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    Banjarmasin




    Coming in by flight from Bali, the island I had a job to do after Pontianak, there is a striking difference between that island and Borneo, the Indonesian and largest part of the big island called Kalimantan. The reason I compare the two is that I came to Banjarmasin on a Bali Air flight from Den Pasar and fell from a distinctly, but Bali interpreted, Hindu dominated culture into a hotchpotch of diverse cultures, Bugis, coastal Malays, transmigrants, the interior people included. Banjarmasin is a melting pot but practically devoid of the original people or the Indigenous forest peoples of the interior. Undoubtedly of course some individuals were there but how to distinguish them in the crowds? Perhaps this was only when they opened their mouth to speak their own language. Though not visible they are the heart of Borneo. The Indigenous Peoples live in the rainforests and are the masters of this Heart of Darkness called Borneo, the Indonesian side called Kalimantan. It is the largest part of the big island and part of Indonesia.




    Though it was relatively easy to venture into the heart of Sarawak, Sabah and Brunei, notably Temburong, I was soon find out that this is not at all the case in Kalimantan.




    Banjarmasin on Borneo, Kalimantan is a big southern harbor town with plenty saw mills and Bugis schooners. Harvested in the rainforests of the interior Banjarmasin is known as the harbor of precious hard woods. I went there to meet people working in a development cooperation project, Dutchmen, who were there to assess the agricultural potentiality of coastal sea clay. They were working in areas which covered large parts of southern Borneo. When these lands are ready to grow crops on the Government of Indonesia ideally wants many transmigrants to live on this soil. However, I found out from the Dutchman, Bram his name, hired to do the assessments that, though possible, it did not appear to be so simple. Bram, as an expert worked with Indonesians and he was the one who had invited me to document their work Warmheartedly taken in by him and family I was met at the airport and would stay in their house for the couple of days. I arrived in the morning and that afternoon we straight away left for the fields. As they were extracting soil samples which they stored for future research, I photographed them. Come evening my Dutch engineer and now friend Bram sent out by his Dutch company told me




    “At least before you are going to leave for Balikpapan you should have a look at the morning floating market.”




    Since I was there only for a few days it was a suggestion to follow up on. As I had to go there on my own, he described how to get there. On the day before my departure he gave me details:




    “Hire a boat, a klotok, at the harbor and go around slowly. That way you will see a lot. You’ll have a good idea what Banjarmasin is about,” he assured me.




    “Good idea,” I replied, “I will spend the whole day in town then?”




    “Morning and afternoon sure,” he laughed, “but I wouldn’t know what you fancy doing in the evening!”




    “We’ll see,” I laughed along. We worked together for two days, had evening meals at the house with his wife and children. During the evenings we told stories. In fact I had to tell them stories about my experiences in Borneo like some written down here.




    When, concerning their work, I had covered everything Bram woke me up at five the next morning:




    “The floating morning market starts really early and is only held in the morning. So wake up an, have some coffee and go,” he urged me, “




    Because the colorful floating market along canals and river of Bangkok was known to me, I had an idea what it could look like. At half past five we set off and he dropped me at the point where I could get on a boat.




    “I come with you,” he said changing his mind, “I forgot I should be at the office by eight today but I don’t need to be this early. I can be with you for an hour, not more because I want to prepare some notes.”




    We set off and when we arrive Bram parked his vehicle and walked to the wharf. There he hired a boat; a slow one called the klotok, and sat in the back, the area with the engine. It plopped, klo-tok, klo-tok, klo-tok, hence its name. The boatman set off just as the first rays of sunlight showed to greet the new day. The boatman of the klotok smiled when Bram told him the destination then he said to me:




    “When we are finished you could hire the klotok for half a day or a day. This man can really show you around and so it is good for picture taking too.”




    :”That’s good to know,” I acknowledged, “you tell me what I should pay him, okay”




    “My pleasure!” he replied as he saw the klotok man smiling for he knew he was going to earn some money.




    “I see lots of Bugis schooners docked along the banks. You were quite right about the sawmills too, there are,” I remarked,




    “Many indeed,” he agreed, “I tell you what. You better hire this klotok for the afternoon. I will instruct the man so he can you tour around, all right?”




    As we moved towards the floating market he instructed the klotok captain and paid him.




    When nearing the small boats laden with freshly harvested vegetables, fruits, assorted meats and other goods came into view. I wondered if it was true what I saw and asked:




    “These vendors are women, all of them. Is this floating market organized by women, it looks like a women’s cooperative?”




    “Oh yes,” he replied, “if you observe a market on shore, walk for instance through the central market, you’ll see it being dominated by women.”




    “But perhaps financed by men?”




    “That could be and it would be interesting to look into that,” Bram answered, “I suppose it is it is in contrast with the matriarchal system of the Minangkabau of Sumatra. There the women are heads of their families. They own land and determine everything; including financing.”




    We watched the boats bobbing on the water, small ones just big enough to carry one person and goods for sale; primarily vegetables of all sorts but also electronic goods were quickly changed hands. This floating market was different from the ones common in Thailand. It was certainly smaller, not as colorful. And, because there were no bridges allowing overview pictures it did not looks spectacular as Bram thought, only close ups shot with a long lens for a compressed view looked interesting. I was not too impressed with the women either as they were not particularly dressed full color. Though nice this small scale floating market could only be viewed from the bank of the wide river. As the scene was against the light of the rising sun, it was difficult to make it look impressive but for the people turning pitch black against the sun. Yet this floating market was unique to Banjarmasin and really to Borneo as a whole too. We watched the dynamics of buying and selling till we got bored. This moment came sooner than I had thought and it was due the fact I could not get closer to the vendors. Like he was capable of reading y mind Bram suggested:




    “Come with me to the office?”




    “Okay,” I readily replied.




    “I’ll introduce you to my Indonesian counterparts who, most likely, will be delighted with the attention you pay them. I have announced your arrival a few days ago. So, I think they will not object. One thing, they want to know beforehand to prepare so all will look good. Let’s see how flexible they are?”




    “I do not want to jeopardize your position,” I answered.




    “You won’t because I only introduce you and I am sure they will invite you to come along with us, but let’s have coffee first?”




    “Good idea,” I laughed, “where?”




    “Not so far, just near the centre of a non floating market!” he laughed.




    We went back to his car and drove off. Five minutes later we came to an already quite busy and big pasar (market). While Bram was driving the city certainly was waking up; people poured into the streets, especially there was traffic at the market though it looked like it had been open all night.




    “This is the central market,” he explained as we walked through the crowd and sat down at coffee stall, one among a dozen I noticed:




    “Oh, they have fried eggs and other things too.”




    Bram just smiled and ordered coffee, eggs and bread and watched the crowd building up some more. When the stools at our stall were needed for other people to have breakfast we left for his office.




    “This is Mr. Welman, the gentleman I have told you about,” he introduced me to his colleagues, “let’s arrange when he can come and see our work?” Bram said and suggested. Three men and two ladies welcomed me in their traditional way but from their faces I noticed they were not too enthused about the idea of having me around. Bram noticed that too so he winked at me and said,




    “Today, tomorrow, or the day after any of these days would be fine with him!”




    “Tomorrow is good,” one of the two ladies said, “we are prepared.”




    “Okay,” Bram answered not pursuing the idea of doing right away today. With everything said and done concerning my photography visit Bram then turned to me:




    “You can spend the whole day around town. I’ll take you to the klotok man and will write instructions so you know how to find our house, okay?”




    For not accommodating immediately, neither showing hospitality, the staff looked like embarrassed. They had been taken by surprise and all clearly felt that. To avoid any ill feelings I said:




    “I have just come to be introduced ladies and gentlemen. Another day when you feel at ease should be fine with me. I have many things to do but can be fitted in when you think it is fine. I will try not to be in your way too much.”




