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‘Tom and Mun’










By Thomas Earthway










“This book tells the story of Tom, an undercover corporate investigator, and Mun, 5 years ago a promising college student but now, after a traumatic coming out in his senior year, a scruffy, depressed, foul-mouthed and self-loathing drunk. 

After a tragic event, Tom and Mun’s destiny slowly falls into place. With the help of Ae and Phun, a lovely gay couple since childhood, they grow closer to each other. But soon all four of them are dragged into Tom’s world, as they find themselves unexpectedly in the front line of a fierce war between companies…”  


I wrote this LGBT gay love story just for fun, I hope you will enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!




Even though this is a sweet love story, even a bit cheesy sometimes, some parts may be dramatic, emotional and though. If you are struggling or depressed it might be a good idea to skip chapter 3 for now.
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CHAPTER ONE

Tom














Mr Noah walked down the street, carrying a bag of groceries. “I like it here,” he thought. The scent of the herbs, spices and food sold at the market was quite powerful, but pleasant and aromatic. 

With a smile on his face, he looked around. It was quite busy, but the atmosphere was relaxed, maybe also because of the nice weather. It had been really hot for days, so this gentle fresh breeze today made everybody happy. People were laughing, at the vegetable stand a woman was playfully arguing with the seller just to get some extra fruits for free, some kids were fooling around with an old skateboard.  

“Hey Mr Tom!” He looked around and saw a kid waving at him. It was Ae, it seems he had to fill in for his mom at the food stand again. “No school today, Ae?” he asked. “No sir, my mom is not feeling well so I have to help her. Do you want the usual, Sir?” Tom smiled and said “Of course, I couldn't go home without a bowl of your mom’s fried chicken noodles, that’s why I come here in the first place!”
 Ae laughed, his eyes lit up and with a naughty smile he said “Hehe you tried making it at home again, and it didn’t work out, didn’t it? Again?” 
Tom frowned “Smartass you, that’s no tip for you today!” With a twinkle in his eyes he continued “If only someone would tell me the recipe secrets! Even a small suggestion in the right direction would be sooo nice!” 
It was a classic game between them. Tom loved cooking, and indeed had tried to replicate this dish countless times, but it didn’t even come close. “No no no!” Ae replied laughing, “It’s a family secret, my mom learned it from her mom. I hope the chicken wasn’t burnt to a crisp again like last time!!”  
“God, I should really watch my mouth more when talking to you, you have a memory like an elephant!” Tom replied and teased Ae by bargaining unreasonably about the price, but in the end paid for the food as usual, with a nice tip. 
Tom was about to leave for his apartment when Ae called him back: Mr Tom! Mr Tom!” He turned around and looked at him questioningly. Ae pointed at a new sign taped to the food stand “We do deliveries too now” he explained enthusiastically “not only fried chicken noodles, but also all food from other food stands too! Or if you need someone to help carry your groceries or so just call! Very cheap price! Even if it’s late or early me or my friend Phun will hurry to help you!" 
 “Sure,” Tom replied “I’ll put the number in my phone and if I need anything I’ll call you” “Thank you Sir!” said Ae, and made a respectful gesture. 

Tom continued his walk towards his apartment. Ae liked talking to him, so he could practice speaking English. He was convinced that if only he could speak English well enough he would find a great job so he could take care of his mom and get her the medicine she needed. 

Tom sighed. Ae’s mom was indeed sick. He saw it immediately the first time he tried the fried chicken noodles the food stand was famous for, and it didn’t seem to evolve in the right direction. He also knew that the food stand wasn’t earning nearly enough to pay for everyday life ànd medical care for Ae’s mom. So that’s why he was more generous here than at other stands. 
And besides that, he felt that Ae and him were similar souls, he was quite sure that Ae was gay as well. Not that there were any feelings between them, therefore was the age difference way too much, maybe even 15 years or so. 

Tom was born and raised in France, where there was less homophobia and more equal rights than here in Thailand. But still, growing up as a gay kid had been a painful struggle at times... And he couldn’t imagine what it would be like in a less tolerant Asian society. But definitely not better, that’s for sure… That’s why in some way he felt sorry for Ae. Life wasn’t easy here, even without struggling with your identity and orientation...

Some not that pleasant memories from childhood popped up in his thoughts. 
He shook his head to get rid of them, no use spoiling this beautiful day with sad memories! 











Tom decided to make a slight detour to buy a coffee-to-go at his favorite coffee bar. The Barista there made it exactly the way he liked it: sweet, creamy, rich in flavor but not too bitter. 

