult encounter of some sort, tempting me perhaps to oral stimulation.

      I felt my heart pound as we shared this moment, the word ‘yes’ came out of my mouth. I felt like a lion, like a warrior, like a man who took more than he gave and was confident in being a sexually dominant Alpha in a world where women like this were out to be taken.

      This was the ‘new me’ and I was going to embrace it.

      She stood back and her smile beamed. Me and John were the only customers in Business Class and this was going to happen, it was a perfect opportunity, I was going to join the world-famous ‘Mile High Club’, or so I sincerely hoped.

      Not only that, no, I was going to have my first experience of a Bangkok Angel…
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            Japanese whisky & sweet promises of sex

          

        

      

    

    
      She passed me the single malt whisky and was smiling, that girlish, sexy, naughty way that Thai girls smile. Her mannerisms had become more relaxed, but still professional and she’d been moaning softly as she put her eyes at the hardness of my crotch: “So biiig…” she purred, dropping two ice-cubes into the glass.

      Thai girls tend to say this a lot, not out of flattery, but because they are not used to it with men of their own race.

      Her eyes were beaming as I stood there, her airline uniform was so damn sexy, a bright red colour with white shirt and a golden name-badge, short skirt, shiny nylons and heels, it was so damn seductive. I was towering over her like a clumsy schoolboy who was getting taken to the back of the bike shed for a quick shag with the high-school slut, I just couldn’t keep my eyes of her, I was besotted.

      She was petit, but she had curves, and she was womanly in a very sensual and elegant way (many Asian girls have that femininity about them that white girls just don’t have these days, I guess it just got lost somewhere along the way). She had a vibrant edge about her – energy and spirit – she had a ‘bounce’ to her and the most wonderful smile. I’d soon learn a lot about the way these girls smile. They all have a smile for a wandering westerner, you see, a radiant, happy, fucking horny smile that a Thai boy will rarely get to see from these Thai Angels. Thai boys get smiles from their mothers and when they realise that they have more chance of winning the lottery than getting regular pussy from a Thai chick they put their small dicks into a dress before getting it chopped and putting their ladyboy pussy on the market along with the rest of the female population; then they become the ones who are smiling at us too.

      I took the crystal glass from her and sipped at the sweet, woody drink, I’d had quite a few and was feeling rather pissed, drunk and horny. She was literally the only hostess working at the front and all the rest of the girls were back in economy. She stepped close to me and stroked at the soft cotton of my blue shirt. “I like the way British men dress, so elegant and sexy. And you wear nice cologne too, I like it…”

      “Thank you, kaaaaa…it’s Tom Ford, kaaaaa” I responded.

      She laughed. “You can take your drink to the restroom,” her hand had moved down and much to my shock she started to stroke around at the stiffness of my crotch.

      “Really?” shit, I wondered if they had cameras on-board. “OK, I’ll take it in then,” partially hesitant, I just went with the flow. I was literally desperate to get my dick out and just squeeze it with my hand or put it into some part of this sweet little Thai woman’s body.

      “C’mon, I will give you a nice BJ, if you like?”

      “Yes, I do like, very much,” I was breathing now with pure adrenalin and excitement, the sheer casualness of the situation was surreal.

      She took me by the hand into the small cubicle and she closed the folding door, slotting it across to the LOCKED position.

      I stood by the sink and put my drink next to a small plastic tray of disposable razors and toothbrush kits. She sat elegantly on the grey, plastic toilet-seat, with her legs out to the side, knees together, and she unbuckled my belt with slow professionalism, like she was opening a box that contained some aircraft safety equipment, a pressure valve that was on the verge of blowing its top. She had a soft touch and when my big, white cock sprung out she took a quiet moment of indulgence just to look closely at it and stroke it up and down with her soft fingertips.

      The way she handled my penis and took it into the hot wetness of her sweet Asian mouth was indescribable. I knew, from that moment, that my sexual inclinations had been completely reversed. John was right, he’d been totally right about the whole thing, these girls were incredible. Her big lips, that I’d been lusting over as she came to serve me the drinks, were now sucking on my cock like it was a lollipop, the bright purple lipstick against the soft flesh of my dick, pressing softly against my meaty tool with womanly pleasure and a thirst for spunk.

      She was enjoying it.

      She was moaning and purring, so softly I could barely hear it, but it was nice and sensual and subtly audible to my ear. Of course, we had to be quiet, and she was clearly a professional, in every sense.

      The smell of her perfume was driving me crazy and I was catching a glimpse down her shirt, which she’d unbuttoned to show me the white lace of her bra as she sucked me off, contrasting against the exotic brown sheen of her skin, all moisturised and soft, like honey, it was so beautiful and erotic, my first taste of this divine culture, exotic and erotic. She looked up at me and gave me these big brown eyes that were full of all kinds of things: sensuality, confidence, lust…there was no love in those eyes at that moment…just a primitive kind of energy that was purely sexual. She gave me this little wink with her right eye, every now and again, communicating to me that she would receive me whenever the seed began to pool in the heaviness of my balls and my spunk would be taken gladly on her tongue where she would savour the taste and swallow me down as a full-load erupted, shooting from the head of my dick in thick spurts, hot and warm, just for her.

      That little wink.

      A smiling wink.

      A wicked wink.

      Angels, they shine, they sparkle, they’re amazing…

      It was the wink of a girl who is well-sexed and will be doing this for as long as she feels attraction to Western men; until she dies basically, or gets married to one.

      Her hand felt warm against the mid-point of my shaft and she was pulling it softly and squeezing gently in the direction of her mouth, like she was coaxing my spunk out, directly into her mouth. Her left hand, with those soft fingertips and feather-light touches, was caressing the pubes and the softness of my ball sack. I felt dizzy as I suddenly became acutely aware of how her tongue felt, on the underside of my shaft, a constant layer of wetness that moved from side-to-side with perfect motion.