    They smiled their answer and so when back in the car Bram remarked:




    “Too big a surprise for them that was and I should have known. I am sure they needed time to prepare so they don’t feel they embarrass themselves.”




    “You handled this good enough so don’t worry they are good people. With all this talk about corruption perhaps I should not have told them you would come in today.”




    “I know Indonesians like decorum; they don’t like to be taken off guard right?”




    “Ah yes, but they know me long enough and they know we are working with them in all honesty!”




    “Then all is well?” I asked to be sure, “they did not mind already I went with you yesterday and portrayed your work there and then?”




    “I am pretty sure about that,” he replied with a convincing smile He dropped me off near the floating market again and dealt with the same klotok boatman as he said to me:




    “You can have him up till three in the afternoon. I have asked him to show you the highlights around town and I have paid him. So, if you are all set to go, you can leave now. See you in the evening!”




    “Thanks Bram,” I smiled and off he went.




    My klotokman was jolly and talkative and he took me near plywood factories, the Bugis ships and into a canal to show me the highlights. The canal led us far inland and into the young sea clay soil dominated countryside. First of all we stopped near one of many plywood factories because I asked him to go closer so I could take pictures. Near enough the boat was too low and so I asked him:




    “Can we go on foot?”




    “I’ll dock next to that moored Double Decker boat over there,” he pointed out, “so you can climb up and have a better view?”




    “Ah, that’s right, thanks,” I answered as he steered towards the boat not waiting for my answer. I went up and since there was no one on board I could go up further. Now I could even see inside the factory and realized it was the back of the plant where finished plywood was stored to be loaded on ships. There were no ships now but stacks of plywood were there waiting to be transported out.




    My man waited patiently as I took quite a few pictures. Finished and satisfied I climbed back on his klotok..




    “Let’s see if I can get you on a Bugis ship,” he suggested and stopped some time later next to a large one. Now having their sails down Bugis ships are wind propelled and so not motorized. They look like real schooners. The Bugis sailors sail all over Indonesia and are known to be in full command of their ships and cargo. Crews are said to be adventurous nature and can sail these schooners blindly.




    “That would be nice too,” I answered as he docked, fastened his klotok to the wooden Bugis Threemaster and climbed on board telling me to follow him:




    “Have no fear. I know these Bugis, they are strong, tenacious, they don’t give up but are also nice and hospitable men. So come up?”




    Once on deck immediately three rough looking men appeared and surrounded us like it was their task to do so.




    “What you come to do?” one of them asked menacingly.




    “Oh this man, Belanda he is (Dutchman), likes to photograph your wonderful ship. It is made of wood right?” he asked innocently.




    “Oh, he wants that? He knows how special our ship is?”




    “No, but he heard many stories about the Bugis and how strong, self sufficient and good transporters, seamen and tradesmen they are,” he smiled.




    “True, that we are, okay we are eating now. You want to join us for a bite?” the strongest looking of the three asked; long hair man with beard and deeply tanned skin stood there clad in naked torso.




    “That is so nice of you to invite us,” I smiled.




    We went up to where the living quarters of the sailors are and came to a small improvised kitchen where we found freshly cooked fish on a big plate plus rice and vegetables. When were seated on the floor my klotok man said:




    “Get started! Bugis eat with their hands!”




    “This is so nice and hospitable of you,” I said to them.




    “This is Bugis food,” a younger but also sturdy man replied with pride, “fish which we caught ourselves, steamed rice and loads of vegetables. I will be good for you too!”




    What kind of pictures are you going to take?” the third man asked.




    “From the klotok your ship from different angles so show yourselves and I portray what you are doing your ship! Also some close ups of you strong men?”




    “So you mean with us in it too yes?”




    “If you don’t mind!” I answered.




    If we don’t mind, if we don’t mind,” he laughed, “we insist and show you how we work!”




    “So much the better,” I replied getting enthusiastic.




    “Then we start working as soon as we finished our lunch,” he smiled but making it sound like he was commanding me.




    “Considering your tone of voice and seeing the bulk of your body I thought you would order me to do the dishes,” I laughed. This third man had a muscular body, one that could probably take a man down any time he wanted too. In contrast to his half naked appearance he was rather sweet and sensitive a man because as he assured me he only joked with us.




    “No, no, we are delighted the two of you are interested in our work,” he said.




    “How many people work on this schooner?” I asked.




    “Three are on shore for supplies; the three of us remain on board to do the chores. Tonight we are free and move a little before we sail tomorrow.”




    “Hmm, just move on shore. You do go for the ladies,” my klotok man suddenly joked as we had nearly finished our meal.




    “You want to know about that too?” the first man asked now.




    “Why not?” the klotok man asked not too seriously.




    “Then, of course,” the three men laughed.




    “But first I’ll take pictures of you all, then you can talk about your escapades when you are off duty!”




    “Okay, okay, okay,” they all laughed now. After we washed our hands I picked up the camera bag and got ready to shoot. Seeing they were at ease and in good mood, I began before they realized. And so 10 shots later they protested:




    “You want to do your hair first, put on a shirt too?” I mocked them.




    “We should look good!” the third man replied.




    “Nah, I just pictured you like you were, real Bugis, the kind of men who dare to sail the seven seas in a wonderfully designed ship made of natural materials which probably came fro the forests of Borneo.” I said but kept on clicking.




    “Okay, let’s clean up this mess on board. No need for people to see Bugis are sloppy people,” he stressed.




    “Okay, certainly,” I agreed. They quickly reacted and began cleaning the deck of rubbish. Less than 15 minutes later they declared their ship fit to be portrayed the way they had in mind and so we resumed. Although I was sure there were some fine pictures in this shoot, the ones shot when they were unaware of the camera were much better, I thought, more realistic. It was finished before they realized it and so when I asked them to be on the side of the ship when shooting from below, in the klotok, they were surprised.




    “Men,” I said, “I thank you very much for allowing us on board and for the lovely lunch you cooked up for us. I will take pictures of your schooner from below now, but with you on it, okay?”




    “Agreed,” I heard and so we moved down. The klotokman sailed around the ship, not of course on the side it was moored to the wall.




    With a hand in the air to show a last thank you and greeting the klotok sailed away from the schooner.




    “The Bugis go on shore to score a woman?” I asked y klotok man, “This is an international harbor so I am not too surprised. Is there also something like a rumah perumpuan called rumah resosialisasi around here?”




    “Certainly,” he answered offering a broad smile, “you want to see?”




    “Because they are set up by the government and men have to pay an entrance fee to visit them, yes they interest me, “.”




    “Yeah, very good,” he said, “I will take you there. We can park my klotok nearby and spend some time there.”




    “What, you can go there by boat?” I asked.




    “No, not quite but we walk only five may be ten minutes and we are there,” he announced showing through a smile the anticipation of, to him, well known entertainment. I thought it would be quite far to get to this bordello so I mentioned that but he disagreed,




    “It is only maybe15 minutes by boat. Not so far, the rumah perumpuan is not in city, it is outside and so we can go,” he explained.




    “Okay,” I agreed, “let’s go there when we have finished sightseeing and taking pictures. Then you can drop me there. Since you were hired till around three or four, you can leave me there. I will find my own way back, all right?”




    He thought for a moment about that suggestion then came forward with an expressive face full of discontent. He was not happy but rather defiant as he said:




    “But I want to go and see too, Sir!”




    “Then by all means come with me, or more precisely I with you would because you know the place. I thought my friend hired you till three o’clock or perhaps four at the latest?”




    “Yeah,” he laughed now, “but this is for myself. The trip has been paid for so you don’t need to worry about that anymore. We can go together if you don’t mind,” he stressed.




