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    Before Anything




    Right from the start, Permata’s life was not a normal one.




    She was born in a Muslim village in Eastern Java. While her mother was still pregnant, her father rediscovered the joys of love with a Chinese woman and left them.




    That was the first time a man let Permata down.




    Life was a struggle for her mother and for her, but Permata was a very clever, very pretty girl who grew tall and matured quickly. Though her mother was forced to send Permata away to live with her grandmother in Malang, she was a fast learner and did well at school. A world of possibilities could have opened for her.




    Then her scheming father noticed how desirable she had become and thought of the dowry she could fetch. He forced her mother to agree to betroth her to a local boy, for a lot of money. Permata objected at first, but eventually grew to accept that this would be her life. She even persuaded herself to love the boy. But, like any man, when temptation offered itself with open arms, the boy yielded. Permata only found out when she discovered he had made her best friend pregnant.




    That was the second time a man let Permata down.




    She ran away to Bali where, lonely, vulnerable and with hardly any money, she met a young Swedish guy on the beach. For the first time in her life she fell totally and completely in love. He was an experienced and accomplished lover. Permata sacrificed her virginity to him, felt her first orgasms and became addicted to Bjorn. He would be her salvation. He became her whole life. But Bjorn was just a guy on holiday. He was young. He was only in it for the sex with a fresh brown-skinned virgin. He didn’t want any commitments. So he ditched her for a Balinese girl before he went back to Sweden, and that devastated Mamik.




    It was the third and last time a man ever let her down.




    She returned to her village only to find that fate had another shock for her. She was pregnant.




    She had no choice. All she could do was go to see the village swangi. Every village in Eastern Java had swangi. They were a sort of cross between a witch and a psychologist. The swangi gave her potions to kill the baby inside her and asked her what she really wanted out of life. Did she want to be rich? Did she want to take revenge on men? After all, men will always dominate women and do what they want with them, unless women seize control. Permata listened.




    The swangi told her that the secret of controlling men was to make them fall in love with you. Love is the most powerful spell because it can leave a man or woman totally helpless, as Permata had been to her Swede. All a woman had to do was appeal to the secret desires which every man has but keeps hidden. She would then find men to be willing victims.




    First, the swangi explained, Permata had to enrapture them with her smile and her body, for which, it had to be said, she was ideally equipped. Tease them and beguile them with exotic promises; tell them what they want to hear; make them believe what they want to believe; feed their fantasies, most of all their sexual fantasies; yet still confuse them with contradictions so their mind won’t know where to turn. That is the way to overcome their natural instincts and whatever guardian angels they have.




    “I will show you how to get into mens heads and stay there, play with their minds, hypnotise them with your body, eyes and voice so they are mad with desire for you and will always be your slaves.”




    The swangi could see that Permata had a huge advantage in her sultry beauty. She could improve her figure; get her breasts a bit bigger lose some of the fat round her hips and tighten her vagina by judicious use of Jamu: herbal medicines and drugs that would drive the moisture out of her body. She also knew that Permata was very clever, that her English was excellent and that, of course, most white guys spoke English. Permata would be her star pupil. She would even give Permata the nice sounding name of ‘Mamik’ to replace her ordinary village name that had meant ‘precious stones’.




    For an entire week, the swangi contined her instruction and her remodelling of Permata into Mamik. This included the psychology of sex. “So far you have been acting like a woman, not a witch, and look where it’s got you.” The swangi told Permata. “You have to forget about love. Use sex as a weapon. Use your face and body to entice men and tantalise them. Hold out a promise of fulfilling their dreams. And once you’ve hooked them, play them like a fisherman with a rod and line plays a fish. Always be nice to them. But never give them anything. And leave them hanging on. Make them come back to you, not you to them. That’s the way to get right inside their minds. Make them always want you. Never forget you.”




    “Three little words in English must mean nothing to you but will mean everything to the men you meet. “I love you”. Use it to end every phone call and they will think you think like them. They will believe you are in love with them.”