      Those lips.

      Those purple, glistening, shiny lips…

      This was the best blowjob of my sweet life, no English girl including my wife had ever sucked my dick like this, and here I was, my first Asian experience and this random air hostess is taking the game to a whole new level, I haven’t even set foot on the streets of Bangkok yet and I’m already in sexual-heaven.

      My mind was racing.

      My heart was thumping.

      Suddenly, out of nowhere, I tensed my buttocks with a sudden jerk. She kind of jolted with excitement as she knew that I was ready to cum in her mouth, she moaned, much louder this time. It was a perfect situation and she wanted it to be a quick service of erotic pleasurement. She respected and was attracted to my male maturity, that the arrangement was understood, without needing to be discussed or negotiated.

      I wanted her, and she’d seen it in the straining hardness of my cock.

      She wanted me, I saw it in her eyes and smelled it on the growing heat of her sultry skin, when I’d smelled it I’d known instinctively that her pussy would be so moist and wet for me, and that she’d been fantasising about sucking my penis each time she’d gone to this very toilet to re-apply her make-up, getting all wet and slick and stinky down in her sweet Thai slit, all tight and ravenous, full of animal need.

      That’s the thing, see, about cities like Bangkok, as I was soon to discover – sex and pussy – that animal ooze – it’s a cloud that hangs over the city, it is infused in the air as much as the smell of tropical green river banks, dirty brown waters, fish sauce and sweet sewage. It all goes together. It is alive, you feel it and smell it as soon as you get off the plane, it partially chokes you as you walk onto the air-bridge and set off to the terminal, it sticks to your skin, it sticks in your gut, it makes you smile at everything with a pulse, any piece of pussy that smiles your way, and it all does, because you are in paradise, the best place in the world, heaven, you are indeed amongst the Angels of this fine earth, and for the first time in your wasted life you truly see earth as a place that is rather fine after all.

      She put her eyes up to me again, gazing at me like she was my dutiful sex-servant and I was her white-master. I gasped for air and looked down at her with a look on my face that said: ‘this release feels so fucking good that I could actually die’.

      That little wink again.

      Angels, they shine, they sparkle, they’re amazing…

      She squeezed and squeezed until my balls were empty and she swallowed my full-load, with indulgence, a sense of duty and cock-worship, and those soft little murmurs of pleasure…
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            Heaven, or Hell?

          

        

      

    

    
      John was laughing to himself as I came back with my drink. “Jesus Christ, mate, I haven’t seen you smile like that in ages.”

      I was beaming, my heart going like a racehorse, I couldn’t hide it. “Fuck, mate, you were right, they are amazing,” I was so excited. “That was like the best blowjob of my life! Thank you, mate, really…”

      “So, you’re converted already? And, we haven’t even landed in Bangkok yet…?” he laughed like crazy, he was enjoying see his protégé get into the rhythm. “You’re either going to thrive in the ‘Kok or go stir-crazy. Remember, this place can be heaven or hell for guys like us, sex is a powerful addiction that can destroy you, just like alcohol or heroine. Some guys give it all up and move here with little money, just slumming it and living on beer and sex, and eventually that have nothing left, so they live on the streets where the locals fleece them to get them onto hard drugs…”

      “Serious?”

      “Yep, I’ve seen it happen. That’s why I control my addiction with multiple one-week trips per year, really, you have no idea how many times I wanted to give it all up and just drink and fuck myself into an early grave. Anyway, on a lighter note, I bet she’d be a great fuck, that one…”

      “Yeah, well I got her number and she’s going to come over to the hotel later with a friend, I said we’d take them out for drinks and she can spend the afternoon in my room, or maybe even night. She said she’d give me boom-boom that I’ll never forget…”

      “Jesus, mate, you are like a new man. Look at your eyes, they are glowing mate, you are like a different person…I’m liking the ‘New Paul’. New Paul is definitely my kind of people…but you have to be careful now…I see the madness in your eyes…”

      “This is going to be an amazing trip mate, I can just feel it in my bones…or in my boner…should I say…”

      “Ha! I’ll drink to that…”

      Just then, the seatbelt sign was put on and the Jumbo Jet gracefully put its nose down and commenced a graceful descent down towards the runway at Bangkok Suvarnabhumi airport.

      

      It was funny, as soon as we got off the plane, I found myself smiling at every Thai girl that walked past me.

      Young ones.

      Old ones.

      Ones that were with boyfriends and husbands.

      Dressed in skimpy jeans and with short skirts, long black hair that went down to the cracks of the ass. London was so far from the mind now that it felt like a million miles away, like another planet, all that mattered now was my own freedom and the sweet smell of sex that was seducing my nostrils and the fuckable young girls that were all over the place, all perfect and beautiful and sweet-smelling, surrounding me…

      I was turned, I had the Yellow Fever, I was smiling at them and they were smiling back. The addiction had started. Even at passport control, I saw the woman, maybe forty years-old, in a brown uniform, almost like an Army uniform, hat and all. She had a serious demeanour, but I tell you what, she couldn’t resist, she gave me this cheeky little smile and my heart could have melted. I just imagined her naked on the bottom but all uniformed on the top, with no knickers on and a hairy little muff, her slit all open for me like a pink little flower of sex, just sitting there with a cold beer and her getting her chubby little legs across my body and just riding my cock like that, her soft little ass banging away against the tops of my thighs and I’d cum so fucking hard, shooting hot spunk up into her warm little body, flooding that pussy with my sultry seed.

      “Enjoy your stay in Bangkok,” she said, after she’d taken my pic with a tiny little camera, passing my burgundy travel document back to me.

