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    Limbang - On the Approach from Brunei




    From the capital of Brunei I took a speed boat to Limbang, a fast half an hour or so ride through mangrove swaps. The speedboat raced along on the banks of the Brunei River when a thunderstorm harboring torrential rain hammered down on deck under which the passengers were seated. This was the rainforest so naturally the boatmen were familiar with the weather conditions and so were the passengers but me. As we neared Limbang this little riverside town is a major jump off point for trade and especially hardwood logs from the interior. It had floats of logs moored on its banks, hundreds of them




    “Welcome to Limbang” the sign on the wharf read. After I cleared immigration I walked off the docks and found myself right in the dead centre of town. It was early afternoon and I had decided to at least spend a night here. The next day I was to report to the office of James Wong, a minister (tourism and forestry) in the cabinet of ministers of Sarawak. Wong, an influential Chinese, had a logging concession and after I had interviewed him on certain topics concerning logging and especially his methods, he invited me to go and look for myself. I took the opportunity though to see how Bruneians are also taking the opportunity to taste from forbidden fruit. The centre of this little town primarily was a pasar, a market. Here all things came together concerning buying and selling. The Chinese shops for the public that lived here and the offices for the wholesale and export produce. This was also a place where indigenous peoples would come to get their supplies so it was of no surprise to see Iban, Kayan and even Penan here. The Penan are worth noting, because of these people’s way of life. The Penans are the true forest nomads. In fact because they live in the forest, their skin is practically white. They only come to the city when there are necessities to be looked after. And they are shy these masters of the forest. Masters for they don’t grow anything or have a permanent house but live entirely of what the forest produces. But, today I did not come for that and thus checked into a hotel just near the office of Limbang Trading, the logging company owned by Minister Wong. This hotel I soon found out was occupied mostly by Bruneians. In the lobby already I heard them talking about what they were about to do or had done, some of them bragging at the how many times they had scored. I smiled at them and when they noticed, the group invited me over. Now, knowing that the Bruneians are rich compared to their Sarawakian counterparts, I let them pay for everything they offered, without offering something like a round of drinks in return, but gave them stories. I surprised them with those stories on other bordellos of course in other countries.




    “So, this is the Brunei which is forbidden in Brunei itself?” I asked when we had made our introductions. They laughed and admitted:




    “But do not tell anyone,” Henry (not his real name, for it would have been a Muslim one like Mohammed) said.




    “Of course, if Sultan Bolkiah knows you will be in trouble and you cannot enjoy this for a long time to come right?”




    “Oh yes,” they all agreed but with a slight worry on their face.




    “This is my first time to Limbang and this is your second home, away from home, so perhaps it is a good idea if you show me around?”




    “You will go with us?” Henry asked.




    “If you don’t mind, I will,” I said and smiled, “I am not too sure about going all the way like you people are planning to. What kind of girls or women can I expect to meet?”




    “If one catches my eye and I fancy her, I will do it,” said Tony (also not hid real name) who was all heaved up with anticipation and drinking beer to give him some courage. Well they all did that, for from the looks of the state they were in, courage was direly needed apparently. Though they were not youngsters, they were not too young either and ranged between twenty and thirty. Henry clearly in the lead was just thirty three. He answered me about what kind of women I could expect:




    “My goodness man, all kinds, native Sarawakians of course, but also Philippinas and Indonesian women. I am told but have not seen yet that in the first class hotels there may even be some orang putih women. I want to find out about them,” Henry excitedly said.




    “Are there any Muslim women too?”




    “Oh yes,” John butted in, “but not local ones of course, they don’t want to be discovered. It is too dangerous for them.”




    “I have seen them operating with Chinese and Indian women in Kuala Lumpur and it did not look as though they had anything to fear,” I remarked.




    “Well, this is Limbang and the Bruneian police in plain clothes will be keeping an eye on all of us. Not on you of course,” Henry said, “so we have to be careful.”




    “You would not like to be on any list I take it?”.




    “We should not be too conspicuous about what we do,” Henry said but now speaking more to his friends than to me.




    “What kind of orang putih would there be,” I asked, “if at all?”




    “We do not know, but this time would like to find out,” John said already he looking excited by the thought alone.




    “Then let’s go and do just that?” I suggested, “the hour of truth sounds!”




    There was no disagreement between us so Henry got up to lead the way.




    “Let’s go to that first class one, third class in Brunei, you know and then perhaps you can ask. I am sure they will answer to you as they might be afraid we are Bornean police.”




    “I do not get it,” I said, “there are many Muslims in Bornean Malaysia, so why are there very different rules for the ones in Brunei and those in Sarawak?”




    “Of course because the Sultan being the supreme ruler can make any law he pleases. It pleases him to build a Brunei which is purely Muslim, all others therefore have no part to play in Brunei,” Henry explained as we walked up to the hotel he had mentioned.




    “You see the Philippinos and Bangladeshi are there to do the work on infrastructure. They built roads, houses, hospitals, government buildings. Most Bruneians are in government service or they work for Shell. The expatriates bring in the technology and Brunei takes the profit. Our Sultan is a very rich man, you know.”




    “I do not complain you are paying,” I smiled, “for I think your Sultan Bolkiah does share his wealth? Or is it not just his wealth but the wealth of the people?”




    “Our sultan is our supreme monarch. Of course the wealth belongs to the people, but he is the caretaker and he has done well,” Henry said clearly at least in that respect in full unity with the statesmanship of the ruler of Brunei.




    “Do you also mean that by wanting to be a nation by itself, the Sultan then had excellent judgment, for the wealth did not have to be shared with others?” I asked as we approached the hotel.




    “Exactly,” Henry agreed,” if you know our history Frans,” he continued, “you also know that for Brunei to be part of a nation like Malaysia would be tantamount to be saying that our history has no longer value and that Brunei from then on is just an insignificant part of another country. The sultan realized that this was going to happen and because of the oil that was found here in abundance, he could salvage the idea that Brunei still is a significant nation; built on the glory of the past we sail into the twenty first century.”




    “James Brooke and family, for a hundred years however took away a lot from that supremacy then,” I mentioned, and the British had hegemony on Sabah. Does that mean not all Sultans were as wise as the contemporary one?”




    “Oh yes, we had our weak days,” Henry smiled, “there is no need to become weaker as we are already, don’t you agree?”