    “Of course, sometimes you will need sex to keep yourself going. I certainly do. So, for that, choose someone different, only for the sex. Never mix pleasure with work. Always one guy for sex. But you want the other guys to fall totally in love with you. And you do that by withholding the one thing they want more than anything else in the world, which is to get their cock inside you.”




    “You’ll have fights with these guys,” the swangi went on. “That’s normal. You have to pretend it’s like a real girl and boy love affair. So you have to become a good actress. But soon it will become second nature to you, and you will even enjoy it. That’s why guys on holiday from the other side of the world are your best victims. You see them once or twice in Bali, then it’s all over the phone. They’re never there with you. They can’t keep coming to find you. They can’t hurt you. But they will send you money. Big money. Far more than a hooker earns. You can be sure of that.”




    “Older married guys, aged forty to fifty are best. Something happens to them round about that age. They’ve probably been married for twenty to twenty five years. Their kids have grown up. Their wives have lost their figures. Sex has lost its sparkle. They’re starting to worry about growing old. So they’re suckers for a teenage girl who plays to their ego, makes them feel young, revitalises them.”




    “Then there will be the big prize and you will have to make a decision. You might quite like a guy who is one of your victims. So you might choose to enjoy the sex with him, pretend to fall in love with him, pretend it’s the real thing, but all the time make sure you stay in control. Because your mission is not to fall in love with him. It’s to get as much of his money as you can. For you. For me. And for your family.”




    Finally the swangi warned Permata of the price of taking that path as ‘Mamik’. Because once she went the way of a swangi, of feeding from men’s souls and sucking their lives away, there was one thing she could never have. She could never achieve happiness. Could never ever again enjoy the helpless ecstasy of being in love. And she could never be saved, even if she wanted to love a guy who loved her. The swangi spirits would see to that.




    “The one and only kind of guy you can go for is a guy just like you. A guy who lives on his wits. A conman. A pimp. A guy who lives on his wits. Then you might just meet your match. But you’ll never be totally happy because you can never completely trust each other.”




    Despite this, Permata was determined. She could see no other way, so the swangi chose the evil spirits that she, as Mamik, would carry with her for the rest of her life and keep her to the life of a swangi.




    Every spirit was of a person or animal that had not died naturally.




    One was of an ancient ancestor cruelly murdered by the Dutch and forever seeking revenge.




    One was of a wolf and one of a monkey, to give her extra cunning.




    However, the strongest, most powerful spirit Mamik was to carry with her was of a young girl unwillingly sold into prostitution in Surabaya by a family crippled by debt. The girl’s virginity had been auctioned off in a brothel, then ripped out of her by a huge white bastard who simply laughed at her cries and her tears. She didn’t last long in the brothel because she was always crying, never sweet and submissive enough for the customers. So eventually the mamasan sold her to a gang of sailors who filled her with drugs and raped her unmercifully, one after the other for seven hours until she died, then left her ruined body in a stinking drain. By the time the dead girl’s soul took possession of Mamik she would have been 38 years old. Sometimes she would take over Mamik so strongly, that Mamik actually became her and looked how she would have looked at 38 years old. From that day onwards Permata would be Mamik and could never escape from the soul of the tortured girl.


  




  

    Chapter 1: Bad Girl




    Mamik wasn’t wearing the short, black ‘Bad Girl’ label skirt the first time I saw her. Yoka was. With a frilly blouse and flip-flops on her feet Yoka was tiny and skinny enough to appeal to a paedophile, though I later found out she was twenty. Mamik was the opposite: much taller, slim, with a real figure; face hidden behind sunglasses, tarty pink lipstick, faded flared jeans, leopard skin wedge sandals, toe-ring and the outline of a mobile phone in her back pocket. She’s the one this story is about. But I’ll get back to her later.