      “Thanks, I will,” I smiled at her and her eyes spoke to me as I walked away, they said – ‘I know you were just thinking about fucking me – so, welcome to the City of Angels’.

      

      We took the cases and went to a Currency Exchange place where I got five hundred quid’s worth of Thai Bhat. The woman behind the desk was hot, rather chubby too, but I noticed that although I had never found chubby Western girls so attractive that I actually found Asian ones to be sexy as hell. This girl was not just sexually hot, but she was stressing beneath the hotness of her dank little office enclosure, and she had this shiny layer of moisture that stuck to her chest and drew my eyes to her cleavage where her breasts were spilling out of her blue corporate style shirt that was supposed to make her look like a bank worker. Her tits and her sexy tummy and her pudgy little arms were too big for the shirt and it was all spilling out in a very sexy way. So much so, the spaces between her buttons were all opened up, like the buttons could pop at any moment, it was a big tease for me, offering up tiny little windows to what lay below, some soft brown skin, and further up to her breasts I caught sight of a bright pink bra, which I wanted to remove and just get in there and suck on her big, sweaty tits like crazy.

      She saw me looking at her body, not just looking, I was eating her body up with my eyes, cupping her big fleshy breasts in my hands and sucking on those things like my life depended on it. She had this was of looking at me with her eyes wide open, the way some chubby girls do, like they are shocked and excited that a man is drooling as he checks her out, finding her body so damn alluring that all he wants to do is rip off her knickers and get his head in between those sweat-laced, fatty legs and lick that musky Asian cunt clean, sucking out her sodden flow of filth.

      “You won’t need that much cash mate, Bangkok is cheap as chips,” John said, stood behind me and watching with curiosity the way I was getting so into each girl that I laid my eyes on, like a horny dog that will fuck any yellow thing with a fucking pulse.

      “No worries, mate, I’ll just keep what cash is left for the next trip.”

      “Nice, I like your style,” he replied.

      That girl behind the desk was looking at me like she was badly in need of a good hard shag, and I was desperate to give it to her, good and hard. Jesus, I’d get my hands all over that body and I would taste every single crevice. I imagined her with a fat pussy, big brown folds, and a bright pink centre. I’d get my tongue all the way inside her and lick around her inner walls and I’d put a finger deep inside her asshole and give it a good sniff when I took it out. I’d taste her and smell her and fuck her like a mad man, smelling and tasting and eating every single piece of her Asian muck, all night long till the Sun came up on Bangkok. I wouldn’t let her leave the room, or roll out of bed, I’d just keep her there and use and abuse her like a fat sex-slave.

      She’d love it too, she’d moan and moan like a girl who’d won the lottery.

      I suddenly became aware that my dick was hard again, straining against my tight chinos.

      I was grinning at her and she smirked with those big wide eyes, full of shock and excitement, that sexy ‘fat girl’ look.

      I was smiling like a kid in a candy shop.

      Why?

      Because after counting my money and handing it across the counter with a receipt, I watched her take a small piece of paper and write down her phone number – CALL ME, it said, I COME TO YOUR HOTEL FOR GOOD TIME ;-)

      Honestly, I had no idea it would be this easy…

      I thought we’d have to trail our asses around Nana and Soi Cowboy, and other seedy backstreets that would be filled with scantily-clad girls, half-naked, dragging us into bars with the promise of good boom-boom and cheap beer. This was all too easy, but you wouldn’t hear me complain…no fucking way…
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            The sexual mysteries of The Golden Temple

          

        

      

    

    
      We were sat in the back of the taxi and I was already feeling overcome by the feelings and emotions that had overwhelmed my mind and my body. My dick, which felt a few inches bigger. My muscles, which felt like I’d done a supply of steroids and was ready to punch through a granite wall. It was in my sweat, all that sex and that raw pussy smell in the air had touched my saliva and I’d swallowed it into my gut, and now it was even coming out of my pours, I was sweating it, I was oozing it, I was a part of it, Bangkok was already coming to be a part of me as I was coming to be a part of it, I was in the sex and the sex was in me. I felt like my jaw was more chiselled and my bearded stubble thicker and darker, fuelled with this mysterious boost in testosterone that I was experiencing in my core-being, in my veins and in my blood like the richest wine of life.

      I was using my UK mobile number and immediately put in the two numbers that I’d already picked up.

      “Paul, you’re a natural in this game, both those Thai girls are crazy for you, for you, and they will rock your world, believe me, and they won’t even expect you to give them money, not like a bar girl that you’ll need to pay bar-fine for or a girl who has a set price for short-time, long-time and overnight.”

      “What’s that all about, how does it work?”

      “Short-time is just a quickie, prices depend on the girl and where you pick her up. Long-time, the girl will hang around for a while longer and let you have several shots to cum inside her; or ‘pops’ as they call it. Overnight is self-explanatory, she’ll come in the evening and break lose at sunset, unless she thinks there’s a breakfast in it for her. Thai girls love to eat as much as they love to fuck, it’s fuel for the engine and power for to pussy…”

      “So, what about these girls? The air hostess and currency chick?”

      “They won’t ask for money, but they will want to be treated nicely, they want the same ‘girlfriend experience’ that they think we want, holding hands, the works. They want the dirty sex, but they just want it to be dressed-up a little. Buy them food and drinks and give them some gifts and you’ll be all-set. They want sex just as much as you do, but if they have a decent job, then they don’t need to prostitute themselves; or they do, but they just go about it in a different way. Just make sure you give a little cash for the taxi home, because a gentleman always pays for the taxi. Right?”

      “Loud and clear, wise Asian pussy master.”

      “Right, which one is coming to the hotel first?”

      “Hopefully I can get the hostess and her friend over tonight and I’ll keep the curvy girl on standby. How does that sound?”