    “That’s right,” I agreed, “but then you have created a rich enclave and you are surrounded by many people who are less well off. You have many Sarawakians working in Brunei too and you have created a dependency on imports, for you produce really nothing else but oil.”




    “Perhaps we can provide services too,” Tony the silent one came in, “you see with all that money we could become the financial center of Asean, the Association of South East Asian nations?”




    We had arrived at the top floor that, we were told, was supposed to be entirely occupied by prostitutes. It was strange, for the hotel itself was, though not supreme class, quite a good and well taken care of one. In nothing it showed that this place would have a brothel in it. But on the top floor as soon as we came out of the lift, it was obvious; well dressed women were standing in the doorways of the rooms, only a few men were walking around or were either gaping at the women or talking to them. It was not busy, so quite a few of the women had nothing much to do but to use their seductive powers on us, the newcomers. There were indeed quite a few of the at least thirty women of different nationalities and I asked the men:




    “Is there a preference among the Bruneians for nationality?”




    “Hmmmmm, of yes,” John said, “most like the Philippinas. They are more expensive too, compared to the Indonesians or the Sarawakians,” he explained. “That is also the order of how much they charge for a shot.”




    “One shot only and then move out, like in Kuala Lumpur?”




    “Yes,” Tony laughed, “who wants to stay with any of them longer?”




    “You mean to say, you do not really talk to them?” I asked




    “When you talk to them, you will get allsorts of stories. I am sure they will make you cry, but they are told just to get your pity and so you will give them more money than the standard fee,” he laughed, “but we know better, we are not going to do that!”




    “So, you have classes among the women. Where does the orang putih ranks, if there is one here?”




    “I think that woman will have many takers, even if she will command a high price,” Henry smiled, “I don’t think it matters what she looks like or if she wants to talk, as long as she is available so the men who had her can talk and rave about her for many days to come.”




    “Hmmmmmmm, so to have an orang putih for sex is something that is worthy to brag about,” I said, half in thoughts about that remark and half saying that out loud so they would hear it and would know the implications of that thought.




    “No, no, no,” they all objected now, “we brag about all women, but only among ourselves. Of course we will not mention anything to our ladies.”




    “Aha, with your ladies you will be as holy as you will be in the Mashid,” I smiled.




    “You are right,” Tony smiled too, ”but that is the way it is when we, the men, are being restricted to venture, you know. Blood seeps where is cannot go!”




    We were now walking along the rooms as well as we talked and the men, like me too, were sizing up the women. Elegantly dressed they were, some in traditional Malay style, others in modern clothing. Some even quite sensually they stood in smiles with tight skirt on, showing their form and here and there they showed some cleavage too. They did not look like professionals, but more like women who openly showed interest in men. This, I knew, was a kind of masquerade of course, because no woman could genuinely display that much interest in a mere passer by, of which during the course of an evening there were many, of course.




    “They act differently when an orang putih comes along, you know!” John said.




    “Oh, tell me in what way,” I asked him.




    “Well, they want you for two reasons and some will be afraid of you but for only one reason,” he said waiting for me to prompt him to tell more. And I did.




    “Well, they know you have money and they do not know we are from Brunei, yet the way we act and walk makes them think we might be. So, we are catchy to them for that. But you as orang putih may be a taste for them too, they would like you and not just for the money. That is reason two?”




    “Why would they be afraid of a man like me then?”




    “Obviously they think you might have a big one,” he laughed, “and some might aspire that when they like sex to the fullest and not just a quickie like you can get here. In fact they might like to know you better.”




    “Oh really,” I smiled, “so you think the women would go for orang putih for these reasons?” I asked.




    “Certainly,” they all agreed now.




    “I feel embarrassed,” I said, “I thought I would be seen as one of you!”




    “Because you are one of us, they know we are from Brunei,” Henry said then so they are paying more attention to us than to the others. Besides it is more expensive here than in the other hotels. We will take you to a cheap one too, so you will have a taste of the differences, all right?”




    “Yes, all right,” I said, “but why don’t you ask them about the orang putih girl or girls that are supposed to be here? I do not see them,” I said.




    “They may not be on offer like the ones hanging around here,” Tony said, “they may be on another floor and act as regular tourists, but actually sell themselves I am told only on recommendation. We just have to find the right people to get to them.”




    “I see, but then how do you find them?” I asked.




    “We can spread the word we are looking, but we have to be careful whom we talk to. You for one have no such worry, so why don’t you start?”




    “I am not looking, but I can ask the ladies here. I do not see an attendant around,” I said, “one that could put us in touch?”




    “There are but they are not as obvious. They just look like the other men, but look closely and you will see they are more familiar and at home with the place than the men that are passing by and judging the merchandise.”




    “Merchandise?”




    “Yes, Tony smiled, “they are selling themselves right?”




    “Indeed they do,” I said, but to call women merchandise goes to far for me, you know. Whatever they do and driven by whatever purpose, they are still human beings and not things, only things.”




    “Oh, oh you are sensitive about that?” Henry asked.




    “Yes I am,” I answered him strongly now, “just because you have money that they work for or need does not make them less than you and me. And, since you do not want to hear their stories for you have already determined them to be just told so they will get more money out of you, I think you are driven too, but now only because it is easy for you to pay them and discard them afterwards. Though I think everyone should be free to determine one’s fate, I am beginning to think that the Sultan, your absolute ruler is right in forbidding this kind of prostitution, especially when you have the money to pay for it.”




    “My oh my, Henry exclaimed, “you are judging us.”




    “Yes,” I agreed, but not on moralistic principles, “I judge all of us and I include myself of course. If these women do it because they feel like it, it is no problem to me and I might want the service they offer. But the question is, do they feel like it?”




    “Well, we don’t know for sure, now do we?” Tony asked himself and us all, quite rhetorically!




    “Having set that straight men, to see who these women are is what I am after, not the sex and the running away after. So, let’s see who they are and I try to find an orang putih woman too, who I think will do it just for the money and nothing else.”




    “Why is that?” Henry asked.




    “Well orang putih should not have to be dependent on sex for money. Orang putih normally has enough to go by. Orang putih women do it for extra money, or in the case of women here, if there are, they may have had some bad luck and are stuck. But then they can always be rescued by their embassies when it is really serious.




