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It’s a life of fast  bucks,
hot women and   orgies

GRAB A 
GRANNY :
Sandiford 

was fingered 
with £1.6m 

of cocaine at 
Bali airport 

(above)

BRITISH grandmother Lindsay 
Sandiford is facing death by firing 
squad unless her appeal against a 
death sentence for drug smuggling 
to Bali succeeds.

The 56-year-old was convicted of trying to 
enter the paradise “Island of the Gods” with 
over 10lbs of cocaine last year .

Convicted with her were Julian Ponder and 
Rachel Dougall, a couple originally from Brighton 
but living a life of luxur y in Bali.

The pair’s lifestyle was so gilded they were 
known as the king and queen of the island.

Sandiford’s decision to help lead police to 
others in her drugs gang backfired spectacularly  
when she was handed the death sentence.

But why do it in the first place? Is it really 
worth the risk?

For her new book, Australian journalist 
Kathryn Bonella has interviewed many of the 
island’s major drug dealers, past and present.

The book, Snowing in Bali, is a fascinating 
insight into the outrageously glamorous life of 
the international drug dealer – but with all the 
fear, paranoia and even death that can result.

AS the two Australian models sashayed 
into one of Bali’s trendy restaurants, past 
a table of cut-bodied surfers, they gave 
flirtatious looks to one guy in particular.

His six-pack abs, dazzling smile and 
beautiful face gave him a shiny allure.

Tonight the models were out for some 
fun, and they’d hit the jackpot – the sexy 
surfer they were zeroing in on was one of 
Bali’s biggest cocaine dealers.

The guys at his table were international 
drug bosses, out for their usual night of 
fine dining, drugs and girl-hunting.

None of them missed the obvious 
come-on the models gave their friend 
Rafael. None was surprised, either – he 
was always being hit on by sexy babes.

Rafael was used to this. The Island of 
the Gods seemed to provide a pass on 
arrival to relinquish usual inhibitions – 
the copious drugs and alcohol imbibed 
also turbo-charging the hedonistic free 
spirit, ensuring an endless smorgasbord 
of willing girls. 

He explains: “The line was big… it was 
very easy to catch girls. I have something 
to make more interest… beautiful girls 
have a fantasy to f*** drug dealers.” 

He was a nice bad boy. Up close, it was 
impossible to miss the large diamond in 
his tooth, the £21,600 steel, black and gold 
Rolex wrapped around his wrist and the 
tattoos down his arms. Fellow drug boss 
Andre says: “Rafael was the boss: rich, big 
car, big gold chains, tattoo on both arms, 
diamonds in the teeth… like he has a 

sticker ‘drug dealer’ across his forehead.” 
Rafael had built a mansion on

the beachfront, with a diving board 
off his upstairs bedroom balcony and
an ocean vista from his bed.

He was a member of the exclusive 
Canggu Club, where Bali’s high-rollers mixed 
with international high-flyers. Many of 
Rafael’s drug deals were completed over a 
handshake at its luxurious lunch tables.

He also had a fleet of motorbikes, 
including a Harley, and a car that started 
by pushing a button on his key before he 
got into it, 007-style.

With his flashy toys and partying life-
style, Rafael was conscious of registering 
on the police radar, but for now he was 
blasé and winning.

Tonight, like most nights, he had a few 
parties to choose from.

An hour later at the models’ villa, 
moonlight sparkled on the large pool, the 
gardens were soaked in soft ambient 
lights and loud rhythmic music was 
pumping. 

Rafael’s eyes shot to some vigorous 
splashing at the end of the swimming 
pool where two people were f***ing.

He glanced up and saw a stunning array 
of beautiful, semi-naked girls, coming 
towards him – 
it was as if he had walked on 
to a glamorous porn movie set.

The blonde from the 
r e s t a u r a n t 
materialised in 
front of him in a 
string bikini, 

rubbing her breasts against him.
Then her friend joined in.
The two girls were becoming more 

horny and aggressive, thrusting them-
selves against him, stroking his groin 
and undoing his jeans.

But the Don Juan was now out of his 
comfort zone. He says: “I wasn’t feeling 
comfortable with the situation. I was 
feeling, f***. . . you know, out of control. 
It became crazy. I have two girls kissing 
me, they take off their bikinis, the music 
was high, they jump into the pool, pull me 
in and they attack me a little bit.” 

Another model came to the edge of the 
pool and tried to push a blue ecstasy pill 
into his mouth.