    “If you do not mind to help me translating every now and then, of course it should be good for me too. I will look and observe first, perhaps talk here and there and may be I hire a girl so she can talk to me privately. That is my plan,” I explained, “you can do as you please but I am not going to pay for you,” I said and smiled.




    “Agreed!!” he reacted and smiled too.




    So, we continued with the klotok ride, passed lovely fields to portray, stopped at a plantation, sat on a river bank, talked to water vendors, had a cup of coffee and talked some more. Then:




    “It’s passed three already,” he reminded me.




    “Does that mean you want to go there already?”




    “Yeah,” he replied without hesitating.




    “There is nothing else to see?” I asked.




    “There is, but our time together is up. Now it is my time,” he laughed.




    “A jolly joker you are, but okay, let’s go there,” I chuckled. Excited he looked forward to the prospect and became less formal in the process.




    So, our exposure trip ended when we arrived twenty minutes later, he eagerly moored his klotok and stepped ashore to lead the way over the path he had mentioned before. We walked about ten minutes to enter a village which had a large walled in compound. Though large from the outside it looked like any other compound but proved to be a Government run rumah perumpuan resocialisasi. My smiling klotok man insisted on paying the small entrance fee as followed him. Compared to the other rumah perumpuan, I had been fortunate enough to visit, this one was like a village with houses in rows like barracks of a military camp. Surprised about the lay out I took the ticket from the cashier, a young man, but was not prepared to ask him anything yet. We passed through the gate as my klotok man and the young cashier smiled like they were conspiring. No words were used for all that happens here was known to them. Inside the compound opened up to a few rows of barrack houses which had four to six women in each and every one of them. We decided to walk around but my klotokman became restless fast when he saw a few women he felt attracted to as they quite openly beckoned him to join them for a drink. Observing these scenes the klotok man wanted to stop one of the houses to check on one of the girls. It was late afternoon and more visitors were coming in and said:




    “I am afraid the ones I like are going to be taken soon and I don’t want to miss out on the I fancy.”




    The men, the clients, moved around silently and occasionally popped into a house to check and enquire. In contrast to what I had experienced in other state bordellos the customers here were not allowed to enter and stay in house for a drink and a chat. Here it was customary to pass by or briefly talk outside like they were afraid to be discovered. So we must have misunderstood.




    “They don’t serve drinks inside the houses?” I asked him.




    “When they know you they do, but guards here discourage that and so the girls refuse newcomers into their houses,” klotokman said.




    “Probably to protect themselves as the guards cannot once they are inside.




    “Yeah,” my klotok man said, “and there,” he pointed to a man and laughed, “see him quickly going in? That’s what they do here!”




    “They do not talk first?” I asked.




    “Not much, no need,” he answered and laughed again.




    “But I will,” I replied.




    “You will, really?” he asked.




    “Do you want one?” I asked not answering him because I wanted to know what he thought of the arrangement.




    “Yeah,” he said and smiled in a way it was difficult for him to conceal his hunger. He could hardly contain himself.




    “Man you have a wife and children why do you want a girl here?” I asked.




    Surprised about that question he looked at me then realized I really wanted to know and did not just joke or criticize:




    “You know, I am a man, I love my wife, and she is my partner,” he said and paused to let the importance of that remark sink in. Then he continued, “I am a man,” he repeated and stressed the word man, ”all these women want to serve me; for some money of course because they have to live too. It is in their hearts to serve, they want to serve. Women are to serve men: one woman to love and others to feel good with. Now do you understand? All these women want to serve you too!” he concluded.




    “No, I don’t understand; they all want me because they want to earn money. Why else?”




    “Because all women want to serve men, the married women cannot. They serve their own man. That is why: for a man one woman is not enough. You don’t know that? You don’t feel that?”




    “Aha, now I get you.” I laughed, but he looked deadly serious.




    “Get me?” he asked.




    “Yes you want women. You find your justification in the belief all women really want you. All women need real men. And, you are the man. You just think I am too.”




    “I am a real man,” he said almost getting angry.




    “If you don’t want a good woman, you are no man. You can decide but if you like any girl here, you are a man!” he stressed conclusively and stared at me waiting for an answer.




    I made him wait a little so he felt like he tasted victory. He was indeed the man, it was written on his face. He showed his prowess. I, the man who hired him had faltered because he was convinced I could not show him how to handle a girl. I looked at him and answered:




    “So, you want a woman. Do you have enough money? Tell me please, how much does it cost here to get service?”




    “Your friend paid me this morning so money is not the problem,” he defiantly told me, “but what are you going to do?” he asked, “I know which one to take, do you?”




    “I’ll watch you to see how the girls behave. You talk like this is your second home.” I sneered, ”so you can show me the ropes.”




    “Ah no, I’ll come here once in a while. I brought you because I thought you wanted to get a girl for boom boom and I can have one too,” he said less triumphantly.




    “Because the women here are available so you think all women are to serve men. Do you think other women will accommodate you, wait on you, beautiful and single but ordinary women?” I asked to tease him.




    “I don’t do with others because many are available for little money and no strings attached afterwards?” he smirked.




    “Well if they want to serve you, they do it because they like you, but not for the money don’t they?” I asked as he cocked his head feeling the sting his confidence evaporating. “Okay, you have your money, so I’ll come with you to the house of your choice. Most likely I’ll hire a girl in the same house, but just for talking?” I said reassuringly.




    “Okay, okay, you just want to know a woman better so she can serve you much better, serve you the way you really want, is that it?” he asked




    “No, I just want to know how this Government run bordello is organized and the guards will not tell me anything,” I explained.




    “Be careful,” he warned, “be careful because these people don’t like that kind of attention. They expect you to get a girl, do your thing and leave!”




    “Yeah,” I acknowledged, “I think there is more to it, but under the surface?”




    “Yes,” he agreed.




    “You know it is a government brothel so the women are trained to return to society and are equipped to economically look after themselves right? So, they’ll only be public women for the time they work here. Let’s go and see what happens?”




    “Yeah, short time only,” he laughed as he played with two meanings of “short’ time.




    We went over to the house he had seen a girl of his desire.




    All houses, neatly in rows, were built on stilts. We went up the stairs to greet three women at the balustrade and who were watching us.




    “Hello ladies,” I greeted them in Bahasa Indonesia. My klotok friend nodded and without introducing himself went for the girl he had laid eyes on. Immediately she understood his gestures, came to sit with him and nicely talked business. As they watched me not knowing what to do, the remaining two looked rather shy. Afraid too perhaps but they dared ask my klotok man a question. I understood half of what they said so knew that both of them were afraid of Orang Belanda supposedly because they heard Orang Putih have large dicks. This quick exchange of words ended when one of them sheepishly asked me:




    “Hello Sir, what can we do for you?”




    My klotok man looked at me, mentioned the price and told me what the girls would do. The girl next to me did not speak English but with the help of my klotok friend we could communicate a little:




    “You like me I will do for you,” she said and smiled warmly, shyly, looking a little frightened too.




    “Let’s have a beer, let’s all have a beer?” I asked to make things friendlier, “if that is possible,” I asked.




    Eyes sparkled.




    Dropping their fear somewhat the two girls moved closer to me. Knowing one had been spoken for they both realized I could choose one or both. When they returned with Bintangs my klotok man stayed put.




    “We will drink first!” he remarked. I noticed he was troubled for he felt the girl should relieve him right away. I acted like I had not noticed this I focused on the two girls. All three of them were attractive in different ways. In sharp contrast with her the other two were slender my klotok man had chosen a voluptuous girl.. They were not skinny but compared to the girl of the klotok man, who acted like he was their boss, they were well proportioned. Reassured by him about the size of my manhood they were now ready for my attention. Stressing their willingness one of the two slowly spoke but directly hit her point home,




    “You can take us both if you like that!”