    “Yeah, that is right,” John agreed.




    “So, why do they do it? They do it because of the extras involved; some even might like a taste of Asian men. I am not too sure they would want me, whatever I have in store for them in terms of money of course.”




    “Don’t orang putih women like sex then?” Tony asked.




    “They certainly do, but they do not sell it. For most it is a free exchange of feelings and both men and women use the flesh to express that. It does not have to be a permanent relationship, but it can be. The woman in this case is not subservient but a partner and can be quite independent in terms of education and earning money too.”




    “So, then they do not need a man for that!” Tony concluded.




    “Yes Tony,” I agreed, “but they need a man because they want to be with the man of their choice and in the case of a prostitute, an orang putih, it is then purely for the money. Normally, because they are relatively independent, they will not sell themselves cheaply either. So, it is free or it is expensive with orang putih. Do you still want to be with one?”




    I asked them.




    Caught by surprise with that question, they did answer instinctively and said”“Yes, of course,” without restraint.




    “Because of the idea that they are of your reach, I suppose,” I said.




    “I think that is it indeed,” Henry said and smiled, “if only one time Frans, that would be nice man!” he said, the others nodded in unison.




    To put some activity behind the words I walked up to a fine looking girl, who had caught my eye and said




    “Hello there, you are a lovely girl, but I am actually looking for an orang putih. I am told this hotel has them here?”




    She looked at me, eyebrows frowned, thought briefly and said:




    “So you don’t want a local girl?”




    “I might, but I am looking for an orang putih first. Where are you from?”




    “Oh I see,” she said politely, but with a face showing disappointment. Reluctantly she continued: “I am from Lundu, Sarawak, I am a landdayak.”




    “Ah, a Bidayuh,” I smiled. I saw the men looking on kind of eagerly as they wanted to know if I could get them the information they were after.




    “It is for them that I ask,” I said, “I will be very happy to be with a Bidayuh, you know!” Her face cleared up, not that she understood the situation better. We spoke Malay of course, for otherwise it would have been impossible for her to be that fluent. But because Sarawak was once and British protectorate, most people could speak some English, even the people in the longhouses.




    “Lundu is still far from Kuching,” I said, “I wonder how you ended up in Limbang here, but first tell me about the orang putih women?”




    “Some work on the third floor, you know. But not the way we do, they are to be contacted only. Ask one of the attendants. There is one,” she identified a seemingly ordinary client of this higher class brothel. Before I could do that she called the man over and rapidly conferred with him explaining the situation. The man then turned to my Bruneian friends and both the Bidayuh girl and I could resume our conversation. Now she smiled as she was convinced we would no longer be disturbed by things that had nothing to do with what she was after.




    “I was an amah in Brunei, but you know especially for the Chinese subcontractors and the Malay too you not only have to work hard, only one day off a week, but also for some you have to be available in other ways. I did not like that, but what to do when cornered and threatened to be without a job?”




    “That is not a position where you are in control,” I agreed with her.




    “I did not give in to him, but when he did not want to pay my salary either and threatened to tell his wife I wanted him, if I did not do what he said. So, when I had my salary and when they were out, I left immediately. I could not stay in Brunei, because only when you have the papers for being an amah you can. So, I went to Limbang.”




    “Let me pay you for your time,” I said, “that way we can close the door and talk privately inside, later perhaps? I should be with my friends now to help them satisfying their strange desires.”




    The men winked me as I left the Bidayuh girl but promised her to return. She was nice about it and to show that she did believe me, she kissed me on the cheek saying:




    “This kiss you will feel a long time and should remind you to return to me!”




    “That is a nice thought,” I smiled. The Bruneians then told me to come down to phone a few numbers from the phone in the lobby. So, we went down and in reaching the lift, the Bidayuh girl looked now from a distance and winked as we disappeared.




    “That was a very distinguished girl you were talking to, man. Standing, she is one of many but when talking and moving she has the poise and attitude of a queen. Are you going to take her?” Henry asked.




    “I promised to return and talk inside the room,” I said.




    “You do not go and have sex with her?” the ever eager Tony asked.




    “I never really look for it, but will not rule it out either. Sex alone though does not get me going men. I like a bit more than just that. I like durian the king of fruits a lot, can eat that passionately, but even durian I will get fed up likewise sex bores me when it is just that and the way you people, my new friends, propose to do it, makes me feel it is just that sex, nothing else. You can have it though,” I said.




    They kept quiet now as we arrived in the lobby and found us house phone which could connect us to the rooms. Henry picked up the phone as he had the paper with the numbers in his hand. He talked to three after the other and only pointed to us to sit down on the couches of the lobby:




    “It is not cheap men, but two of them are available right now, one described herself as not too slender and the other is supposed to be tall. Shall we go and have a look? The ladies are staying in one room for viewing. The third one might be available soon too.”




    “Okay, let’s see,” the others answered Henry clearly excited now and not worried about the price though when hearing it were shaken. Yet, the idea that they would be making out with a white woman was so captivating to them that that overrode everything they had in mind.




    Again we took the lift, this time stopped on the third floor as we had been indicated to do so and walked toward the room Henry had been told to go to:




    “Here we are then men, the moment of truth. I hope we will not be disappointed,” he said with drama. He looked around to see if anyone wanted to back out here in front of the lion’s den as he called it, but did not see any takers, yet nervous all three of them were. Then Henry knocked on the door as we waited for things to come, but nothing happened. Of course something happened but so eager were the men that they could hardly wait and so the moment we thought, we had been taken for a ride, the door did open after all.




    “We watched you through the peep hole to see if you were okay,” said the lady who had opened the door, “all three of us, that is why it took some time to open the door,” she explained.




    The men stood there frozen to pillars, only the eyes moving taking the full extent of the lady in and the two others behind her, but who were barely distinguishable. I thought of being bold for once, after all they were European looking, but the accent of the lady I could not quite grasp yet and said:




    “Are you not going to invite us in?”




    “Ah, yes, of course,” she said. Then to the men:




    “Come on in gentlemen.” and she made room when she backed away. I let them go first, but all three of them, now infinitely shy, motioned me to go first. So, I did and followed the three ladies into a spacey room, a room dominated by a king size bed but with enough space to have a table and chairs plus a make up table.