Lost in his thoughts, Tom continued his walk. In his mind he went over all the assignments he has done over the last 10 years. It was a weird job, challenging, interesting, highly paid. And his bank account showed he was very good at it, in fact, even at his young age (he was 34) he could easily retire already if he wanted to. Of all the places he worked over the years, this place had something that made him feel ‘in sync’, even after only a few months, weird isn’t it... 
But chances were high that before the end of this year he would be working somewhere else, maybe even at the other side of the world. "Maybe in a few years I can just come back to retire here…” he daydreamed. 
Even though he liked his job very much, he began to feel a certain unease since the last year or so. Maybe he was just lonely, moving from one side of the world to another every 4 to 6 months is not nurturing for your social life…  
“Yeah… well, it comes with the territory I guess,” he thought. As an undercover corporate detective it was his job to infiltrate a workplace as one of the team, while observing and searching in full discretion who was responsible for corporate espionage, theft or corruption and fraud. 

This assignment was kind of different however. This company was one of the bigger ones owned by his boss. Recently there were abnormal stock fluctuations both at the Tokyo ànd Hongkong stock exchange, and his boss felt anxious about it, because there were faint signals it might be an inside job… 
Tom’s job was now observation of the company management staff, and because of the sensitive nature of this assignment, he was working closely together with his boss personally and a small staff of trusted and highly qualified assistants. 
Even though his boss was one of the wealthiest business men in Asia, they became friends over the years and in private they spoke casually on a first name basis towards each other. 

This was a complicated case. His intuition gave red alert warnings all over the board indicating there was a major problem, but he just couldn’t point his finger at concrete tangible issues, let alone solid evidence. 
“Damn!” he thought, “how long will I have to lose sleep over this!” 

In the meantime, he arrived at his apartment block. It was solid but old, slightly run down, ideal as a cover. Of course the building was indirectly owned by his boss. Tom lived at the top floor apartment which was renovated for this purpose: for the person opening the door it seemed a simple old entrance to a studio, but behind this fake room there was a big tastefully decorated apartment, with (of course) a brand new kitchen, a spacious living room, a master bedroom and a big windowless office, only accessible by a concealed steel door and electronic lock. 
There in that room a state of the art video monitoring and analyzing system was installed, with advanced facial recognition and algorithmic suspicious event flagging. Illegal of course, even here in Thailand, but it was kind of our last straw. 
This showed how much his boss was getting nervous about this. Consider an installation and renovation of this magnitude, in less than a week fully operational but executed so discretely under the cover of an elevator renovation, that nobody in the building noticed anything, this must have cost a fortune! But his boss just smiled when he asked about the price, so he knew it was pointless to insist. 
But after more than 2 months analyzing data, verifying leads, digging into suspicious people’s private life, there was no result what so-ever! Nothing. Not even one solid lead they could go on with. Just one dead end after another! So annoying!
“Well, patience is a virtue,” he sighed “let’s go up and check out if there is any progress at all.” 











Tom went inside and pushed the elevator button. Nothing. “What the hell!” he thought, “is the elevator out of order again!” He smiled, just because of the irony. After a week of “renovations” it was still not working properly! He took out his phone and typed a text message to the assistant in charge of the “hands on” problems, it would be ok soon.

“The stairs then, I guess…” Tom sighed. He was not really looking forward to go up all those stairs to the 8th floor. “Well, I can definitely use the exercise, so let’s go.” he said to himself and started walking up the stairs.

On the third floor he saw a woman sitting down on the stairs. She was around 50, and looked pale and exhausted. Beside her were 2 large fully loaded shopping bags full of groceries. He recognized her, she lived with her husband and their good-for-nothing son at the floor below him. They had taken the elevator together several times, and she was always friendly and kind. 
“Oh no,” he said “you have to carry all those heavy bags to the 7th floor?” She smiled ironically “Yes sir, the elevator is out of order again, so crazy! They did so much work on it just a few weeks ago I almost expected it would be a brand new one!”  
“Please let me help you to carry these bags for you” Tom asked. “It’s still a long way up” She looked at him with a mixture of relief and embarrassment “Oh sir, I am very embarrassed. I called my son, but he didn’t answer his phone. However, I indeed seem to be very tired today.”
 “No problem”  Tom replied “I will carry your bags upstairs, I insist.” And while saying this he picked up the heavy bags and waited for her to get up and slowly they started to walk up the stairs. 
Soon they started talking about the ingredients in her bag and discussing cooking recipes. Tom explained that cooking was his most loved hobby, and he listened with enthusiastic attention to all the tips and tricks she mentioned.  Shamefully he told her about his failed attempts to recreate the fried chicken noodles. She couldn’t stop laughing and explained were he probably went wrong. Tom chuckled, it would be so much fun to see Ae’s face when he would “casually mention” these tips!

By then they almost reached her apartment, just at that time the door opened and her son came out. He was wearing a worn down dingy coat and a ripped jeans. He looked like he just woke up after sleeping off his hangover without changing his clothes, and probably not only today... 
“Well!!” she said “why didn’t you answer your phone, I called you 4 times at least! The elevator was out of order again and I had to walk all this way up with these groceries! Luckily our neighbour offered to help!” 
He just shrugged and looked at her with this intense, like burning look in his eyes. “What the hell! Now its my fault too that this piece of crap is out of order again! I’m out of here”  His intense fierce look pierced Tom’s eyes when he walked by, and while cursing the fact he would have to go down all those fucking stairs as well he walked down the hall.