    It was Summer, 2000 and my wife Lien and I had left it until July to start thinking about a holiday. Not surprisingly, there hadn’t been much left in Europe apart from a fortnight on Formentera for £750 each, half board. But three grand for us and the two kids plus spending money was a lot of womba, so we knocked it on the head.




    We knew we had to have a holiday. Well, I did. I’d been working seven days a week most weeks on my readers advice column in an upmarket broadsheet and on my website. Trouble was I’d become so popular the mail was killing me, and our love life had as much action as a game of cricket. Something needed to be done. So, with Lien’s airline staff discounts in mind, the grim thought of standing-by for sixteen hours flying time was overtaken by the money we’d save.




    At first we’d had a block against Bali. We’d all been there in 1998 and 1999. Our kids had stopped over twice on other trips visiting the family in Ambon. We’d done all there was to do and been put off by the increasing sleaziness. So we started thinking about Malaysia and Thailand. Bought the Rough Guides and the Lonely Planets. Didn’t fancy the ‘no swim’ sea in Penang or the chance of rain in Phuket in August. Bali, on the other hand, always got its best weather at that time of year.




    There was something else in Bali’s favour: Lien’s father, mother, bothers and sisters were all Dutch East Indian refugees, shipped to Holland after Indonesian Independence when the Moluccas were made a reluctant province of Java. They called it ‘Javanesia’. I’d met Lien in Spain the year a group of Dutch Moluccan kids famously hijacked a train in protest at the treatment of their people and killed one of the passengers. Yet, despite that, or because of it, Indonesia become more relaxed and Moluccans living in Holland began making regular journeys home. Lien’s father even had a house built on a plot of land he still owned on Ambon. But Christian Republic Makulu Selatan activists seeking freedom for their islands remained a thorn in the side of the Muslim Javanese especially after they lost East Timor. So more Muslims were transmigrated to the Moluccas, Laskar Jihad holy warriors from Saudi Arabia were allowed access, and the inevitable trouble broke out in January 1999. In July that year, as a reprisal for a Christian raid on a Muslim arms dump, Lien’s cousin, Daniel was shot dead by Laskar Jihad inside Lien’s father’s house. Now Daniel’s grieving wife, daughter, son, daughter in law and grandson had escaped from the violence to find refuge in Bali. So, we reasoned, with cheap standby tickets for the asking, a villa for £160 a week, a friend who could get us a cut-price family room in a four-star hotel, and 12,500 rupiah to £1, we could have a holiday there for less than anywhere else in the world and do our bit for the grieving family.




    A couple of weeks later, my twelve year old daughter Jini and I got standby jump seats on the London to KL flight and we were off. Don’t get visions of us crouched on fold-down perches for thirteen hours. These ‘jump seats’ were really crew seats in Business Class with extra legroom where the flying crew could take a break. Jini even got to go forward for a chat with the captain in the cockpit, but came back distinctly unimpressed. “Just a lot of old dials and switches,” she declared. “And he kept asking me all kinds of questions.”




    Twelve hours after take-off and seven hours ahead of GMT, we arrived in KL but our luggage didn’t, which is normal when you’re last on the plane. So we booked ourselves into the airport Pan Pacific Hotel for the night in the hope that Lien, my son Joe and our luggage would all be on the morning arrival.




    Next day Jini and I had no idea if Lien and Joe had got onto the later plane. But we were let through to the baggage hall to look for our luggage. The first passenger to arrive was a tall, tanned, businesswoman. I asked to make sure she’d been on the flight, then used my mobile phone to try and call Lien on hers. But Lien’s was switched off, so I still had no way of knowing if she and Joe had made it. Over the next forty-five minutes the rest of the 747’s 435 passengers came through and grabbed their bags from the carousel. The people with missing bags had the usual arguments and got sent to the lost luggage office. Fortunately, ours tumbled out onto the conveyor, and so did Lien’s and Joe’s, which meant they had to have been on the plane. Yet still no Lien or Joe. And our connection to Bali was leaving in an hour. I tried Lien’s mobile again. Still switched off. There was no one left in the hall apart from Jini and me. We were just about to give up when they finally emerged. “Where have you been?” I asked. “Freshening my face,” she replied, matter of factly, completely unconcerned at my concern. “Why didn’t you switch on your phone?” “Didn’t think of it.” That’s how it was with Lien. Never got rattled. Everything skin of her teeth.