    “Sit down gentlemen,” the lady who spoke first said and now with the other two in full view, the men did not know where to look anymore and looked around avoiding the ladies. I smiled and looked at them and thought, though they were well dressed, ladylike indeed, they were not exactly very attractive. I scanned them and saw the voluptuous one grinning, a slender one smiling and the lady who welcomed us staring.




    “It is these three men who would love to have an intimate encounter with you,” I said when I saw the men had not really been able to recuperate from the shock. But now I had their attention.




    “Well, said the big one, you know girls like us so I gather you rather go and see the ladies upstairs?” she remarked in teasing tone.




    “All in good time,” I smiled, “and mind you I do not quite discriminate in color or features between people. I rather go for personality and looks. I am sure because they never had the chance your looks are like heaven to them,” I whispered to the voluptuous one as the other two were closely listening in. She felt the undercurrent in what I said and responded nicely by saying:




    “It is commendable to feel like that,” and now she teased, “if you would spare the money you would love to be in the expert hands of one of us then?” she asked.




    “No,” I smiled, “I would not be able to spare the funds for that and even if I would have I would not spend those funds on you.”




    “Oh, oh,” all three exclaimed, like they felt insulted, “why not then?”




    I had the answer in my head but kept it there for a little while longer while trying to distinguish that accent. I could not so I said:




    “I am not a man to pay a woman to have sex. That is not good for me. I would love to pay a woman fro something she can do for me or I for her and be paid. But not like this. I am not even sure if I could get an erection,” I said.




    “You are only accompanying them then. To pave their way?” the first lady asked.




    “Exactly,” I answered.




    “So, you will leave after they have made their choice?” said the lady, also a slender one who had not spoken before, but who now laughed and showed she was very much with her friends in what they did.




    “Yes I will indeed,” I answered again, but then had a remark of my own:




    “I am a curious man too and so I was curious about you women when I heard as the people say here ‘orang putih’ is in town.”




    “Orang putih?” all three asked practically at the same time.




    “White women in this case that means,” I translated, “orang is man, people, and putih is white. So no wonder most of the men here would like to have a go at women they are not very likely to meet this intimately.”




    The men were listening attentively, but still had not enough daring over them to bud into the conversation and I was not certain I was doing all right for them. All I wanted was for them to pave the way and so I butted out. But then the one that had been silent longest the one in the middle spoke:




    “You can indeed speak for yourself like they can as well as I. So what will you do when I say I want you?, she said provocatively.




    Now, I like to be provoked in this way so I answered:




    “I will say to you if you really want me, you will never speak of money to me anymore regarding this.” I smiled, “or I will not believe you. Besides, why should you want me instead of them?”




    Her face showed she had not expected a statement of this kind and the other two were looking at her, waiting for her to answer. She was fighting between two alternatives so I helped her by saying:




    “Since you only made this as an assumption and you did not really say you wanted it, you can answer theoretically without committing yourself,” I said.




    “Aha, yes that’s right, yes, then of course my answer is I would let the money run and take you,” she smiled as if saved by the bell.




    “But then still I suggest you would like to know me much better, before committing yourself to such kind of idea,” I said, “lucky we are just supposing. So, ladies shall I leave you in the capable hands of these young men?”




    “Have a drink with us first,” the voluptuous one said, and then to the men, “what would you like to drink gentlemen?”




    The men had been gathering strength and it was Henry who spoke first to say:




    “I would like some coffee please.”




    “Soft drinks would be fine,” the other two said.




    The voluptuous one got up and heat up water and meanwhile pouring the Fanta orange in glass said:




    “Gentlemen, do you agree on the price we have mentioned to you?”




    “With a lot of lumps in his throat it was now Tony who dared to speak:




    “Yes, I think so!” he said, his voice trembling.




    “I think you are daringly overcharging them,” I laughed, “and it seems you are getting away with it too. Upstairs it is not even one-third of what you are asking,” I said.




    The two in front me of smiled at that remark and rebutted:




    “We are worth every penny of it,” one said and the other: “they will not leave without being fully satisfied.”




    “From your accent I cannot make out where you are from, but I do think you are from one of the eastern European countries?”




    “Oh yes, I am from Lithuania,” the voluptuous one said, “and I like it here because unlike in other places the men like my size!”




    “I am British, Welsh in fact,” said the slender one, the one who had been silent mostly, “I was traveling but have been robbed. It takes forever to get some of my things back and this time I chose the easy way out when it was offered, she volunteered saying. And, I must say, it is fun too.”




    Then the third lady spoke: “I am her friend and I am Finnish. We have been friends a long time, since I completed my degree in England and though I did not loose everything I am helping my friend to get back on her feet, financially speaking then.”




    “I was a prostitute in Lithuania and was asked to come here to make some money. There are more of us here, but not just in Limbang. It is nice here though,” the voluptuous girl then said in conclusion and in a way not to ask any further.




    “Thank you for being so open and I do understand your question better now.” I said to the Finnish girl.




    Then Henry spoke, followed by Tony and John:




    “Shall we pay you now?”




    “Where would you like us?” and “Do you really feel like it?” John said almost exploding nervousness.




    “I would have like you to be with us making out the Finnish girl said, but then perhaps another time?” she suggested.




    “Perhaps indeed,” I smiled as she moved herself in a way that left little to be misunderstood. “aha,” I giggled, “you do know how to carry yourself. When you do that I can be like wax in your hands you know!!!”




    “You are a flatterer,” she laughed and then to the men:




    “We have three rooms so we can all go private and you,” she said to me, “you can find your happiness upstairs.”




    This was the sign for me to leave and when I looked at the men, hastily Henry said:




    “Please let’s meet again later, for a drink or two? There is something I like to show you. And, thanks for your help!”




    “Okay men, have a good time,” I said and walked over to the ladies who, each of them, kissed me on the cheek.




    “Don’t forget, we should meet again,” the Finnish girl whispered.




    “Okay,” I whispered back but though I liked her and the way she looked my thoughts were already up to the top floor.




    “Bye, bye,” I said and left.




    Quite and extraordinary experience there on the third floor I pondered when going up and when the lift door had opened for a moment I thought the Bidayuh girl had been taken for she was out of sight. But when I approached her room, number 924, the door was open and saw her doing something inside. When she saw me I taking the liberty of closing and locking it she got startled and said:




    “Do you really want to?”