    “Ah, I can,” I replied but teased, “I suppose I have to pay for both of you too?”




    “Yes,” said the other one in smiles, “but you will not be disappointed at all.” .




    I poured a glass of beer for them and thought of changing the topic to a more personal one and decided to introduce myself,




    “I am Frans, orang Belanda and I want to know all about you two and about this place.”




    “I am Endon and my friend here her name is Charida,”




    “It is nice to meet both of you. Now tell me how do you feel about the lessons? Is the staff, the teachers, conducting classes dutifully for you girls?”




    “Yes for the girls sure,” Charida answered and smiled so invitingly it was hard to ignore her femininity.




    Dressed in modern fashion Charida had a jeans like skirt on, a short one, not much left to guess and a token of the western idea of new made old. Endon was in a black skirt with a tight top so her breasts pointed proudly towards me when she sat up to stretch her back.




    “So, there is no problem in getting the education promised to you?” I asked




    “No it goes well. Charida and I will soon have a diploma test,” Endon replied, looking cheeky.




    “Does that mean you’ll leave and go back home?” I asked.




    “Noooo,” Charida said in loud voice, “it means we can leave whenever we like and can follow higher classes?”




    Petting his girl without shame or restraint my klotokman had been listening with amazement and read a question mark on his face. A moment later it materialized into a real question as he asked:




    “They know everything already. They are good enough and just want to stay here so can make money. They want to serve,” he said sure now he proved his point.




    “Well girls,” I asked them because I wanted the girls to talk, “is my friend right? Do you want to stay here and make money till you are too old?”




    The look on their faces showed they did not want to offend my klotok friend, but I saw all three of them did not agree with him. They looked from him to me before Charida diplomatically answered:




    “Oh I like men, more so I like to be with one man, work and have children. It is my dream!” she simply stated.




    “So, what really you are after is to be with a good man and enough to live on,” I remarked and looked at Endon to see if this summary applied to her too.




    “Yes,” both of them feverishly nodded, “we want a good man!” they said.




    “You don’t like serving real men?” my klotok man asked not giving up on them yet.




    “We do,” the girls told him, “but we like to serve the man we love much more. Too many men here to serve well and we cannot we love them all.” Charida answered following up on Endon who adamantly agreed, leaving my klotok man out cold as the women refuted his point. Without further ado he grabbed his girl and for all of us to hear he said:




    “Let’s go, I want you.”




    Responding favorably to him the girl acknowledged his authority and said:




    “Go now and stay with you in my room?”




    “Yes of course,” he replied beaming like he proved to be a macho man, a real one. The three of us looked at them while the girl smiled at klotok man. He did not respond to her but uneasily asked me:




    “All right?”




    Noticing his sudden change of tone, perhaps because he still felt I had hired him and so he had to ask permission, I answered,




    “This brothel must have been made just for you,” I joked.




    “You don’t take a girl?” he asked




    “I am not sure, I am not as certain as you are right now,” I replied.




    “I go for one shot minimum,” he chuckled, “not more than half hour. I’ll wait for you! Hmmmmm, you take two girls?”.




    “Only if you speak frankly to me I will disclose all, of course if I decide to be with both of them intimately. How fair is that?”




    “Fair enough. Yes, I will tell you first,” he replied eagerly and so revealed what spectacular sharing experience he was going to have. He got up, took his girl by the hand as she led him out of the small living room. I winked as they disappeared to her room. Almost out of sight he winked but did not wait for me to wink back. Klotok man had just gone when the girls triggered their attack on me; one that was hard to fend off. Charida in smiles closed in. Endon sensually followed her. Centimeters away they looked at me like it was impossible for them to resist me.




    I thought of a way to turn the tide and said straightforwardly:




    “I’ll pay you for your time, both of you. I will portray you to earn your money, all right?”




    Reluctant somewhat they agreed. Because I wondered if they had understood what I said I asked::




    “Just okay? I want to portray you nude you know?” I said provocatively.




    “Okay,” Charida and Endon confirmed.




    “Then let’s get started,” I replied to provoke them a little more. They did not feel provoked whatsoever and guided me to a room in the back.




    “Here can do!” Charida said, “this okay for you?”




    “If you make up the bed and take off your clothes it will be fine. The window shows diffused light so it is good,” I explained feeling odd because they did not in any way protest or feel shame. Not wasting a second they began to clean up the place. The room was not dirty, just the bed was not made up. To get things orderly did not take them long and I did not have prompt them to undress either, they only giggled when the first bra came off. Because their bras and panties were small, perhaps purposely to enhance their sexual attraction, I saw panty and bra marks on their skin. Unwittingly showing disappointed Endon reacted::




    “Oh you don’t like?” she asked as she thought I was commenting on her shape so I elaborated,




    “No, no, you are both fine. Don’t you worry but we we’ll have to wait till they have marks from too tightly fitting underwear have disappeared,” I explained. Understanding this Charida didn’t want waste a minute and eagerly suggested




    “Make love now, take pictures later?” she smiled gently as she moved in a way not to be misunderstood.




    “Shouldn’t I give you the money first?” I asked.




    “You can’t leave without paying,” Charida laughed in a non threatening way.




    “You like some more beer,” Endon asked swaying her breasts as she spoke. I realized they felt quite comfortable with me and could look at them freely, shyness had evaporated. I already saw them nude and wanted them to act a little so they felt it was professional photography. Appraising them in the light from the window their streamlined bodies moved with the positions I had in mind and so I asked them to rehearse. I told them the shots were meant was for an exhibition on purity, ecology, nature and man and woman, of people. Strangely the thinking of portraying did not inspire me to have sex with either of them.




    “So,” I said, “let’s talk about what I like you to do and what I want to express with your bodies. I do not ask you to make love to me because I want to pay you for taking pictures and that is what I pay for,” I explained and smiled earnestly.




    “Is okay,” Charida answered as she went down on her knees to crawl towards me, “we know already, but I like you to make love, never had orang putih, now we have chance.”




    “You can give me a massage if you like. I like to talk about your life, all right?”




    They looked surprised but Endon asked:




    “You not like us? We sexy for you sure, you know we do how you like it!”




    “I know,” I smiled, “but now I like to talk,” I said and frantically thought about how to get out of this. I had indulged a few times and knew what this would lead to. No, I knew sex alone, no matter how sexy they were was not for me, not anymore. But Charida crawled up and touched a leg. She looked at me like she was gathering my thoughts. “You know? Just because I don’t jump into bed with you straight away it does not mean I do not like you,” I said emphasizing the word like.




    “You come here and you say you like us, you pay, but you don’t touch?” Charida exclaimed loosing her patience wit me.




    “I am just waiting for the marks to wear off girls,” I said in response, “please do not worry about anything. You are paid and you have no obligation to have sex, okay?”




    “But we like you,” said Endon, disbelief in her voice, like she had cast aside her ordinary demeanor with clients and what was left now was genuine, no show..




    “I like you two too, very much so!” I said emphatically, “but I want you to work for the money by being my models. I do not buy sex!”




    “Can do too,” Charida pouted showing dissatisfaction like she was not good enough.




    “Why not?” Endon asked, “you come here to be with lady, so you can do!”




    “You do that for work and I portray for work that is the combination. I make love for love not for sex, okay?”




    Not agreeing with my explanation they mumbled something and decided to agree to disagree. In response they moved on me seductively and giggled like sexy models. Posing in different ways they asked me if they were good enough for what I wanted. To silence them I did not answer them but pointed to the marks on their bodies. Unlike what I had thought they took that as a sign of interest. As their mindset was different I tried another angle




    “You two are not jealous when with me? I can only have one at the time!




    “No, no, no,” Charida laughed like I had no idea.