    Of course, we all got on the Bali flight, luggage too. As the relief coursed through me I was asked to help fill in the immigration cards for a group of Saudis, not realising they could have been on their way to join the same Laskar Jihad holy warriors who had killed Lien’s cousin. Then the right-hand engine of the Airbus started clonking while we were still on the tarmac and the plane headed back to the stand. They plugged in an auxiliary air-conditioning system to keep us cool. After another hour or so, told us, “sorry, folks. We can’t fix the engine so we’re going to have to put you on a different plane.”




    On the way we flew over Gunung Bromo and the volcanoes of Eastern Java. It’s a spectacular sight, because they seem to rise almost high enough to meet the plane. They seem peaceful enough, and the landscape around them is covered in verdant green jungle. But they’re bang on top of fault-lines venting the bowels of the earth. It made me wonder how people could live down there on top of all that awesome, simmering destructive power.




    Once, volcanic ash from Gunung Bromo got into the engines of a British Airways 747 and almost downed it. But our replacement Boeing eventually got to to Bali until late that afternoon, by which time Jini and I had been travelling for something like thirty-five hours. We had so much luggage between the four of us we ordered a limo, which turned out to be nothing more than an old Volvo 740 with a smaller boot than the average Bluebird taxi so we still had to carry stuff on our knees. But the villa itself more than made up for it. Marble floors, two bathrooms, TV, water cooler, guard patrols and its own small open-air swimming pool. Minor disadvantage of being perched on a hilltop nowhere near anywhere. But no problem. We were all there, together, on holiday. That night we flaked.




    Next morning I was up at crack of dawn sussing out the territory. If I haven’t got a hire car or motorbike, this means a walk. And that morning’s walk took me all the way down the steep hill, about two kilometres, to the nearest supermarket. From the road, despite a slightly cloudy sky there was a good view across to Pantai Benoa and the harbour. In the supermarket, the hero of the day duly bought eggs, milk, sachets of coffee, bread and all the other stuff you think you need first morning on a self-catering holiday, and lugged it back up the hill.




    I made my heroic breakfast, everyone ate, and we decided to chill for the day. Ambre Solaire was applied and paperbacks opened. I finished Martin Cruz Smith’s ‘Havana Bay’ and started ‘Starstruck’ by A.A. Gill of all people. Next to a massage, there are few things as relaxing as reading a mildly sexy paperback while you’re floating in a swimming pool under a tropical sun. In the evening we found a Chinese restaurant called the Green Garden and ate cumi-cumi (cuttlefish) sate. Our friend from the hotel then hauled us off to a clifftop rave party at Nyang Nyang until around three in the morning. And when we finally got to bed Lien and I made the best love we’d made for years.




    No, not just the best love. It was better than that. It was the closest to perfect I could remember. Tender. Loving. Slow. Natural. She came just before I did. And we had another ten nights to look forward to. This was paradise. I was in holiday heaven. What more could I possibly want?




    On Saturday, the family from Ambon arrived. All five of them, plus an aunt and two cousins from Denpasar. And, because it seemed selfish to Lien to pack everyone else into the two other bedrooms, she decided that our daughter Jini could sleep between us.




    With my sensational new sex life on hold, I concentrated on our guests. Hiked down to the supermarket for supplies. Mass-produced omelettes for lunch on the gas ring in an out-house. Did everything I could to make them feel at home.




