Chapter Thirty-Two
In Bangkok, the narrow alleyway connected the Sukhumvit avenue side streets of soi 11 and soi 13 - both busy night time venues. The alleyway was dimly lit but the lights from the shop fronts of the seediest of massage parlors running along it provided some illumination. The girls sitting on stools in front of the shops, waving to potential customers, were well along in their prostitution careers, aged in their mid-thirties to forties. They were beyond any enticing gestures other than a hapless wave of the hand and a call of ‘massage’ as they looked up briefly from their mobile phone fascination. Their customers would find them, or not. It was what it was. 


There was a dogleg in the alleyway half way between the two side streets. Some discord in property lines drawn long ago had left the two alley pathways a few meters off center. At this point there was also a third path, a dark offshoot from the main alleyway, which continued unlit for thirty meters to the edge of the parking area of the ancient Ambassador hotel. This walkway was seldom taken at night. 


It was at this three-way junction that Jade waited. The party noises from Soi eleven and Soi thirteen barely reached this deep into the alleyway. Without lighting it had the muted visibility of a confessional booth with brief flashes of the neon party lights outside showing the presence of the penitent occupant. 

She hadn’t been aware of the alleyway nor the dark path branching off of it to the Ambassador hotel. She had been told of it by the female manager of the pool bar at which Apple worked when she went to get background on Apple’s beating. Normally this was a safe walkway, even late at night. With the exception of pick pocket gangs, Bangkok was not a city of street crime. Confrontation was not normally the Thai criminal modus vivendi, various forms of cheating, graft or possibly burglary were much preferred.  


When she had visited Apple in the hospital Jade could see the shadows of fear still in her eyes. The beating had ended but the dread it spawned would live with Apple for a long time, draining hope from her spirit. Jade had held her hand and promised that all would be okay but Apple wasn’t responsive. Jade could see the accusation in her manner. She had been promised that all would be okay once before. She had believed it, but the pain had followed quickly thereafter. She felt betrayed. 


The loan sharks had been put away. They were now behind bars. The cops had done that part fine. One of the men however, the one who had originally threatened Apple, made a call from the prison, to a cousin, a dimwitted hunk of muscle named App who wanted to prove himself to the gang. Here was his chance. Take care of some gang business. Deal with Apple. Make her an example.


Jade waited in the flickering shadows of the walkway. Her man would be coming along soon. He was a bouncer at a bar, Game Day, owned by an American motorcycle club, the Outlaws, from Oakland, California. The bar was located next to the Nana train stop on Sukhumvit avenue and adjacent to the Soi 11 side street. App’s shift ended at 2 a.m.  Then he would walk over to the pool bars on Soi 13, using the convenient alleyway as a shortcut. The manager at the pool bar said he came every night at the same time. He shot pool until 4 a.m. in their killer pool competition. The last player left at the table, missing the fewest balls, wins the cash pot. He never won but wouldn’t pay for his drinks so he came out ahead. No one liked him but as he was known to be connected to the loan shark mob, no one would challenge him. 


App didn’t just walk, he swaggered his way along the night streets of Bangkok. To give him his due, part of it was because of the muscles he had built up in the gym in his steroid fueled quest for muscle mass. He wasn’t tall, only 5 ft. 8 inches but he had managed to bulk up his frame so that he needed more space on the narrow sidewalks. All who came along gave way to him. 


As he walked through the alleyway his head was down just thinking of how good that first beer would be. There was no one around, the massage shops were closing. The girls who hadn’t made enough money yet had gone out to the main Sukhumvit road, in one last grab for a customer. He noted the whore standing in the dark on the side of the alley but ignored her. If she was too ugly to get out on the street and compete with the other girls she was too ugly for him. He went to brush past. 


Jade didn’t play the ‘hey you’ game. Talking was for beginners and dumb pugs. As App negotiated the dogleg and started down the alleyway to Soi 13 she was standing there as he went to brush past her. She hit him hard on the left side of the head just ahead of his ear. App didn’t fall but was completely stunned and staggered a step or so to the side. Jade didn’t wait but delivered the blow she really wanted to give as he stood there, a swinging kick with her left foot to the right side of his head. She had practiced this so many times and it felt good. This time App went down hard, hitting his head on the pavement. Only partially conscious, he wasn’t going to be getting up soon. Jade leaned over him and put the methamphetamine pills in his shirt pocket. This was the ‘ya ice’ so popular with the bar girls. She started to leave, but then stopped and went back and gave him a strong kick in the ribs. He moaned but didn’t move. Now she backed off towards soi 13, while screaming for the police “Help!” and blowing a whistle. She would be out of sight when they arrived, but Sergeant Sombat had arranged for two undercover officers to be loitering in front of the Soi 11 entrance way to the alley, on the lookout for men selling drugs. They would have an arrest tonight.  
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