      “Sounds like a plan, the chubby Thais fuck like machines, you’ll find that out for yourself though…” we both shared another chuckle as the driver opened a window and we breathed in more of the sordid Bangkok air.

      

      The hotel was pretty nice, The Golden Temple it was called, and the rooms were salubrious. We’d paid for suites, doing it in style, the bed was a four poster and the bathroom had a walk-in shower and a large tub that had internal jet-nozzles for bubbles. “Shit man, I feel like James Bond,” I muttered to myself as I dropped the bags and looked around. It was luxury and by God I was going to enjoy shagging in that room every single day and night for the next week. I was in love already, with the city of Bangkok.

      The Big Mango.

      The Land of Smiles.

      I felt like an American soldier in Vietnam, ready to get my first real taste of Asian cunt.

      I didn’t even want to go back to the UK, I wanted to stay there, and retire there and just die of happiness, drunk to the heavens, in a blazing orgasm.

      I took a Chang beer from the minibar, a nice local brew, it was fresh and crisp and it hit the spot. I got undressed and turned on the shower. I was hot and a sticky so enjoyed the high-pressure flow from the shower head as the water hit my skin. It soon steamed up and I just sat down on the internally-built marble ledge and closed my eyes. I smiled to myself. I smiled, maliciously hoping that my wife was sad and miserable, probably bored already with whatever mug she’d roped into her life, probably ready to do the same thing to him as soon as something moderately more appealing came along. She was a bad person, and she deserved to suffer, in some way or another, and I hoped that she got what was coming to her. I’m sure they must believe in all that stuff over here, Karma and ‘what goes around, comes around’. I thought about how lucky I was to have mates like John, who helped me more than he would ever know, diverting me from the precarious depths of suicidal depression, and how lucky I was to be there in Thailand for a sordid weekend of fun and sex, my re-awakening, my re-birth. Yes, I was like one of those born-again Christians, but this was a different type of religion, a sex-religion, more of a culture than a religion, but I was re-born whatever way you look at it. And, by God, I was set to do some serious fucking damage. I was going to fuck one of those girls from the journey, today, the hostess with amazing cock-sucking lips or the curvy Thai chick from the money exchange place, I was struggling to believe it, that I would be having some hard, dirty sex in that very bed, today. My cock was getting hard just thinking about it, as the water ran down the insides of my thighs and I slid down further on the ledge, my back against the cool tiles, and I felt my erection grow tall and fall down to the side across my left thigh, the underside and purple dick-head against my pelvis, the cock-eye open and already releasing some pre-cum. I suddenly imagined that girl from the airport, that she was there with me in the shower, naked, ready to get on top of me and allow me to indulge in her fatty folds of flesh as I came inside her hot brown pussy. I slowly started to pull on my cock, with slow but firm indulgence, feeling how big it was. It never got that big and hard for my ex and I felt that I had so much cum in my balls that it was unreal, almost impossible. I imagined how the water would wet her silky black hair, how it would stick to her chest and the hot water would pour down on to my tummy off the tips of her nipples, her huge tits bouncing around as I look up into her big round, brown eyes, so sexy, so seducing, that smile, those big lips, those perfect white teeth, I’d just stare at her face and her arms and her tits and take it all in. I’d take her chubby little fingers and suck them. I’d do whatever I could to turn her on and make her ride me harder, to take my dick deeper into her wetness, into her tightness, her warmth, that beautiful sexuality and Thai femininity. She’d press the end of my cock against her most oiled vaginal inner-wall and I would relax my legs as she took me all the way to the edges of my peripheral space, and when she saw that look in my eye she’d relax her body too and get ready to receive my streaming hot cum as it streamed inside of her, coating her walls further, an exotic extravaganza of sexual ecstasy, coming, so fucking hard, so much cum, enjoying each other’s body, and the mutual international fixation of our no-strings-attached hotel fuck-session.

      I took a deep breath and looked down at my straining penis, all veiny and rushed with blood. My mouth was gaping open as I’d been crippled by those thoughts and had beautiful, hot, dirty sex, but it was all in my head, in my mind, it was crazy.

      I started to cum, and watching as it came out in luxuriously thick waves of white. I was gawping down at my spurting penis as the jizz came streaming out, beautiful shots of cream. I kept pulling myself off as I savoured this amazing wank, watching myself cum in a way that I’d never done before…I was a different person now…in so many ways…so tuned-in to new dynamics of sexuality…it was exciting…life was going to be a big adventure from here on in…
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            The alluring skyline of Bangkok

          

        

      

    

    
      I was drinking another cold Chang from the minibar and enjoying the view from my room over the city of Bangkok.

      I saw a tiny figure of a woman sweeping the streets below, wearing a pointy hat, she looked old, with a hunched back, maybe eighty or ninety years-old.

      I saw pink and yellow neon lights and various private clubs advertised, like ‘The Love Boat’, it looked like a shady place that I would very much like to visit, I imagined what kind of beautiful girls would be sitting there just waiting for a farang (foreigner/white man) to come on in and buy them some lady-drinks and pay for their barfine – a fee paid to an establishment for the courtesy of taking a particular girl from her duties, to a place for sex – sexual services, John had explained, that can be bought on a short-term basis (short-time) or for an extended period of indulgence (long-time) that could be extended from a six-hour session to an actual overnight. John had explained other stuff to me as well, even from the moment we’d been sat in the Business Lounge at Heathrow airport, drinking champagne at seven am in the morning, as you do. His advice was too always do a short session in the afternoon and longer ones in the evening. “There’s no point paying extra just so that a girl can sleep in your bed, because you won’t actually be having sex while you both sleep and she’ll probably wake-up looking for a free breakfast before she leaves you,” he’d said to me, not wanting to see me unnecessarily out-of-pocket. “That’s not to say you should never book an overnight, if you really like the girl and you like a warm body in your bed at night, some skin-to-skin contact when you rise and, of course, a good, hard ‘wake-up’ fuck is always nice, but I’d only recommend it if you know the girl and really like shagging her.”