    The little boy of the refugee family was called Paulie and I tried to get him into the swimming pool. “No, taku, taku,” he cried, which means “frightened”. Turned out he was not only shell-shocked by the horrors in Ambon, he was also scared of the water. This was the first swimming pool he’d ever seen. For the last year and a half he’d hardly been out of his grandfather’s house in Kota Ambon. He’d had to stay indoors most of the time because of all the bombs and gunfire outside. By Summer 2000, the city had been two-thirds levelled. The destruction there was far greater than Dili in East Timor, mainly because there was so much more of Ambon City to destroy. The Japs and the Allies had wiped it out in World War II. Now the fake holy war between Christians and Laskar Jihad had flattened the place again. It was impossible not to feel some of what the family was going through.




    Next day was Sunday and cloudy, but we’d hired a Kijang and driver for an excursion to Amed on the North coast where you get good snorkelling straight from the beach. A minor disadvantage is the slow, sweaty three hour drive from South Bali. Inevitably we got shaken down by cops for money and cigarettes en route, but we arrived there okay, by now ten of us including our driver, and I managed to do a bit of snorkelling. But no one else would come into the water. All the others had spent a bumpy, tedious three hour journey in a Kijang utility just to sit around in the shade of a beachfront café. Yet when we eventually got back to the villa, long after nightfall, every last one of them jumped into the pool.




    I didn’t understand that because I couldn’t understand their grief. I’d tried to get these people to do what I wanted to do and they’d acceded only out of politeness. I didn’t know them, but my wife and kids did. My son and daughter had taken it really hard when they found out that Daniel who they’d twice stayed with in Ambon, and who had been their father figure there, had been shot dead by an enraged Muslim. Lien and both kids felt a collective responsibility to give the family a good time and help them forget the horrors of the past year. But all that genuine honesty and love was shutting me out. Now Joe and Jini were working hard on rehabilitating Paulie, making a game of letting him push them into the swimming pool. My Indonesian was terrible and none of the family spoke any English. I tried to remain the happy host, cooking breakfast for all ten of us, but I felt like an outsider and couldn’t handle it all day long.




    So when the sky clouded over on Monday I decided to visit my old haunt on the beach at Seminyak. I took a Bluebird taxi to the Hotel Jayakarta, walked down the familiar alleyway to the beach, and, to my amazement, found not just Agung the deck-chair guy and his wife Kolmn, but last year’s Aussie beach buddy Charlie looking exactly the same sitting in the shade of the tree with a bottle of Bintang in his hand.




    I had a Bintang with him. And another. And while we rapped I couldn’t help noticing a couple of girls sitting on a crude wooden bench under the tree between Agung’s pitch and the road.




    One of them looked real hard-assed in her faded blue flared jeans, leopard skin wedge sandals, toe ring, pale pink lipstick and sunglasses with the outline of a mobile phone in her back pocket. Nice figure, though, but no face to put to it behind the sunglasses. She seemed to be in charge of the other girl, who was pretty, small and skinny and dressed like a thirteen year old in a frilly kid’s blouse, short black ‘Bad Girl’ label skirt and simple flip-flops. I mentioned them to Charlie, who much preferred the hard-assed chick. “Got a bit of meat on her,” were his exact words. When one of the toenail clipping girls I’ve known for years came over to chat, I asked her what the two girls were doing there. “I dunno,” she replied with a suggestive grin and a shrug. One of the rules of the beach people was they never bad-mouthed anyone. Then the two girls got up and blatantly paraded themselves on the beach holding hands. Without knowing where the idea came from I suddenly decided, I had to get a snapshot of this. So, without thinking, I grabbed my pocket camera, caught up with the two girls and asked if I could take their photo.




    Anywhere else in the world, even elsewhere in Bali this would have met with a vicious rebuff, and that’s if I was lucky. But not here today. No sweat. Absolutely fine. All smiles and friendliness as if it was perfectly normal. They even posed in a manner that could have been either totally innocent or highly provocative.