    “We are good friends. We know you are not a boyfriend, but we like to taste orang putih. Is that bad?”




    “Oh, no not bad but what is so interesting about orang putih, any orang putih? I feel like you are using me now,” I teased.




    “We like to taste and you are good man,” Endon explained.




    “Since you are in that business and so to satisfy your curiosity, it is not bad. But if you just want sex but without the intimacy it can be bad. It is just like buying and selling!”




    On the defensive now they curled their lips and laughed about what they thought was silly argument. To deflect their attention I explained in detail now what the photography was for and because I deliberately kept talking, they were forced to listen. Moments later Endon grew bold as she came to sit on my lap, touched my chest and moved her lips over the skin of my neck. Encouraged by Endon Charida came closer. She crawled towards me then began to kiss my legs from feet up. I shivered.




    This double attack was hard to resist but I tried to act like nothing happened and kept talking on the subject”




    “I want you to be very natural and like you to be one with the environment, one with nature and vulnerable.”




    They did not listen anymore but slithered all over me and touched all over. Apparently unmoved by their pleasant assault my marriage equipment acted like it was in a world of its own. This caught their attention encouragingly and they pinched me till I screamed. Still I continued my serious explanation:




    “We want to control what is around us, anything that can harm us. So we create safeguards. In the exhibition I see you people living in pristine nature, this in contrast to man made nature. As the light strikes your body showing how vulnerable you are I want to see your face in reflection mode, so no giggling. Also some shots of your faces to show determination for life and how you survive. I want you in other environments too, a rice field, vegetable field, a river, wild plants, perhaps in front of a house or in a bamboo grove, banana plantation!” I explained.




    They stroked me but when they heard bamboo house and banana plantation they got up to listen. Charida reacted:




    “If nobody watches us we can do that!”




    “It takes a time to go to places where nobody will see us?” I asked.




    “Yes,” Endon joined in as she took my hand to stroke her breasts, “if you come back tomorrow and you know the spots, we can do that,” she said.




    “Okay good,” I agreed, “so I’ll take a few pictures here and come up with locations. We might use the whole day perhaps. Tell me how much that’ll cost me?”




    “One hour five dollars only photography, say about thirty dollars the whole day?” Endon suggested




    “When I get back here we will make an arrangement for the whole day, but be sure you don’t wear panty and bra. There are still marks on your skin. When you can see them on your skin, you can see them in the pictures,” I said. Assessing the photography situation and what it meant they looked up while Endon stroked me sort of absentmindedly and answered.




    “Is fine with me.”




    Charida nodded her agreement then looked at me and bluntly asked:




    “Now make love?”




    They did not wait for my answer but moved on me like snakes in heat. Overwhelmed by their lust I realized they had not suggested to me to wear a condom. Reluctant to break the spell they had cleverly put on me, like a spider weaving its web, I gently stopped them. Charida raised to her feet went to a cupboard and returned with a packet in her hand saying:




    “Now you cannot refuse.”




    Endon smiled at the idea of me not being able to escape them. Now she was sure they had me where they wanted me.




    But, they did not!




    I admired their fine bodies and golden smiles and was enticed. I noticed the marks on their skin had practically vanished and so I wriggled free and got up to dig a camera from my bag,




    “All right ladies, this fine light I must use. So we will begin now.” I said looking quite determined. Charida and Endon were flabbergasted and I quickly used the opportunity to take some shots of faces and frames. When their surprise wore off they gradually realized this photography was all about form and expression. Their faces now showed reflection on their mind because they were unable to achieve what they wanted. They had an introspective look, a look opening the door to the inside, one to assess where humanity women and men stands. A few shots against the light were striking as they felt this was more than taking pictures, more than snapshots. It became a true session. They felt they were part of something worth while. It was almost an anti climax when I for them unexpectedly said:




    “Okay, we are finished. We can relax and surely you can get dressed too.”




    Like I was talking to the ears of a deaf man instead of doing as suggested they firmly geared up to jump on me. In reaction I quickly retreated and put my camera away, but they made a run for it, shouted and cried out loud that it was their turn.




    “Calm down, calm down,” I laughed, “the very thought of having two girls at the same time is something many a man’s dream, but it is not mine; I don’t not want to be served by women without feeling intimate.”




    Physically it was different I knew that and the girls knew that. So, whatever I said about it was smothered by kisses and so from that point on there was no way I could be saved, even if I wanted to. Or so they thought.




    “Tomorrow, when I return, we will do another shoot,” I said ignoring what they were counting on, “so, tell me about your life here. Are you happy? Is it better than working here than in the city centre?”




    “Oh Frans, yes much better. I worked there for a year. I have now a bank account and save money when I can. Not too long and I can leave and be free to start somewhere again, start anew.”




    “You are planning for that?”




    “Long time now I have, yes. I like to work and find a good husband who can work. That’s better than serving for money. But, I am in it now and so when I do it, I like to enjoy it. When working on the streets I had little money. Now it is better and something good may come of it.”




    “Tell me about the management here. Are you happy with that? Do they try to make money from you?”




    “Well everything costs money Frans,” she smiled understandingly, ”but sometimes we have to pay something for our protection.”




    “Like what,” I asked.




    “You will not say I told you?” she asked in turn.




    “No reason whatsoever to do so,” I answered her, “and if I’ll tell I’ll change your name and nobody will know?”




    “Okay,” she agreed, “it is like this: once a month or so we pay low ranking men of this rumah.. When they run out of money they come to us. They milk us and we cannot do anything. How to complain to the very people who should protect us? We are expected to have sex them sometimes. We cannot refuse. What to do?” Charida sighed, her mood for making love now disappearing fast. To comfort her I took her in my arms as she, head down, kept on talking, “the teaching is good. I have finished almost everything there is to learn, but I like to stay because I want to save more money. The government men know that I have to leave and want me to go that unless…” she hesitated, dropping her head further, “you see, they know your weaknesses and they’ll take advantage. The director of course knows about and uses women himself. I am sure along with the free rides he gets extra salary too.”




    “So, they all do it?”




    “Yes, the director has tried me too,” she said and nodded.




    “The main problem is that the management takes money from the girls and takes them whenever they want too?”




    “That’s it,” she agreed, “but when the big people come to check they all play like this is the model rumah perumpuan. We all have to behave very nicely. Although the big people ask us if all is well, like if we are treated well and the school is good and so on, no girl dares to complain,. We cannot say anything because when they have left the guards and higher ups like the director are here to stay.”




    “So, unless someone nails them in public there is no way out for the girls, I suppose?”




    “Yes, I think so,” she answered truthfully. Endon nodded..




    “There are people like journalists and civil servants who could check this place but unofficially. I think quite a few people know what goes on in your rumah perumpuan. Perhaps police and civil servants get money too?” I asked/.




    “I heard that too but don’t know about it. I think it is possible,” Endon answered.




    “What about transport?”




    “Yes, the management collects money from bemo, riksha and motorcycle drivers. They can only work here when they pay. When we want to go somewhere the drivers charge us higher prices because they want to make up for the money they have to pay the management.”




    “I think our time must be up,” I said changing the subject and smiled




    “Oooooooooh!!!!!” they both cried out loud.




    “So all is well?” I smiled, “I will be back tomorrow or the day after for a full day with you two and outside the rumah perumpuan we will go to locations for shoots. I have to find out if I am going to work tomorrow or the day after,” I explained and heard a shout from my klotok man asking e how long I would be.




    Feelings are stronger than deliberations and Endon felt the need to express this.




    “Frans? When you return you will come and see me?” she asked.




    “Sure it goes without saying,” I answered her, “I just told you we go to shoot all day.”




    “Don’t you worry about paying money, even if you want to I will not accept,” she continued. “”I’ll pay you both for the shoot,” I said warmly, “we will meet again soon.”