Rafael said: “I took the ecstasy, bit it 
in half and put half in her mouth, but 
she was already high. Then I started to 
feel a bit dizzy in the pool.

“I say, ‘Please wait.’ The two girls were 
too much. They were all over me, sucking 
my neck, pulling my dick. 

“I say, ‘Wait, wait, stop, stop’. I escape 
from the girls, jump  out of the pool and 
I see my friend was already lying down 
on the sun chair by the pool with three 
beautiful girls on top of him; one was 
kissing him on the mouth, another one 
was giving him a blow-job.

“When I see that, I think, ‘Damn, what 
am I doing? I’m too slow. I should relax 
and enjoy. I should not refuse’. 

“I go to the table, drink some water 
and take a line and then, boom, I feel the 
ecstasy effect. 

“I was like, ‘Whoa’, I start getting hard, 
horny, excited and then I jump back in the 

pool and start playing with the girls. And 
then we all jump out and I start to kiss 
one, sucking her pussy, and then they suck 
me. Was good, you know. 

“I was with two girls, having sex, they 
were kissing each other too, and then the 
other three girls all came onto the deck, 
all changing positions like a big orgy.” 

Trafficking
AS hard as the drug dealers play, 

they also work at business, always 
trying to ensure they stay a step ahead 
of authorities – creating new methods of 
trafficking the cocaine.

When surfboard bags and backpacks 
became too hot, Rafael pioneered a new 
method – using windsurfer booms. 

Rafael had spent weeks studying sports 
equipment. The first boom he packed was 
the trickiest. He bought the equipment, 
then set to work in a beach bungalow with 
Poca, his Peruvian cocaine contact. 

It took them two full days to ensure it 
would be X-ray-proof. It was a complex job.

First they put it in a blender to make it 
baby-powder fine, obliterating any rocks, 
then they used a funnel to fill the boom.

Finally, they used a tailor-made metal 
rod, with a coin welded to its end, to pound 
the coke down hard into the aluminium 
tube to compact and cement it, and 
eliminate any air bubbles. 

This first time, their technique was 
imperfect – the fine dust blew all over 
the room, covering them.

But they finished the job, sent the boom 
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SNOWING IN BALI
© Kathryn Bonella. This extract was taken 
from Snowing in Bali published by Quercus, 
£9.99. V isit www.snowinginbali.com 

Read about the dark side to the life of
a Bali drug dealer ONLY in this week’s
Midweek Sport.
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THE WHITE 
STUFF: Drugs 

smuggling 
brings great 

luxury in 
paradise, but 
also carries 
great risks

LUXURY: 
Rafael’s 
mansion 
with pool

POSH: The 
exclusive 
Canggu 

Club

with its invisible kilo to Malaysia, made 
£42,500 and, most importantly, had a new 
winning method.

Another surfer, Alberto, first went to 
Bali chasing the perfect waves and did his 
first coke run from Peru to Bali to pay for 
the surfing life in paradise.

While standing in line to re-board during 
a transit stop in Argentina, Alberto’s name 
suddenly blasted out of loudspeakers.

He froze, every muscle rigid, his chest 
squeezing tight. They’d found the blow. 
He had to run, but where? He was stuck, 
plunged into a nightmare where he was 
being chased but couldn’t run.

Alberto stuck to his plan. It was his only 
option; there was no turning back.

With adrenalin coursing though his 
veins, he showed the girl his boarding 
pass, bracing for police to pounce.

“I was getting mentally ready to be 
tortured,” he says. “I’d heard that’s what 
they did. Then the stewardess comes and 

says, ‘Oh, excuse me, are you Mr Lopez? 
We’ve overbooked the plane, so would you 
mind if we moved you to business class?’”

Finally he arrived in Bali, picked up his 
bag and breezed through customs.

It had been two days of jangling nerves, 
but he was back in the black with cash 
spilling out of his pockets.

The trip gave him something else too – 
a brand new career. 

The door swung open to the blazing 
underworld of elegant parties, rich, 
important people, luxury villas, beautiful 
girls and more cash some days than 
most people see in a lifetime.

But as much as dealing in paradise 
opens up a life of orgies, parties, surfing 
and glamour, it has a very dark side if 
you get busted, with the most draconian 
sentences in the world – including the 
firing squad – and a notoriously  brutal and 
corrupt police force.
●ADAPTED BY : JUSTIN SUNN
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