      I saw hospitals, huge buildings, easily recognisable by their green and red neon signage pitched-up high on the roof-tops. Apparently, the health service was good and they had hospitals that would put the ones in London to shame. I wondered if there might be some lady-boys down there getting their dicks surgically removed. I smirked to myself, John said I’d need to be careful but he’d teach me how to spot them. He also said, it might be difficult sometimes when I’ve had a few beers, especially in the beginning. But, he said: “When in doubt, just ask them…” as they will usually be quite honest, apparently. I enjoyed sipping the cold beer and wondered, purely out of curiosity, what a post-op vagina would even look like and feel like. It was a thing I’d never even thought about before, but, they must be pretty widespread now in Bangkok.

      I saw loads of coloured cabs on the roads, painted in bright colours: purples, yellows, blues and pinks.

      I saw places advertising acupuncture, yoga and meditation classes.

      I saw shacks on the road where people were sat in the shade on plastic chairs eating street food from vendors; I imagined that the food would be tasty and cheap as hell.

      There was a knock at the door.

      I opened it and it was John, he was also in his bathrobe. “How comfy are these robes, eh?”

      “Amazing, I’m gone buy one and take it back to England.”

      “Fancy a drink?” he had a bottle in his hand, an expensive cognac that he’d bought at the Duty Free in London.

      “Yeah mate, come on in, did you see the view? The city looks amazing…”

      “I know, it’s incredible, you are going to love it here…”

      “We should bloody retire early mate and come and live here. Me and you, we’d have a blast…”

      “It’s a good idea mate, I think me and you think the same way, we could keep each other on the straight and narrow if you know what I mean? Remember what I said about heaven and hell?” he smiled as he popped this huge, bulbous, golden cork that was wedged into the XO bottle. It made a lovely popping noise as it came out. “Whoooaaa…how would fancy using that as a butt-plug, jamming it right into some sweet little Thai girl’s ass?” he sniffed it, and closed his eyes with mocking indulgence. We both started to laugh like crazy as he poured us two big glasses of a fantastic spirit that smelled like honey and tasted all sweet and nutty. As the taste lingered on my tongue I felt an acute desire to taste a Thai bar girl’s filth and get my mouth all over her cunt and my tongue deep into her asshole.

      The phone rang.

      I picked it up.

      “Hello?”

      “Yes, Sir, you have a guest. A Miss Lilly?”

      “Really? I wasn’t expecting her so soon, but OK…”

      “Shall I tell her, Sir, that you’re not ready now to receive her?”

      “No, no, send her up. Please, thank you…”

      “Certainly, Sir, I’ll send her up now…”
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            The flight attendant named Lilly

          

        

      

    

    
      “It’s that Thai air hostess, from the flight…”

      “For real? Did she bring her friend?”

      “I guess so, but I’m not sure, I suppose we’ll soon find out,” I said to John, a look of disbelief on my face, I still couldn’t believe it was all happening.

      There was a knock at the door.

      I answered the door, stood there in my bathroom, cradling my huge glass of cognac, like a King…yes…The King of Bangkok…that’s what I felt like…the only thing missing was a big bloody cigar.

      There she was, in high heels and one of those rain coats that stops just a few inches above the knee and had a belt at the midsection. The jacket was buttoned-up to the top and I had a sudden inclination that she didn’t have much on beneath it. Her hair was tied up in a bun and her make-up consisted of a dark eye-liner and purple lipstick that was much darker than the one she had on during the flight, it was even more shiny too. Just looking at her with a stupid grin on my face I soon realised that she was looking down at my crotch. I had a fucking hard-on, again, just the mere sight of her was turning me on that much, she looked like a beautiful high-class escort, maybe she was, her legs looked long and slender and shiny and the heels carried her with womanly grace.

      “Get her in mate,” John yelled. “Before you get done for indecent exposure.”

      She obviously heard the comment because she slipped her slim profile in through the door and with her back against the door she pressed it shut and pushed it in with her bum to make sure it was closed properly. “Well, hello boys, you’re so horny for Lilly…”

      “Is it just you, or did you bring your friend along for John, like you mentioned you would?”

      “No, just me,” she purred and slowly, sensually, like a professional call-girl, stood there in those high heels and she smirked as she untied the belt that was keeping her raincoat tied together.

      I must have been like a rabbit caught in the headlights, especially when I started to see that she was actually wearing nothing beneath that coat, absolutely nothing, she was totally naked apart from a pair of black high-heels and a massive tattoo of a dragon that was done from the side of her waist, all the way down the side of her leg to the halfway-point of her right quad. She dropped her coat to the floor and stepped to me and pulled at the towelling belt of my bathrobe.

      My cock sprung-out to attention and I didn’t even care that John was watching, we were mature adults, here for fun, and we were going to do things with girls that were open and extremely sexual, I’d accepted that, because I was stepping-in to new territories here and I’d just have to be as open as possible if I wanted to enjoy it to the max.

      I saw Lilly looking over at him to see that he also had a hard-on and was stroking up and down at the underside of his shaft and cradling his balls. She liked it, evident in the sultry way that she moaned. “Hmm, that’s nice, two nice big dicks, all for Lilly, I so horny.”

      I looked down to see that she was handling my cock at the underside-length of my shaft, just holding it there, with such a soft touch that I felt it twitching in her hand, begging to be squeezed and licked and sucked, consumed by the oily tightness of her sweet Thai pussy.