    Just to make sure I would not forget her, physically; she turned around like a ballerina her hands up high then came to embrace me as she whispered:




    “I have not met a man who really wanted me. Here all they want is sex. You want to know me. Only a boyfriend wants that, you know?”




    “I know,” I said, “and I am your friend.”




    She realized this and swiftly but playfully wrestled herself out of my arms. I told her:




    “We will meet outside!”




    “W can do yes, I can go out to meet you!” she said




    “Okay we meet you in town. Then here nobody will talk about it!”




    “We will do what suits you best,” I agreed. We dressed and knew we had to face the real world soon again. The moment the door was opened we also knew the klotok man would want to know all details. Deflecting attention the voluptuous girl was busy talking to a man and my klotok boatman was patiently waiting but ready to go. I was not. Now out of sight we kissed and I whispered.




    “Soon Endon.”




    “Yes, soon,” she answered and realized something, “are you going to be like this with Charida too?”




    “I don’t think so, with you there I don’t mind if she sees me. Are you jealous perhaps?”




    “Yes,” she said without reservation, “okay, if she just sees your dick and when I am there too its fine, but I don’t want you to make love to her!”




    “It’s what I had in mind Endon. She can see, but cannot touch!”




    She smiled and I teased her with her work saying”




    “You think I can be jealous when you give yourself to any man who wants you Endon?”




    The tease, meant just a tease hit her far stronger than I imagined. Feeling ashamed Endon’s flushed and bushed, head down again she took time before she answered stuttering,




    “Frans, you are right and you are wrong. The men mean nothing to me. They use my body. I do not care for them; they do not care for me. But between you and I the sharing of our bodies is beautiful. For money it cannot be. It has to stop, but you know I cannot stop right away. Can we talk about that when we meet again?”




    “Yes,” I softly said, “Charida is your friend and you are right to restrict me but I should restrict you too. I want you to feel free to restrict me so no other women.”




    “No, no, I can’t ask that of you, it would not be fair,” she protested.




    “It is all right, you won’t have to, I will not do it anyway. I do not feel the need for intimacy with others. It is unique, right?”




    “Oh yes,” she answered and brushed a kiss on my cheek before we returned to the others. Seeing this time I was ready to leave, my klotok man got up. I waved goodbye and so we left. In a warung outside the gate of the rumah perumpuan we sat down. I asked him:




    “So, how was it?”




    “What do you mean how was it. Don’t you know what people do there?” he teased.




    “Come on, don’t hide,” I prompted further, “was it good, bad, was it a nice girl. Did you like her, she you?”




    “I cannot understand you,” he answered, “I looked, saw a girl appealing to me, felt horny, paid her, went into the room, she spread her legs after sucking my dick and I did it. I fucked her. Then I put on my clothes back on as she did too. I said thank you and goodbye. That is how it goes. What else do you want to hear?”




    “Exactly what you were telling me just now. I am surprised how mechanically you can do it. I am afraid I can’t,” I revealed to him. He did not understand what I said and asked:




    “You took much longer time than I, you kept me waiting. The girl must have liked you a lot. How many times did she make you come?”




    “None!” I replied with a smile.




    “What?” he reacted not just with surprise but in disbelief, more like being upset, “you spent money on a girl and did not fuck her? What is this nonsense?”




    “Well,” I began to explain and gave him a not too detailed description on what had transpired between Endon, Charida and me.




    “So, you paid them both for photography, not for sex?”




    “That is right,” answered.




    “Why not take the sex when it was offered to you? Both of them wanted you, so you should have taken them both!”




    “I do not care for just sex. Sex alone makes men to treat women like they are commodity, men exploit women. To me they are real people, no commodity. Women are not just flesh you can buy.”




    “But that is why they are there! They sell themselves!” he objected.




    “And I don’t buy. You buy everything on sale?” I retorted.




    “No, but it is too good, cheap and the women are high quality! So it is all good, very good,” he concluded.




    “True,” I answered, “and it has been all very good for me. The girls and I will meet outside. I like them and I’ll see what happens. By the way do you use a condom?” I asked him quite seriously now.




    “I don’t like condoms but here you have to use them. It is too dangerous not to,” he replied.




    “Right,” I said.




    Finishing our coffee we prepared to return to his klotok. While readying his boat to sail off he explained how to return to the house of my friend.




    “I thank you for this fine day. You have been a friend and I appreciate that very much,” I said to him.




    “Yes, it was very nice because I had a ride, just not on my boat,” he laughed. “I hope to see you again,” he warmly said and waved setting off.




    I walked to the bus stop he had pointed out. Taking the right bus did not prove to be a problem and it did not take me much more than half an hour to get to the street of my friend. Back in the house I related part of the story to him and his wife. They were flabbergasted with the idea of a corrupt large government run whorehouse, brothel, bordello, as they called it. They had never been there but now they surely wanted to visit it. Especially his wife became interested to check it out.




    “This goes beyond my understanding. Girls in that situation are taken advantage off. How can anyone tolerate that?” she exclaimed as she objected to the extortion I talked about, “I thought you said it is a Government Bordello and meant to rehabilitate the girls through education?”




    “I had no idea that it is so large and that the Government runs it,” her husband remarked.




    “It does more than just running the place,” I explained further, “these brothels are set up for social reasons, the girls being vindicated while working and so it is meant to give them better chances in life. The brothels are meant to get them out of the city so they don’t attract bad elements, criminals, who take advantage of them and their clients.”




    “But the Government did not eradicate prostitution in the city centre either,” she replied, “it is still there.”




    “Perhaps that is because of rampant corruption there? I am sure the police can easily round them up. On the other hand, perhaps the capacity of the state bordello is limited, so when the girls are rounded up the police does not know what to do with them when there is no room for them in the rumah perumpuan?”




    “Yes that could be so,” she answered, “and of course these institutions should remain viable too, for if there are too many girls and so not enough customers so the bordello does not collect enough money from entrance fees to educate the girls for future social and economic life.”




    “Yes, they are being taught vocational skills enabling them to return to mainstream society, right. And so they can leave their life as hookers behind them?”




    “Yes, but some feel so good being there that even when educated enough they don’t want to leave. They stay to save more money. I understand why there is a waiting list. The girls who could leave for a better start in life want to stay. They can do that because the management allows them, for a percentage of course. So, though essentially a good Government initiative many snags obstruct full implementation of these social ideas. Corruption on all levels of society make social aspects of the bordello set up rather difficult to achieve. But, judged from the perspective of what actually happens in Indonesian society this initiative works remarkably well I think. Perhaps we should not compare it to our Dutch transparency?”




    “Yes, I think we should take these elements into account. I am sure on the Walletjes, red light district of Amsterdam formerly run by pimps, women were extorted too; the police could hardly do anything about that.” Bra contributed.




    “I intend to go there tomorrow afternoon or evening and you are both welcome to join me after the shoot!” I said and made it sound like a genuine invitation.




    “I’ll have to ask our maid to baby-sit the children, but yes I want to come too,” Bram’s wife said.




    “Okay, then how about after work we’ll have dinner in town then pay a visit to the rumah perumpuan?” Bram suggested.




    “All right, good idea,” I said as we all agreed.




    The next day I carried on with the visual documentation on the work of Bram and by the time we had finished and had returned to the office his wife joined us there.




    “So, time to go for a fine meal?” she asked eagerly.




    “Where do you usually go,” I asked, “makan (eat) at the market or in one of the finer restaurants?”




    His wife clearly opted for a good air-conditioned restaurant, but Bram wanted to change her mind.




    “Perhaps you would like to try the market because it is where the ordinary people eat,” he suggested, “I like to be among the people of the land, friendly people and so not professionals who are taught how to wait on us. It can be an experience?”