    “Not really I want to, but I want to talk to you yes.”




    “For that I cannot ask you any money,” she answered.




    “Of course you can, but perhaps not as much as you would charge for a ride. It is expensive here and I am not one of your Bornean men, who can afford anything they like. And, I mean really anything. My friends are now with three European women who charge more than three times your price and I cannot even afford what you charge, darling. Life can be cruel,” I laughed. She laughed too now.




    “So you do know the Bidayuh?”




    “Yes, I spent some time in Serian and visited some of the longhouses near the Indonesian order there,” I said to her.




    “So you know our culture too?” she asked again.




    “Yes, but not as much as I know the culture of the Ibans, I have spent far more time among them and in different places too. I know about the fierce fighting between the Ibans and the Bidayuh, when they came from the Indonesian part of Borneo into Sarawak two centuries ago and pushed the other tribes like the Bidayuh aside.”




    “Yes, that is true; oh you know a lot of the history. Here no one even knows the Bidayuh and we are of the same state in Malaysia. So, do you want to make love?” she asked suddenly changing the subject.




    “Even if I wanted to I do not have the money,” I said.




    “Never mind about that, we can do as you and I please,” she answered and as we were sitting on the bed she moved closer to me.




    “You are a lovely woman,” I said, “but let’s talk first?”




    “You are a funny man,” she laughed, “never met a man who wanted to wait while he was offered sex.”




    “There are many girls here, if I wanted sex only I only need to pay any one of you and have it. I do not come for that. Tell me what happened when you fled Brunei?”




    “Oh that,” she said, “it came from bad to worse. I did not want to go home and face my parents to tell I failed. Many of us are going out to earn money to get things we would not be able to buy, things like heirlooms, or modern things. Bidayuh also want to become modern now. Like do you see my clothes, that is not cheap what I am wearing.”




    “True,” I said, “you look like a real lady,” I smiled, “I could eat you!!! So what happened,” I asked in the same breath.




    “I ended up in a hotel like this, a much cheaper one, but I did not know it was a brothel. It was a hotel nearby which had just a few floors for prostitution, like this one and this one has only this top floor for that. So, while I was trying to find my way, I was approached and offered quite a sum, just to spend one night. I was too tempted to say no. So, after I did that, I put the money in the bank and sent half of it home, just to show I did make good money after all.”




    “But surely to you too life is not all about money?”




    “That is right,” replied, “but the Borneans came and I did not mind to do it for a while. I had been taken anyway and had to find a way to look innocent enough to attract a man of my own tribe again. Nobody knows I am here and why not get some money again, money nobody knows about. The Borneans are generous, so it does not take me too long to reach my goal,” she concluded and again she moved up and came closer to me, our hips now touching.




    “So, you are doing this out of desperation but when opportunity knocked you could not resist?” I asked.




    “That is right. I am sorry that if this disappoints you.”




    “No, no, that does not disappoint me but surprises me only. Tell me,” I asked her, “Do you like sex this way?”




    “I cannot say I do and I cannot say I do not. Sometimes it is very nice, but I am always careful and always use condoms too.”




    “Well that safety precaution is not always heeded, for some girls fall for the pressure of being paid more if the condom is not included.” I said.




    “Yes, some men like that but I say no, I do not want that kind of risk.”




    “So, after some time you will return?”




    “Very soon,” she answered, “a matter of less than a few weeks even. I can’ go on doing this, but I am sure I will miss the sex too. I know it sounds strange but even when you do not like it much with strangers, the feelings of arousal are there.”




    “Yeah, I imagine you can feel aroused physically.”




    “But with you it is different,” she continued, “you do not want sex, but I can feel I am aroused anyway. Are you sure you do not want me,” she asked now looking at me straight and daring me to speak out.




    “I am sure I do not want to have just sex with you,” I said and smiled, “but can’t I rule out to end up in bed with you so we can stroke and cherish each other? So, no, I cannot,” I smiled even more now, “I cannot afford you and when I can I would not want to pay for you, for then it is just sex, a commodity!”




    “Who talks about payment but you,” she laughed now and took my face into her hands. I sensed her arousal now; she truly wanted me to touch her. When I did, something snapped. She threw her arms around me and gently found my lips and kissed and now passion began to build in me. I did not want ti going too far but, on the other hand, I had a strong desire to see her nude. Many things ran through my head, like visits to the other brothels which when being with her would be quite impossible to visit. So, to be practical too I whispered to her:




    “I do not like to be with you here where many men have the opportunity to have you, I do not care they paid for it or not, but to me if we do it here, I would feel like I am one of many. I do not like that and though I am in flames over you, I must suggest to you to meet you elsewhere. The idea alone that this bed is used by you will turn against me. So, please consider this. I would love to see you nude though,” and I told her about what I do both in visuals and writing.




    “I will take all off for you if you show yourself to me too,” she said, “and yes, we can meet outside, why not. I understand.”




    “Then let’s do that. My name is Frans,” I said and since I was earnest about suggestion and proposal, I started to take off my clothes.




    “I have a Christian name besides my tribal one,” she said, “Christina it is, but many people at home call me Chris, okay Frans?” she asked.




    “Okay,” I answered as I saw her unbuttoning her blouse. I zipped down my pants but waited for her to catch up.




    “May I undress you?“ she asked. I could hardly say no to this pleasant thought so I said:




    “Yes Chris.”




    This felt rather strange because I wondered how it was possible that with men passing by like a conveyer belt that this really gorgeous looking woman, gentle in nature, beautiful in face, and pleasant to be with could be aroused still? Normally women anywhere hardly notice me, but when conversations begin, gestures and movements are displayed I come into focus. When Chrissie, gently undressing me, had come to my underpants, she stopped and asked:




    “Shall I undress further now, so we will be equal again?”




    “I can help you with that,” I smiled, and not waiting for her to answer I unlocked her bra, a fine one with the lock in front. Her breasts free now and of lovely form I zipped off her skirt as she watched me doing so. Now both of us almost nude she said:




    “One more thing to go Frans, but before going nude promise me we will spend a night?”




    “That is an easy promise Chris,” I replied as stripped her off her panty do, “stand on the bed so I can admire you,” and in one go while talking pulled down my underpants too.




    “You look lovely, I remarked as she stood on the bed making a pirouette to show herself back and front, clearly enjoying I liked her.