      She had a very serious look on her face, she wasn’t smiling, her eyes went that sexy half-closed way and she was pouting her lips like Asian girls do in the porn clips, like they are blowing soft breaths, warm pockets of air that you’d love to feel against your skin, especially against your dick as she takes it all the way to the back of her throat. I looked at the way my dick looked in the elegant clutch of her brown-skinned fingers before looking her in the eye and seeing how she teased and coaxed me, using and abusing her sexual powers, the control that she had, she knew it and she was enjoying it, having fun with it.

      “I want threesome, OK? I like two dicks, so good, makes me so horny…”

      I couldn’t believe how casual she spoke about it.

      I looked over to John with raised eyebrows, as if to say: “You up for this?”

      He just nodded.

      She seemed happy and she put her warm palms inside by robe and by stroking over the tops of my shoulders she slid the robe away and let it fall to the ground, I felt the soft towelling caress my arse cheeks as it dropped. Standing in those perfect heels, she perched down, knees apart, spread out to the sides and with her left hand she took my cock against that slick saliva that had pooled atop of her thick, pink tongue. She rubbed the underside of my head around the wetness of it. I couldn’t believe how hot it felt, her mouth, her saliva, it was so warm. With her right hand, she used a finger and called for John to come over and stand next to me.

      He obliged…

      I have to be honest, I hadn’t seen this coming (excuse the pun), I never even considered that this was how it would all go down, that we’d be tag-teaming the hostess.

      John’s piece was the same size as mine, maybe a tad bit thicker, but he was ‘cut’ just like I was. She took them both as we stood close to her and she looked like a porn star, down there with the heels on, perched, legs wide open, her body perfectly straight and her pert little tits sticking out like a dream, two hard dicks in her hand, and she went from side-to-side, licking and sucking my knob as she stroked and pulled gently on the other one. Then she’d go to his and get her lips around the underside of it and run her lips up and down on it with his meat between her wet, slippery lips. She liked doing that with his, probably due to the extra girth that he had, and the fact that his appeared to be more ‘muscled’.

      My dick was so hard, not due to any homo-erotic feeling either, no, we were just two mature adults enjoying a sexual adventure with a beautiful young Thai woman in Bangkok, this wonderful City of Angels.

      We both came at the same time and she opened her mouth as our cocks touched as a double-barrel shotgun, fully loaded with spunk-bullets, and she drank down a hell of a load. After that we sat on the couch and drank more cognac as she sucked on our balls and rimmed our assholes; it was totally surreal. We went to the bed and she knelt between us and rubbed us with oil, giving us both a joint ‘erotic’ massage experience. She almost made us come again, but this time she wanted proper sex, “time for me to feel some pleasure,” she said. So, we pitched her on her knees and I went inside her balls-deep, just pounding her from behind as she sucked on John’s cock again, she seemed to like his dick in her mouth but she preferred to have my dick in her pussy, saying later that it felt best inside her and I had a good rhythm and technique to ‘go-deep’. John soon groaned out an orgasm as he coated her tongue with more spunk and I hammered out a grisly cum-explosion myself, gritting my teeth and hollering to the heavens above. I felt her streaming hot lady-cum all over and around my dick so I was very happy that she’d had a proper dose of sexual pleasure for herself.

      We collapsed in the bed after that and we all had a beer, all happy and full of smiles…
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            The only thing better than Thai street food is hungry Thai pussy

          

        

      

    

    
      No erotic adventure in Bangkok would be complete without a few words about Thai street food.

      No matter what happens, when you get it in Britain, it just isn’t the same. Thai food is very spicy, broths are made and even served with the pungent shells of the shrimps and crabs and lobsters. The fish sauce is more pungent. It is cheap too, especially the street food, not like in London where it is served up as expensive restaurant food with up-market prices. It is not so much taken with wine but with ice-cold beer, Singha or Chang, perfectly finished with a plate of mango sticky-rice. In Bangkok, you won’t be sitting in a fancy restaurant. I mean, you can, especially if you want to eat in a hotel, but the authentic experience, and the daily fair for local people will normally be enjoyed on the side of a road or the corner of a busy street where curries are simmered and concocted with homemade recipes, sometimes served in a plastic bag, or a large soup bowl, and you’ll go off to find a plastic table and chair where you can sit down and enjoy the food and the cold beer.

      There was just such a place, a few minutes by foot from our hotel, and we took a spot there as we were absolutely starving. I sent a message to the currency girl and she and her friend were free to come and hook-up. I told her I wanted to feed her then fuck her and she sent back a long string of ‘emojies’ to indicate that she was crying with laughter. Her grammar was very poor and her sentences somewhat disjointed but that was OK, the way I see it is – if I can’t speak your language then I have no right to criticise how you speak my language.

      By the time they came we had drank three cans of Chang and had a good spot in the shade. We were so hungry that we couldn’t hold back and had taken it upon ourselves to order food – a massive bowl of Tom Yum to share, rice, Pad Thai noodles, Duck Curry, crab omelette, spicy papaya salad and a speciality lobster dish which was prepared with ginger and a Green curry sauce.

      The food smelled sublime.

      The girls arrived just in time, so we didn’t look too ignorant.

      The friend was slim and wore tight jeans and trainers, she had thick lips and short hair, a very cute Thai but she was fairly flat-chested; nevertheless, she looked as though she’d be dynamite between the sheets and good at sucking cock.

      My one was spilling out of her clothes, comprised of a tight-fitting t-shirt, a very short pair of pale-blue denim shorts, cut-across just a few inches from where her pussy would be getting hot and wet, and flip-flops.

      The style suited her.