    “I will try,” she replied.




    “Though you can eat there too, in the bordello there is nothing fancy either. If men want high class they must go to other places, or phone a call girl.”




    “I suppose that is true,” she answered.




    We hopped into the car and drove over to the central market. There a multitude of freshly made goodies was available, but overwhelmed by the choice we chose the local nasi campur special and had coffee afterwards.




    “This was quite good,” said Bram’s wife, “much better than I expected.”




    She was taken by the friendly attention the people of the food stall had displayed. I noticed she was restless though.




    “We better go now man. I think your wife wants to see how normal this government, this state bordello, is for people who frequent it. I think I’ll pay special attention to the men this time.” I suggested to Bram.




    “Would you now? I like to see it yes,” she eagerly said, like she could not wait.




    On our way riding now and just out of town passing rice fields the bordello was about 5 kilometers away. Having arrive we parked and bought the tickets. Clearly stating the purpose of the entrance fee Bram’s wife read the printed text aloud.




    “It is really meant to educate the women living on the premises,” she commented, “so it’s true. I heard about it but actually never thought it possible and right here it is written this facility has been especially founded to resocialize women. It does not state what women are to be resocialized of,” she reacted, “there is no word on prostitution!”




    “With prostitution clearly written on tickets all sorts of critique would have come their way, I think?” her husband laughed.




    “I am sure they want to avoid critique,” I remarked as we walked through the gate and told them the story of the klotok man and how he felt about the bordello.




    The sheer size of the place overwhelmed Bram’s wife:




    “My goodness,” she exclaimed, “there are at least a few hundred women working and living here?”




    “Perhaps w can find out about capacity and attendance,” I replied, “but not now. I think it should be on a separate occasion? Asking the management probably means they’ll follow us everywhere we go.”




    Already because there were no women walking the streets between the houses, the management frowned about Bram’s wife coming along with us. These guards, the staff, hardly ever encountered foreign ladies. And, when the working women noticed her, they certainly realized Bram’s wife was no prostitute as they looked at her like they had never seen an orang putih woman. Her appearance raised natural curiosity and they could not hide that whatsoever and looked and looked again.




    I avoided the small house of Charida and Endon.




    “How do you get in touch with the girls?” Bram’s wife asked.




    “That’s the easiest thing to do,” I explained, “you just walk up to them. They invite you to sit and have a drink for which you pay. Then you talk and enquire about possibilities. There are 3 or 6 in every house and it is up to you who you want to choose. You realize the girls are here to serve men for money. So, it is in their interest to talk to you.”




    “Yes, I know,” she answered, “but the girls do that? Don’t they feel shy?”




    “They are shy in many ways even when doing exorbitant things, like what they have offered me,” I answered her.




    “Do you think they actually go through with that?” she asked.




    “I am sure they do, already both went naked in front of me,” I said.




    “Then how can you say they were still shy?” she asked me.




    “I was surprised about that too, not the act itself or the state of undress makes them shy, but they way they feel. The closer you are to them, the shier they become! Come let’s sit and observe?”




    We sat outside having a beer at a stall with a good vantage point of two rows of houses. It was rather busy, much busier than in the afternoon with the klotok man. Now hundreds of men passed by, glimpsed in, hesitated, sat to talk or quickly moved inside to do their thing. It was quite an interesting sight for, as the wife said, it looked like men were lurking. Groups of excited and noisy youngsters were passing by too. These young men had to prove themselves to others who dared but were reluctant. They were forced to cover up and as they were shy, if not afraid, they showed they were in control by boasting loudly. The girls had seen all this before and were not impressed. They let it happen and looked until one, usually sponsored by all of them, came forward to have a go with the girl of his choice. Excitedly talking and teasing, the others would satisfy themselves with a beer waiting for their friend to return knowing one day it would be their turn.




    “So, you have a lady friend here,” Bram’s wife asked.




    “Yes, I do,” I answered.




    “Can I see her?” she asked again.




    “If she is free now. And if she is not I cannot imagine what I’ll do then.”




    “What do you mean?”




    “I would not like to see her doing her job while I am here,” I answered.




    “You are a hypocrite,” she laughed, “I am teasing you,” she quickly added.




    “I know,” I admitted, “but it is how I feel. I don’t fancy being a hypocrite, so let’s go and see if she is free!”




    I remembered where her house was so I paid for the beer and led the way. We arrived to see a few men on their porch. All three girls were there and we joined them. Seeing the other lady the men were completely taken by surprise, but for Endon who did not care about anyone but instantly ran up to me. Being, let’s say, courted by a man Charida could hardly leave him and to show interest in us and looked away. There were hundreds of women around but the girls knew we had chosen to be with them so we ordered a beer. Possibly due to lack of attention one after the other man disappeared. Only a local fellow decided to take the girl who had been with the klotok man. Bram’s wife struck up a conversation with Charida. Listening to her and Charida Bram had an ear open on Endon and me too:.




    “I know it is her turn now,” Endon said smiling but a little bitter in tone.




    “She wants to see only one thing, nothing else, I think and you can be there showing her?” I laughed.




    “Once she has seen the dick of an orang putih is nothing special, she may forget about it, but I tell you Frans she talked about you and the promise you made since yesterday!”




    “We will see,” I smiled, “when are you free to spend an evening with me?”




    “I can go when I like Frans.” she said emphasizing the word like.




    “Let’s do tomorrow evening. I’ll be finished by then,” I said and looked at Bram.




    “That could be a possibility,” he volunteered in answering.




    “What is possible?” asked his wife. Bram explained and in turn she told us what she had been talking about with Charida:




    “Is it true you promised her to see you nude, just to satisfy her curiosity?”




    “That is true,” I replied and it is her turn now, I believe she is the one who is afraid of orang putih. She believes they have big dicks.”




    “Yes, she said that to me, but I think if she is really interested why not use my man for that and I like to see her too. Don’t you think that is a good exchange?” she asked me and laughed about it.




    “That is fine with me,” I laughed along, “but now you are using your man as a commodity. I think you should ask him first?”




    “I am joking,” she said, “but it is an idea, so I’ll suggest it to her. Do you mind Bram?” she asked.




    Bram was taken by surprise by this sudden development. At first he laughed it off, but when it sank in, he weighed the idea again and looked at Charida’s reaction when he said:




    “Yes. Let’s do it!”




    He spoke in Bahasa Indonesia so Charida and Endon could understand. This time it was Charida who mentioned:




    “I don’t mind which one of you will show himself or who wants to see me. But if you come along,” she said to Bram’s wife, “you’ll take your clothes off too, okay?” she asked laughing.




    “So you will leave us out?” Endon remarked.




    “It is more or less for the benefit of Charida’s curiosity and since she will get her way we might as well enjoy that too. You two have seen each other already. So what do you say about it Endon?” Bram’s wife asked




    “My curiosity is that I like to see an orang putih lady too. But if you are embarrassed I will not ask further,” Endon answered..




    “I do have a say in this too, I suppose,” Bram reacted, “I want to see both of you, not you Frans. Since I have to show off I like to see the women nude too.”




    The mood to come to a consensus was there and when Bram’s wife did not object it was Endon who said:




    “We can use my room if you like. It is slightly bigger than Charida’s. Follow me now okay?”




    Nobody said anything but just followed her. In her room she quickly put the chair on the bed and because I felt like a host too, I helped her making room so we could all view each other.




    “Okay,” Endon said to all of us taking control of the situation, “since we all like to see each other, I will start to take off my clothes first but I expect you to follow me?”