    “You do not look bad yourself Frans, I can feel it in my belly, like butterflies raging and creating havoc, you know!”




    I took her hand to lead her off the bed and all kinds of shots shot through my head, but I had no guts yet to ask her to be portrayed. Then I jumped on the bed giggling:




    “You can see me now, fully. How is that?”




    “It is not fair,” she laughed, “we cannot do anything now. Let’s put our clothes back on?”




    “All right,” I agreed, “yes we should not take this too far, but I feel I can hardly resist you now, yet I do not want to have a bitter taste in my mouth. Let’s spend an evening together and so how does tomorrow sound to you?”




    “Where are you staying,” she asked, “I will come and see you there.”




    I mentioned the name of the hotel and she laughed.




    “That is a cheap one Frans, not too good that one!”




    “I told you, I am not a man with unlimited means, but at least you never really practiced your trade there,” I said knowingly hitting a soft spot there. Effectively it stopped her short and I knew this moment was frozen in memory. I jumped of the bed and took her in my arms. As we stood there in embrace she said:




    “Please Frans do not remind me all the time, what I have decided to do. I will not be that foolish again. Please let it not spoil our evening tomorrow.”




    “Okay,” I agreed, “I do not mind if you make fun of my cheap attitude, you have to comply with. You have been pampered by men with things and money. You can only expect to be pampered by me in soul and body,” I said.




    “As it should be,” she smiled. We got dressed and when finished, she said:




    “I will come to see you there tomorrow evening.”




    “I will be waiting for you, don’t be very late!!!”




    “No, no, I was thinking at around seven?”




    “Okay, we will have something to eat outside?”




    With her agreement in mind, I unlocked the door, kissed her before opening, then swayed it open and left. When in the lift and the doors about to close we experienced an intense moment as we stared at each other. Then the doors closed and I was on the way to the lobby.




    The three men were there, waiting.




    “Have you been waiting long ?” I asked.




    “Not so long, but I thought, you would not score,” Henry said.




    “I did not and I did,” I said enigmatically and smiled, but more importantly Henry, John and Tony, how did you three fare?”




    “Heaven man,” Tony said, “and because you introduced us and talked to them they were very friendly.”




    “Before I tell you anything, I want to know about your experience first,” John said.




    “Okay,” I agreed and gave them a brief account of what had happened.




    “I do not get you,” all three of them said, “how can you let the lady go when she is there naked? You did not fuck her at all?”




    “What did I just say? I said I did not want to be in the same bed where she had a few others! I do not want to be part of a crowd; that is cheap to me. I do not want it so I does not arouse me one bit!”




    “It surprises me she does not want money,” Henry remarked.




    “Not everything is about money,” I retorted, “you are a Muslim, a religious man, yet you go about things as if you find your religion a prison. Money does not wash away your sins; money even may be the cause of your sins,” I said, “but enough of that now, tell me how the European women were?”




    “Oh my goodness,” John said, “they were excellent. As soon as you left we came to business. So, we paid without saying a thing. Then we went to the separate rooms. I was lucky enough to have the voluptuous one, the Lithuanian woman. She was a real pro. She was nice too.”




    “Yes she said she had come on request and would stay for a while. It seemed it was good money here for her.”




    “Yes, but we did not talk more about that. She showed me tricks I have never heard of. And we did them all. She forced me to taste her even when I was so shy. And she licked me, then moved on me, then stuck her bottom up high and said to take her from behind. I was so excited I came immediately, but she did not care and said it was all good as long as I wanted to continue. Of course the second time took much longer, but then when I did come, I am sure she did too. In one word? She was marvelous!”




    “Now you Henry, who did you have?”




    “I don’t like to say,” he said.




    “Then you Tony,” I smiled, “if you say then we know Henry’s girl too!”




    “Yeah,” Tony laughed.




    “Don’t say, don’t say,” Henry shook him by the arm.




    “Don’t be silly,” Tony laughed him off. “I was with the British girl. Just to know that it was the British, who ruled over us, made this feel oh so sweet!”




    “Like a kind of lovely revenge?” I asked.




    “Not like revenge as such,” he said, “but to know they can be bought too, is a sweet thought, at least for me. And, she liked it very much too, you know. I may have a big mouth sometimes, but she had a big heart. She opened up and served wonderfully. She was soooooo good looking man.”




    “Also twice?” John asked.




    “Can’t say, may be more. I don’t remember. It was all good and she wants to see me again. Nice huh!”




    “Well Tony, you are a nice fellow, with lots of money and sexually I am sure she easily satisfied you, no wonder she wants to see you again.”




    Except for Henry we all laughed, Tony included. Tony was realistic enough to know when buying sex one should not expect anything else. And, when you don’t buy it you may come across something or someone unexpectedly.




    “Now Henry, come on, tell us, how did you fare with the Finnish woman?”




    “She was the same as the others told you, she was more than good and she was so good I must have fallen in love with her. I do not want her ever to be with another man again. I know that that cannot be of course. She will be traveling with her friend and after we had finished she told me she wanted to see you. So, I said I will tell you, but also told her that I did not like that. I thought you liked me, I told her. She said I should not be worried about that, because she did like me indeed.”




    “Did I not give you everything I wished for?” she asked me.




    “I could hardly say no and it is precisely why I feel so good about you, I want to see more of you, I said to her. Then she said something astonishing:




    “That cannot be. I do not have dates with anyone who pays me to have sex.”




    And that was that, so then she asked about you!”




    “Ah that is why you are angry with me, right?”




    “Not angry, but she liked you more than she liked me. I feel jealous already and you did not even have her. It is ridiculous I know, now I am confused” he said.




    “Well it happens, but do not worry. I will not be with her. If with anyone, I will be with the Bidayuh girl. She has clearly taken my fancy.”




    With the stories of experience settled now I asked them to show me the cheaper brothels and roam around if only to see any difference from this fancy one from other joints in Malaysia I had explored. After they insisted on drinking a beer; in the lobby so not too publicly because they could be booked by Brunei policemen, probably under cover, we sat down for a Tiger beer.




    “An applicable name for a beer under the circumstances,” I said teasingly smiling.




    “Well, well, an easy score, but you know, we have acted like studs so Red Horse, that strong beer from the Philippines would be more applicable,” Henry reacted, the tone of his voice in sneering mode.