      She hadn’t had make-up on at the airport but she did now, a nice bit of eyeliner and a bright-red lipstick that launched her to a new level of sexiness. They both smelt great, with that ‘just-out-the-shower’ smell that girls have when their hair is still wet and all crazy and messy in a sultry way.

      Angels, they shine, they sparkle, they’re amazing…

      She had a look of hunger in her eyes, I saw, and I also saw that John was whispering sweet dirties into her friend’s ear, stroking her thigh, and putting her hand upon his crotch beneath the table, making her rub it and squeeze it. “You’re so fucking hot,” I blurted out the words like a sex-crazy teenager, so excitable, as I genuinely was.

      Her eyes melted.

      Her smile lit-up.

      “The food smells so good, thanks for inviting us…”

      “Let’s eat, I’m starving…”

      We all got stuck-in, and even although we were so bloody hungry, we enjoyed the flavours and savoured the aromas with absolute indulgence. I swear to God, given that it was street food, it was better than any food I could imagine paying top-dollar for in a fine London restaurant.

      

      We took the girls back to the rooms, on our own this time, and I ordered twelve cans of cold beer from room service and I opened my bottle of Johnnie Walker Black Label from the Duty Free; we kept our clothes on, just until the beers came. We sat on the couch and I got a close-up on that body that spilled out of her skimpy clothes. She was a great kisser. Fat lips that were warm and soft. Her breath was minty and sweet and I caught delightful tastes of beer on her tongue and the sweet aftertaste of coconut broth and basil leaves.

      The beers came and we enjoyed the rays of sunshine that came in through the window, the curtains were fully-open, and I enjoyed having the skyline of Bangkok is a back-drop to the private sexual show that was about to take place – second one of the day and we’d only just arrived.

      I watched her getting undressed and she didn’t seem to mind.

      It really was like a show with these girls, they weren’t shy, they were confident and proud in their sexuality, no matter what the shape or the age or the orientation. The strange thing though, that I noticed in Bangkok, was that all this sex-action was coming for free, we hadn’t gone straight to the red-light districts and all the seedy go-go bars, no, we were just chatting them up and arranging to meet them for drinks and food and the sex just went along with it. I mean, we were certainly going to do all the clubs and massage places, for sure, I was eager for the soapy tit-wanks and those ‘nuru’ massages where they use a thick Japanese oil and rub their body parts against yours, sliding up and down on an inflatable bed. But, it was good to know, that you could play the game this way too…
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            Bedroom boom-boom, love you long-time…

          

        

      

    

    
      She had the sexual charms that chubby girls do, aware of the shape they have, their curves, and showing it all off as they wriggle off those tight little panties and push out their tits as they remove the t-shirt. The panties and bra looked so snug around her heavy-set curves. Her skin looked soft and edible like coffee caramel. When she released the bra hook at her back the thing sprung off her body with a life of its own. She was hunched over as she arranged her bits and pieces on the coffee table, amidst a mass of empty beer cans, and I got a good view of her fleshy rear, nice and round and waiting for me to fuck it. She checked her phone and smiled, getting messages from her girly friends, and she saw me on the bed, spread-eagled, laid out with my legs to the sides, naked, propped up on pillows, chugging on a can of beer; life was pretty good right then and it was about to get a lot better too. “You like? Not too chubby?” she asked, squeezing her big boobs with raised eyebrows, like it was the most rhetorical question ever asked in Bangkok history.

      I was just banging one out, I didn’t give a fuck, my head was spinning from the booze and the food and the bright sunlight that was shining into the room, and I was horny as hell. I still couldn’t believe that I was there. And, I knew then, that it all happened for a reason, divorcing my wife, and moving on with my own life.

      Sure, I got fucked over, but now I was the winner…

      She came to the bed, totally naked, and I have to say her curves and the soft-looking texture of her brown skin and the delicate shades in her lush folds of fat, it was making my heart beat fast. She put a thick leg up on the mattress with an agility that surprised me. She put two palms down where the inner thighs met with her vaginal fleshiness and she pressed down and pulled herself full-open, stretching out that Thai lotus flower so I could see all of her glistening inner-pinkness. Damn, that thing was pink as hell inside, so bright, and she touched inside her own sex with a soft and delicate finger.

      Her faces melted, moulding into an eyes-closed, pre-orgasm O-shape… “Aghhh, yeah…” she purred. She enjoyed the pleasure of her own touch, that much was for sure, and she kept her eyes closed tight. This was clearly a thing that she did on a regular basis, the way she was indulging in it, she was owning it. It looked as though her cunt got even wetter as her finger went inside and then came out, a few times. I realised then that she was doing it for that very reason. Some chicks liked to ‘lube-up’ and apply the world-famous KY Jelly, whilst the ones that truly took sex for the pleasure aspect of it, they liked to get themselves good and wet with pussy-slick before taking a big, white dick.

      She came and climbed over my body and I got a smell of that shiny, black hair once again, it smelled so good, mixed in with the pungency of her vaginal heat, I don’t know what shampoo she used but it was just as sexy as a perfume, maybe even more-so. Her flesh felt so good against my skin, even more-so than Miss Lilly, so soft and warm, I mean Lilly was (and still is) a masterpiece of Asian sexuality but I do like a well-built girl, I need to feel the flesh and the hot warmth of a womanly profile (you know what I mean?). She looked at me, with kindness and love in her eyes, or so it seemed. I felt so comfortable with her. She was stroking my cock with her thick fingers, fingers that were made for my dick, she had a pussy too that was made for my cum.

      I knew she was going to suck my dick before she even started sucking it.

      She was looking at it like it was food, licking her lips and biting them in a really cute and girlish way, like the naughty one that stole the cookies from the cookie jar.