    When they came back to the bench, a lot of thoughts were going through my head, one of which was would I have the nerve to get their mobile phone number? Try and match-make the little girl with my sixteen year old son, Joe.




    Seemed I did have the bottle. They told me their names were Yoka and Mamik. Yoka wrote down both in my notebook, Mamik on top because Mamik owned the phone. I noticed her legs were shaved, so she wasn’t nearly as young as she first appeared to be, but she had a very pretty face and mouth. Though I was intrigued, even fascinated, I didn’t I think fancied her at all. I asked the girls where they came from. Got a very direct, “Java, Rambipuji,” from Mamik. She spoke in the same bored mechanical monotone as Barbara, a beautiful but druggy hooker I once met in Paris on a drunken night out. “Hello-my-name-is-Barbera-I’ll-have-champagne-thank-you.” Except that Mamik was openly giving personal information: her name, where she came from, her phone number, and all to a complete stranger. She asked me my name. Thinking, “careful, this is dangerous, don’t get involved,” I gave them my by-line name, ‘Tom’. Mamik turned that into a joke. “Hey, Tommy,” she said, mockingly. “No, not Tommy,” I said, “Tom.” And then I left them to go have another beer with Charlie.




    The afternoon wore on. A Western bloke with long, floppy hair came to talk to the girls in Indonesian. Mamik responded well to him and they rapped. Looking at her crouching on the ground in front of him, her T-shirt riding up and her jeans riding down to expose dark blue knickers, I felt a mild tinge of jealousy before telling myself don’t be ridiculous. Charlie chuckled and informed me he’d been talking to a guy who’d done business with some local girls. He’d been quoted 200,000 rupiah for ‘gig-gig’ or 500,000 for the whole night, but everything was negotiable. The guy had apparently been delighted at how tight the girl was.




    Before I left, I signalled to the girls I would call. Then I strolled back along the beach to find out what the walk was like to the Bintang Bali Hotel in Tuban, six kilometres south, where we’d be staying from Tuesday onwards. I got accosted every 500 metres. Every sleaseball pimp on the beach had something to offer me. “Hash, boss? Marijuana? You want girl, boss? Young Balinese girl? You want boy?” When the next pimp offered me “Young Balinese girl,” I replied, “Got one.” But when I told Joe about Yoka he looked at me like I’d crawled out from under a stone.




    Next morning, I got to the supermarket early, before the pretty cashier, and was served by the security man. I spotted some condoms in a glass show-cabinet and, with no one else to embarrass but myself, I bought a pack as insurance.




    Since we were due to move on to the Bintang Bali Hotel that day I offered to hire the villa and pool for the relatives to live in for another week, but they refused. Instead, they clung like baby monkeys to my wife and kids, visiting Lien, Joe and Jini at the hotel almost continuously. Whenever I got back to our so-called ‘family room’, it was bursting at the seams with Lien’s family. I occupied myself sunbathing, chatting to other tourists who spoke English, French or Spanish, flirting with a skinny South Korean girl who got me to take her photo but who couldn’t speak a word of any language I spoke, and all the usual other stuff including the ritual changing of at least £100 into Rupiahs every morning.




    I also got into walking the six kilometres along the beach to Agung’s place, hanging out with Charlie and a surfer called Dick, chatting to Debi, Sera, Linda, Ola, Nymn, Ani and the other toenail clipping, hair-braiding, fruit selling, massage girls, vaguely hoping I’d run into Yoka and Mamik but never taking the big step of phoning them.




    Then, one day, a Balinese public holiday, I was on my way to Agung’s in the late afternoon when I spotted the back of a girl with nice legs playing beach ping pong. Not blessed with 20:20 vision, I veered off my path slightly so I could turn to get an eyeful once I passed her. I gave it half a dozen paces, then looked over my shoulder to clock her face.