    “Right,” I said to encourage her and like her began to unbutton my shirt. The one whom I had thought would not be that easy to follow suit was Bram’s wife, but I was wrong. She took of her blouse, then Charida and lastly Bram. Soon the rest of our clothes were off and put beside us, only panties and underpants left now. Already the women were making remarks on our appearances. Not favorably or unfavorably but more in line with what they had expected or the opposite. I noticed Bram especially had most eyes on him. So I suggested:




    “Now, I think we should take off our underwear equally, so nobody feels awkward about being peeked at!”




    Endon had seen my genitals, so it was Charida who looked at Herman and me, his wife to the girls but hardly me and Herman. Endon had only eyes for me but peeked at Herman and his wife too. Herman eyes feasted on the bodies of the three women but realizing the three did the same on him he felt shy at the same time. All of us complied to my suggestion and put our fingers on the rim of our underpants, the women on their panties, while I playfully counted down:




    “Three, two, one, go,” I said and took mine down. Except for Bram’s wife we all did.




    For a reason beyond our knowledge Bram’s wife suddenly became reluctant. Bram was quick to notice this and asked her:




    “Oh darling, what is wrong, you wanted it too!”




    “I do and I will,” she reacted, “but the girls look so fresh and I as a mother have all these stretch marks on me. I feel shy now.”




    Charida smiled, she came nearer to Bram’s wife and said:




    “You are beautiful, shall I help you?”




    “You may,” Bram’s softly said and let it happen to her. A moment later and forming a small circle we stood in front of each other. We looked and scanned each other from top to toe, but did not say a word. Until I jokingly remarked:




    “Well Charida, what do you think? Are we too small or too big?”




    “No, just fine,” she said, her eyes still panning over our genitals. Endon just stood there smiling while studying Bram’s and his wife’s body.




    “You look very beautiful,” Charida said to Herman’s wife. So lovely you are, no wonder we do not get any orang putih here. Why should they want us, so nice those blond hairs? Look, they are even blond on your pussy,” she laughed.




    “Now that is far too much honor,” Bram’s wife objected, “you two are so slender and so well proportioned, I feel jealous you know!”




    “Okay,” Herman intervened, “have we seen enough now? I do not like the feeling of being judged like an object and it is what we are doing now. We are all beautiful in our own, right.”




    “Of course,” I agreed and grabbed my underpants. Luckily all of us felt similar and moments later we were all dressed again and back on the verandah. There we finished our beers. Out of the blue Bram’s wife asked:




    “Endon?”




    “Yes madam,” she nicely answered.




    “Did you or did you not make love to Frans here? He told us that he did not do it!”




    “That is true madam, he did not do it and I did not also. But he wanted it, because his dick reacted,” she smiled.




    “And you did not want it?”




    “Oh I did madam, but he did not do it!” she simply said to her.




    “No Endon, I paid for taking pictures remember? I told you I consider that work too.”




    “Yes that’s right,” she answered but may be I do not consider that work Frans.”




    “I saw you looking at the girls Bram and they look very attractive to me. Although they praise me for who I am but more so for what I look like, I am jealous nonetheless.”




    “I am sure you have nothing to fear darling,” Herman said, “I do admire a good looking woman, but I love you and that is all there is to it,” he concluded steadfastly now.




    Satisfied with his answer she asked the girls:




    “Do you want us to pay for seeing you?”




    “Of course not,” the girls said in one breath, “we were the curious ones and we are fully satisfied,” Charida smiled.




    “I think we better go soon ladies,” I came in between, “we are jeopardizing your business. So, I will meet you in town tomorrow all right,” I said to Endon.




    “Yes Frans, about what time?”




    “Since we are going to eat somewhere how about around six?”




    “Why don’t you come to our house tomorrow and we will cook together, Endon and Charida,” Bram’s wife suggested.




    “Hmmmmmm, I am not too sure about that,” I said, “we will not have privacy?”




    “Oh I would love to,” said Charida throwing out my plan of action. I recuperated for I saw encouragement to turn the offer in Endon’s eyes down for she also was not too happy about the suggestion.




    “Why don’t we do like this,” Bram said as a compromise, “because Frans stays with us, if you have any plans you will have to sleep in our house too.




    “Oh I would not do that. I would not want to be in your way.”




    “No, I mean this,” Herman continued, “we will cook together and after we have eaten I will bring Charida back and you two I drop off in town?”




    “That is not a bad idea, but you have to get out again man!”




    “It is all right Frans. It should be fun anyway.”




    The girls did not expect that much hospitality and conceded. Since we all seemed to be in agreement now it was a good time to leave. The only thing left to determine was where to meet. As soon as that was settled we exchanged goodbyes and drove back to the house. On the way back Bram’s wife showed excitement about it all:




    “This gives me an opportunity to talk to real prostitutes you know,” she said convinced it was a rare opportunity.




    The next day after finishing our work Bram and I excitedly looked forward to meet the girls again. So, at the appropriate time we headed off to the meeting place and as we waited in the car Bram revealed he had been quite taken by them:




    “They were much more open than I imagined Frans,” he began, “I thought they were quite attractive.”




    “So your wife was not only teasing you?” I teased him now.




    “Yes she was, but she also knows a man can easily be seduced. She is not jealous though, at most she is realistic,” he laughed.




    “They are nice women Bram, irrespective of what they do. Should you have met them in different circumstances and settings, you would have liked them.”




    “I like them now Frans,” he said.




    “Of course, but without this idea of them being prostitutes, you would have found them fine young and attractive women.”




    “Yeah,” Bram agreed, “ah there they are,” he said and pointed.




    They approached, got in then Bram whisked us off to his house. Though somewhat out of town it did not take him long to get there. Now out of their own setting, the girls grew modest, more so when Bram’s wife welcomed them wholeheartedly in what they experienced as a palace. They feasted their eyes on the living room but were soon asked to join Bram’s wife in the kitchen to prepare the lovely meal they had in mind. Meanwhile Bram and I shared a beer. The children were home and when they saw the girls they joyfully introduced themselves. Quite equally well behaved Endon and Charida introduced themselves to them too in Indonesian, which Bram translated and told them they were going to enjoy a genuine Indonesian meal. Their faces showed doubt whether this was nice or just the opposite. Since they were used to all sorts of non Dutch things already they did not think much of it and went upstairs to play.




    “Tell me Bram,” I asked, “how do I get back to the house late at night?”




    “You can do two things,” he smiled, “you can come back by taxi, or you can stay overnight in town in a shabby hotel. Probably the taxi ride will cost you as much as the hotel, so when you feel you should sleep with Endon I suggest you to take the shabby hotel and I will pick you up in the morning?”




    “Sound thinking,” I agreed, “but when it does not come to sleeping with her I’ll return, I don’t think I should bring her to your house again.




    ”Right,” he agreed.




    The girls talked in the kitchen and because they were talking and laughing loudly with Bram’s wife we knew they had good fun. Every now and then they peeked in to check on us, to seduce us or to share their joy. We were engrossed in newspapers and hardly took notice till there was a shout from Bram’s wife:




    “Come and taste first?”




    Quite proudly the three of them stood in the doorway with a spoon in hand inviting us to taste. To be honest I had to admit they had excelled themselves for odors, vapors off the spoons and the accompanying taste proved they had done a wonderful job.




    “My sincere congratulations,” I complimented them. Bram followed in my footsteps and he too meant every word.




    “You two can set the table,” Bram’s wife ordered in teasing manner. We did and fetched the children to join us. In front of the children it was not possible to talk about matters Bram’s wife wanted. During cooking she and Charida decided she would stay overnight and so afterwards with the children in bed they had ample opportunity to talk some more. Befitting this special occasion the meal turned out to be exquisite. After dinner, the children asleep Bram brought us to town so his wife could talk to Charida privately.




    Endon and I spent the night in a shabby hotel which –at least- had an indoor bathroom. And, as promised I did the photography with her alone knowing Charida would be fully occupied with Bram’s wife and of course Bram himself too.
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