      She got down, crouched on her knees, and she streamlined her hair with her fingers, over the right ear. She was curled up like a bundle of fleshy-goodness, sexual goodness. The chunkier Asian girls tend to be even more delicate with their fingers than the slimmer ones. They only squeeze when the need to squeeze and they squeeze for your pleasure. She took my dick with her delicate fingers and she put it slowly and carefully inside her mouth.

      I gasped, as my cock was engulfed with an ocean of oral wetness, and my whole body tingled. She felt me shudder and gasp and she moaned and got into the groove with her indulgent cock-sucking repertoire. Like I said, a delicate touch and they only squeeze when they need to squeeze, for my pleasure.

      She was an expert.

      I soon felt myself surrender, willingly, to a remarkably soft orgasm. It wasn’t one of those twitchy orgasms, no it was more subdued and I put that down to her great technique and my newfound rapport with Asian femininity, I was in touch with it, connected with it, I understood it and respected it, I was thriving on it, I was fucking it, the pussy of it, the mouth of, all that femininity, so beautiful and sexual. If you’ve never been there, then I urge you to go there, because until you do, it may be difficult to fully comprehend what I’m talking about right now and to know exactly where I’m coming from, for it is a revelation of body and mind.

      I came, softly, not too much jizz for her to swallow but she took it down and when it was all done and I got a half-limp on, she still took it with her hand, delicate, with class, and she placed sensual little soft kisses down on my dick, around the shaft, and she sucked my balls with warm lips and a hot, wet tongue.
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            LBFM - Little Brown Fucking Machines

          

        

      

    

    
      She fucked like a proper LBFM.

      My head was enclosed by the curtains of her fine-smelling, shiny, dark, long hair and she stuck her mouth onto mines and kissed me, sucking my tongue, licking my lips, and showing me the up-close private tongue show. I can’t explain how good it was but she was riding me like that and I came three times without even having to do or say anything. She’d felt each blast of cum as it shot inside her pussy and she slowed it down, but we kept kissing, feeling and touching around each other’s body, moaning, groaning, enjoying every moment, my penis still inside.

      When she felt it get hard again she’d move her pussy up and down, slowly, and each time there was less feeling, because, all of my cum-juice mixed-in with her lady-spunk was making it so wet down there.

      Less friction of the skin = less feeling.

      Her response?

      To fuck my dick harder and faster and to kiss me deeper. I was coming more now than I’d ever done before, I was so horny and felt like I could fuck all day, every single fucking day…yes, it was official – I was in HEAVEN in Bangkok, Thailand’s sinful City of Angels…

      

      We took a nap after the sex and I asked her to stay the night.

      She agreed and asked if she could stay to have breakfast with me in the hotel when we woke up the next morning. I just smiled and said: “Of course.” On the topic of food, I ordered room service, some rice that was served in a pineapple and a whole-cooked fish that had been steamed in coconut milk and had a real kick of chilli.

      We drank a bottle of wine and I ordered another.

      One other thing I noticed was that I was now drinking twice or three times as much as I was before, like there was some kind of correlation between my newfound appetite for sex and my newfound appetite for alcohol. It didn’t affect my erectile capabilities either. It was almost like it was fuel for my engines. It was making me moody, it wasn’t getting me depressed and making me think of her – the bitch – and dwelling on how I’d been screwed by life and my cunt of an ex-wife. No, I was drinking because I was loving life and was set-on fucking every beautiful girl in Bangkok, impossible is it would be, I would try, and the only things restricting me was my limited time available…

      We ate, and then she took me into the Jacuzzi hot tub in the bathroom.

      We drank beer there and she laughed at my bubble-farts.

      I finished the bottle of whisky and felt my eyes fall glazed and heavy.

      I felt like a Rock n’ Roll star, drugged out of my skull, sexed-out into oblivion, riding the waves of extreme intoxication in an alternate dimension of hazy and dazed confusion and bliss.

      I swear to God, seeing that body, soaked in soapy suds and her hair all shiny and wet again, I was truly in heaven and I never wanted to leave this glorious city.

      I was getting hard again…

      

      The next day, after breakfast, me and John sat in the lobby of the hotel and ordered some coffees, both of us dishing the dirt on the filthy shenanigans of the previous day, him telling me about the photoshoot and showing some video footage of her masturbating on the bed with her legs spread wide-open, and her in the bath, covered in bubbles, bending over and stretching open her butt to show taut little cherry-crevice back-hole.

      Sometimes, it’s nice to just sit downstairs in a nice hotel and watch people come and go. A girl walked in and drew our attention, she wore a red mini dress and had big sunglasses, by Chanel or Gucci, whether there were real ones or fake was a different matter, but she had style, and looked classy, sexy with it, like a Thai Audrey Hepburn.

      Angels, they shine, they sparkle, they’re amazing…

      She seemed like one of those girls that just moves around and loiters in different places – bars, hotels, etc. – looking for a casual encounter and some quick cash, a bit of short-time in the afternoon, what could be more delightful on a hot, sultry day in Bangkok?

      She stood at the centre of the reception where a huge round table had an arrangement of flowers upon it, she took off her glasses and looked around to where she saw us looking at her with big smiles across our stupid, horny faces. She smiled back and gave us that universal raising of the eyebrows, the sexually naughty one that says: “Hey there, sexy…”

      “So,” John said. “Which one of us is going after that delicious piece of pussy?”

      “Shall we flip a coin?”

      “Nah, mate, you go for it, go and have a good fuck, enjoy yourself…”

      I didn’t need any more encouragement and as soon as I’d downed the coffee and went over to her. I asked if she’d like to have a cocktail at the rooftop swimming pool bar and then maybe we could see what happens.

      She said yes, and of course, I soon had her back in my bedroom and between the sheets…
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      Trike Patrol Sex Diaries, 1 - 3 (Philippines) - An Asian Erotica BOX-SET!
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