    “Okay,” I laughed, “you boast whatever you like men, but I am not into that. Besides, it is too early for me to drink, so I will pass, at least for the moment.”




    No, we are happy and so want to celebrate a little. Come on man, have a drink on us?” Tony said, his voice in persuasion mode.




    “All right then, I said feigning I had succumbed and sat down with them on a couch in the spacious lobby of the relatively luxurious place. There was a bar too and Tony suggested moving there, because there would be less of a chance to spot them even for Bruneian officials.




    “Is that because those under cover men do not dare to go into a bar?” I asked.




    “They do not drink, so when in a bar it would be rather obvious for us to spot them. So, they do not come in to hotel bars. That is too intimate and they can be spotted by any of us who knows them or who suspects under cover police men are around “




    I knew San Miguel’s Red Horse and so also knew that just three bottles would be enough to get me drunk, so I said:




    “This is strong stuff men, just one beer will be quite enough for me. This is neither the time not the place to blow one’s mind.”




    Laughter like an erupting volcano broke out, but as we walked to the bar for our beer I kept quiet now. Still whinnying like horses they ordered that dreaded San Miguel Red Horse. Bad to drink during the day it was but a godsend when relaxing in the evening and it would loosen their lips even more than when sober. The liquid flew freely now and I felt I had to remind them that the noise they made could attract attention. Obviously they were elated and in spite of jealousy in the eyes of the one who had been with her, they dared me to go and see the Finnish girl.




    “Ah no,” I said getting a little annoyed with their boyish behavior, boyish like they were in puberty, “I just came along because I want to see what happens here, how your neighboring country caters for ‘sex starved’ male Brunei citizens. I have no need to brag about women, or to be with them for sex. They are complete strangers to me. So, if you don’t mind I will leave you now or in case you live up to your word then, because you know Limbang so well, show me the other less luxurious joints of this notorious little town, okay?”




    For a moment they were stunned but quickly recovered to drop their childish behavior:




    “Man, we are here to unwind. I am sorry you feel we are misbehaving. We will contain ourselves and yes we like to show you other hotels. You know some look very poor and the fare is cheap there too,” Tony began apologetically, “please understand we have never been with a white woman and they were so nice but commercial,” he said as the others looked on with a face which showed understanding and elation at the same time.




    “No problem,” I replied, “there is no need to be thankful to these ladies. We are no longer living in a colonial world. As long as you have money and are willing to spend it there will be women, any kind, who like to oblige. You heard their stories. True or not on a higher level they do it for one thing only. So, there you are, you are fortunate because you can pay for it. But are you really fortunate?” I asked rhetorically, “Come let’s go?”




    Without a word they got up, paid and went out again now actually going around for exploration purposes only. This made me smile, faintly. Henry saw it, surprised about this he could not resist asking me:




    “Now you smile again?”




    “Yes, this walking around reminds me of another time and another place but a place where the women came to know Dutch sailors.”




    “Okay tell,” Tony and the others reacted.




    “It was a long time ago. Really my first journey and it was and on a ship. I worked as a pantry boy and when we reached Rio de Janeiro in Brazil, or was it Bahia, the women were already waiting for the men to disembark. When they noticed it was a Dutch ship they threw some notorious Dutch words at us and this is why I smiled, the similarity. Although women here would not say this, they don’t know any Dutch, this roaming with the intention is to look, not to buy and this is what the Brazilian girls knew how to say in Dutch. The Dutch they knew are famous for that.




    “How do you say that in Dutch?” they asked.




    “You really want to know.” I teased.




    “Yeah,” they reacted like in a choir.




    “Lekker neuken, niet betalen. Some even knew a more difficult Dutch saying, voor een dubbeltje op de eerste rang. I will translate that for you. The first one means Nice fucking, no paying. The second one means, for a dime in first class.:




    They laughed and as we walked along we came to a shabby looking hotel near the pasar, market. Already we had checked out a few we passed and had gone in and out of them too, but at this time of day they seemed to only prepare for the daily tunes, others even looked like they were abandoned; one however had life and though untidy, let’s say quite dirty even, it is what you would expect of a brothel, not a bordello. So, this was a real brothel, I thought, as we saw rats feasting on discarded rubbish. In the seemingly abandoned one we discovered that there was no water in the rooms and so after the deed both man and woman had to wash up in a common bathroom outside reeking of urine.




    Seeing this infested with rats and urine I thought the hookers here had hit rock bottom. The stench was hard to avoid, it penetrated my nose, but I was still attracted too because the way the women presented themselves; in vulgar fashion. I had seen enough and I suggested to call it a day. We pledged to meet the next day and only later after completing the work I had come for we would meet again. So, I retired, before attending the meeting at Limbang Trading to make arrangements to visit the logging concession of Minister James Wong. Due to leave Limbang for the interior with transport of Limbang trading I decided to roam around the brothels in the evening only




    “We want to see the European ladies again,” Henry said in the hotel I had checked in the Bruneians insisted to pay for.




    “Though it is very nice of you to gift me a night in this hotel I think you can easily go there by yourself,” I reacted thinking that I did not want to join them in a drinking spree the prelude of which I had already experienced, “just knock on their door. Besides Henry, you better don’t have me around because when the Finnish girl sees me she may want to forget about her business.”




    “Yes, we should do that ourselves, but I am sure they won’t mind to see you,” he lamented. Then jokingly, “may be you can get commission for you bring them good customers?”




    They all laughed and so did I but laughed:




    “I am no pimp and that is all there is to it,” I replied like a bee had stung me. But they agreed and so we left to roam around these joints for the lesser fortunate which meant the Sarawakian men. So, starting with the cheap hotels, most likely because the more expensive ones were owned by some local big shots with a say in the local politics and so could escape the cosmetic surgery of this organized but wanton day and nightlife, \is what I wanted. Limbang after all for nightlife or an afternoon quickie, functioned as the satellite town of big brother Bandar Seri Begawan. Roaming around now and getting increasingly amazed about the ‘facilities’, one worse than the other, we stopped in one quite shabby one to review the dynamics. When we heard and checked there was no water in the rooms so men, and the women, had to use the ‘common’ urine smelling washroom we thought we had hit rock bottom. We were convinced of that notion when we saw a rat running from one room to the other. Just as I had the idea to go and talk to one of the girls at least two dozen fully armed policemen stormed the joint while calling out loud that this was a raid. We were shocked at first and were not alone in this feeling. When they began to haul out the prostitutes I felt bad, because the men were ‘equally guilty’ if a crime had been committed. Poor girls! We observed the spectacle as it evolved and I remarked:




    “They do not take the clients, the ones paying for the service of the women visit. Are they not the ones who make it all possible? Without clients there are no prostitutes?”