“I must apologize for my son,” she sighed “he’s out of control, we have no idea anymore how to get trough to him. Besides going out, drinking and arguing with his father he does nothing else but sleeping! He’s almost 30 and barely worked a day this year!!” 
Her eyes, who had been alive and energetic throughout their cooking conversation now showed the deep and intense sadness a mother feels when her children are suffering and there is nothing she can to to ease their pain… 
“Mun was such a kind, sweet and caring child, good at school, doing well at the university,” she continued “but 4 years ago he became this angry, sad, and depressed shadow of the man he was before. We just can’t get trough to him anymore!” 
Suddenly she looked a bit ashamed sharing her family issues with Tom like that “Sorry Sir, I shouldn’t bother you with my problems.”  She shook her head, smiled, greeted Tom with respect and said “Thank you very much for your kind help, I will say a prayer for your happiness tomorrow when I visit the temple!” 
“No problem at all, if you need any help just ask.” Tom replied. He returned the respectful gesture and went back to the stairs while she entered her house and closed the door.











CHAPTER TWO

Mun








From the outside there was just a door with a pink sign “Eve’s” above. A muscular no-nonsense porter was sitting on a barstool next to the entrance. The name was a bit ironic since it was a bar mostly visited by gay men. Inside the design was a special mix. On the one hand, it was flamboyant like you would expect from a gay bar: fluffy, a lot of neon, loud music, a crowded dance floor, the obligatory dark room (which was painted red, go figure). On the other hand, there was also a more nostalgic section, with a lot of wood, quiet corners for more intimate conversation, old chandeliers at the ceiling and an old wooden bar across the whole wall.


Mun sat half-slumped on a barstool at the bar, sipping from a glass of the locally brewed Mekhong on the rocks. He looked scruffy: old clothes, long greasy hair, bloodshot eyes. But somehow he still had this fierce, seductive look in his eyes, while looking across the bar and checking out the other visitors. 
“God! I am fucking drunk again” he thought “I should go home, but father will still be awake and I can’t deal with his crap today! And I have no money whatsoever, how the fuck am I going to pay my tab tonight!” 

“Hey, how are you. Can I buy you another one?” Mun looked up and saw some old guy standing next to him. “Can I sit here?” He asked, pointing to the empty barstool next to Mun. 
“Don’t care man, I don’t own this place, you can sit wherever the fuck you want.” 
The guy sat down and repeated his question: “you’re cute, can I buy you another drink?” Mun looked at him, he was old, 60 at least, but well dressed, a nice watch and expensive shoes. 
With barely veiled contempt Mun looked explicitly up and down the guy and answered “What the fuck, man? If you want anything to happen, it will cost you way more than one drink!” 
Mun expected the guy to be shocked, but he didn’t blink. “That can be arranged.” he said, and slowly leaned towards Mun and whispered a number in his ear. Mun tilted his head, his fierce, seductive look pierced the guy’s eye’s, but he didn’t say anything, just waited. 
“Now we have the desired reaction!” Mun thought when the guy gasped and swallowed. The guy took a deep breath and leaned forward again and whispered a new, substantially higher number. Mun smiled, slowly went over his lips with his tongue, bit his lower lip lightly, and teasingly leaned towards the guy. Mun laid his hand softly on the old guy’s leg and whispered “Thats a lot better! I knew you’d figure it out!” Mun looked in the guy’s eye’s and slowly turned his eyes in the direction of the dark room. The guy gasped again and quickly stood up and followed Mun in the direction of the dark room. 
Suddenly Mun stopped on purpose and turned around abruptly so that the guy bumped into him. Mun put his hands softly on the guy’s back, slowly pulled him closer until their bodies touched and gave him a slow wet kiss in his neck while whispering “Bills before thrills man, and you’ll better put a condom on it, or I will smash it between the door!” 

A few moments later Mun was leaning against the wall, his pants at his feet, the guy behind him painfully entering his body... He slowly closed his eyes in inner despair. His heart and chest cramped up while dark thoughts flooded his mind “This is it”, he thought “being fucked by an old guy for money, I can’t possibly sink any lower than this… oo’h crap …” 

Totally unaware of Mun’s inner turmoil the guy came fast and heavy, quickly pulled up his pants without even taking off the condom and left without saying another word. In slow motion Mun bent over and pulled up his pants also, while a single, burning tear slowly ran down over his pale cheek… 


“What the fuck happened to me!” he thought when he was back at the bar and ordered a new drink. Mun smiled ironically when happy and carefree childhood memories popped into his mind. He was a happy child, funny, energetic and charismatic. Everybody loved him and wanted to be his friend. The
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