    Thoroughly thinking while keeping an eye on the policemen, the men kept silent. They knew when they spoke, they to clarify their own motives. Now it was just the girls paying the price as the police would not touch the Bruneians. Though they were violating the law of their own land, of course they did not in Sarawak. This, we were told, was just a drive by one of the local politicians to show the rest of Sarawak that in Limbang they were serious to get rid of vice. Sure enough the next day all was explained in the newspaper and it was reported that close to a hundred girls had been taken into custody, many on expired passports. While we were talking a surprised police commander came up to us. Surprised to see a foreigner in this shabby place he stopped, hesitated then spoke:




    “We are going to shut this place down. The owner has no license to serve beer or to post women for sale. I like you to come with us too. All of you,” he stated in a pleasant voice, this in contrast to other policemen who were shouting, pushing, pushing and ordering the natives.




    “Honestly speaking Sir, I don’t fancy that. We have not done anything wrong, but if you find it necessary then we will follow you,” I said, “please bear in mind that we are no customers! We found out only minutes ago what is going on here and were told by a local in the café on the other side of the street to look around.”




    “We will talk in the police station, please don’t make trouble here,” he answered, still in a pleasant voice.




    “Okay, okay,” I reacted but getting irritated because of the way his men acted on women and the local men. The Bruneians answered in the same fashion but were afraid of getting arrested, something which would have repercussions beyond their control. All women were herded out now, some men, strangely not all, were guided out too, this included us, and so we were getting similar treatment. Outside vans were ready to take us to the police station, cameramen from newspapers and, who knows, local TV, were snapping and filming as we were herded into the vans. Tony was the first to shield his face, the others quickly following suit.




    At the station it soon became clear that this was a regular stint. The men were released soon enough and the girls too when they had valid travel documents or visas. When we too could go, the Bruneians were too scared to continue the exposure.




    “We had enough man; this is not what we expected. It is dangerous; we cannot be exposed like this.”




    “Well, compared to the ladies, you are better off right?” I smiled, “nothing really happened. They just wanted to know how we found that place. They seem to be weary of bad publicity about the town.”




    “We don’t want to be recognized,” Tony explained, “at least we had the opportunity to cover our faces and the police was good to us. Yes, a pity for these girls, they deserve better than being in that rotten place. It is good if they close it down!”




    Their mood gone now, they soon left for their hotel. We said goodbye, but now because of what happened they did not want to exchange addresses for it was as Tony said:




    “Man, you would have been most welcome, but with this on our hands we don’t like to be reminded. So, please don’t come and visit us when you are in Brunei, all right?”




    “No problem,” answered, for I did not have any attention to spend some time with these ‘hypocrites’ while there. And so they left. And because I did not feel like continuing either I went back to my hotel too. I knew I had to prepare for the logging concession. I had nearly finished everything I thought I had to do, photography equipment checking and preparing questions, when there was a knock on the door. Christine had appeared. Their brothel was raided too, but since she was Sarawakian herself she could not be sent back to her country. Though she got off with a fine she was not happy at all and so we got talking about the hypocrisy in society where it was the women, though equally immoral, if it was sexually immoral behavior which had to be curtailed, who pay the price, not the men. Of course the men pay the price for services but not a fine. We had a drink and talked and had a splendid evening together. However, she was afraid, though the hotel I stayed in did not double for a brothel, the police might come and raid here too, she did not dare to sleep to stay. In the morning I sent her off before reporting to Limbang Trading. I saw her again in Miri some time later where she worked a regular job because she did not exactly like the job she was doing while in Limbang.




    By the receptionist in the office of Limbang Trading I was welcomed with a smile




    “All is arranged, you will leave soon with our vehicle and your guide will accompany you all the way. Please take note of the logging procedures we do apply here very seriously. Minister Wong told you about the selective logging method we perfected here, right?” he asked.




    “Yes, he did, and it is one of the reasons why I like to see it for myself. Mr. Wong said it is so much less destructive, in fact you can harvest without destroying the forest. So, I will be all ears while my eyes are open wide. I think nothing should escape me, I am also serious about it,” I said and smiled.




    “Did you have breakfast?” he asked then to my surprise.




    “No, not yet, do we have time?”




    “We will eat together. I have ordered something, eggs you like?”




    “Anything,” I answered and smiled realizing I was being pampered and possibly for a reason, a very good reason. So, for the moment I complied and enjoyed a good breakfast with the young man.




    “Mr. Wong gave instructions to look after you well,” he disclosed, “so we will not leave on an empty stomach.”




    As we ate we eyed each other and talked. Since he was merely a receptionist and so not working in the ‘field’ but just the office, he did not want to talk about the methods used but was there to entertain me only. And so he did just that, friendly, pleasantly, happily, but that and nothing else, he entrusted me.




    So, after breakfast and lots of coffee as if so planned on time my driver/guide appeared.




    “Sir, we will go in a minute. It will take us two hours to get there so you have ample time during the course of the day. We will return when you are finished with your shouting and anything else you wish to do.”




    “Thank you so much,” I replied.




    “I will leave you now in his capable hands,” the receptionist smiled, “I wish you well and may wisdom accompany you too. Be safe!”




    “Thank you again,” said with a teasing undertone which he readily understood and equally smiled in return.




    “Okay then, I will just fetch something and then we go,”: he said and disappeared for a moment only to return with a big smile on his face and two boxes containing lunches.




    “We have to get something to eat too when out all day,” he smiled, “and we cannot expect the Penan to feed us.”




    “Yes, the Penan. Mr., Wong mentioned we could go and visit them too!”




    “Yes, he has instructed me to take you to their longhouse!”




    “Longhouse?”




    “Yeah, for the time they work the concession they are living in a temporary longhouse. I will take you there first, so you can talk to them. Then in the afternoon I will take you to the workers so you can shoot, okay?”
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