    She was truly, staggeringly beautiful. I couldn’t have imagined a more perfect dream girl. “Allo, Tom,” she said, with a smile. “Ow are you?” I got that feeling you get only once or twice in a lifetime that something big was about to happen.


  




  

    Chapter 2: Beach Bait




    I stopped, turned round and approached the girl. “Good,” I said, part puzzled, part delighted, and trembling inside with nervous anticipation. “But who are you?”




    “I’m Mamik, don’t you recognize me?” she smiled. It was a wonderful smile. Without the sunglasses hiding it her face was lovely. And the rest of her athletic brown body looked fantastic. “Why you don’t phone me?” she remonstrated. I was dumbstruck and already enchanted by her as she introduced me to the guy she was playing ping pong with.




    “This Ashik,” she said as I shook hands with a tall, deferential lad. “This where he works.” And she pointed to some surf and boogie boards and various other bits and pieces for hire propped up against some bushes. My knees were weakening and the pit of my stomach was frozen, but she was putting me at ease so I managed to ask Ashik, “Can I rent a pair of deckchairs from you?” He flashed a smile and ran off to get them.




    “Where’s Yoka,” I asked Mamik. “Oh she don’t like beach, don’t like swim, don’t like sport, don’t like sun,” the girl replied. I noticed her lips looked much nicer in their natural colour than they had covered with pink lipstick. And she could play games with her top lip, using it to express pleasure, displeasure, or even contempt in the case of Yoka’s allergy to the sun.




    Ashik brought the deck chairs and we sat down facing each other. I spotted that Mamik’s legs were quite badly bruised. “How’d you do that?” I asked, as if I’d known her for years. It was all happening very naturally.




    “Oh, on wakeboard at Nusa Dua, Pantai Benoa,” she replied. “I LOVE jet ski and wakeboard. Maybe you come with me tomorrow?”




    That’s a bit quick, I thought. But my brain ticked over and I figured chance of a lifetime, why not? Lien and the kids were surrounded by family and didn’t seem the least bit bothered what I did, so I could easily concoct a story about meeting a bunch of guys and girls and going off jet skiing with them. I only had to hope the whole family wouldn’t want to come, because Joe had once been jet skiing at Pantai Benoa and he liked it too.




    “Yeah, okay, great,” I replied, all nervousness gone and replaced by a desire to make love to her there and then. She made it all seem so easy. “So where you stay?” she asked, and I told her. “Oh, Bintang Bali,” she replied in mock awe. “Very expensive. You must be VERY rich.”




    I tried to disillusion her on that score by saying we knew someone who worked for the hotel. Sharp as a razor she asked, “How much your room?” I told her the dollar day rate and she did a mental calculation. “You know that pay for my cheap room for nearly six weeks. I only pay hundred thousand a week.”




    We just fell into conversation in almost exactly the same way as I had with Efye, a rich 17 year old Indo girl, who came and sat at my feet on the same beach last year before her parents had spirited her away. A pack of dogs ran past and a tiny fluffy mongrel peeled off and began licking Mamik’s ankles. “This MY dog,” she announced. “I call him Johnny.” Getting bored and spotting a new game amongst the pack, Johnny ran off to join his pals.




    “So what you doing here?” I asked, thinking she can’t be a hooker, it just doesn’t fit with the way she is. I got a very brief hard look back from her before she smiled and said, “Holidays. Even we Javanese can take holidays.” And, of course, I swallowed it whole. We started asking each other about where we came from, our families, that kind of stuff. Then a flicker of the hard look returned. “Where’s your wyyfe now,” she asked. “Why you not with your wyyfe and your kids?”




    I explained the situation, warily because she was a Javanese and, strictly speaking, the enemy. “So they all gone out today and tonight?” she asked, moving things forward at around 120 miles an hour. “Yeah,” I replied, well and truly caught up in the slipstream. “So you gonna take me for dinner tonight?” she asked.




    I couldn’t believe it, but of course the only answer was yes. “Have to be somewhere that doesn’t mind beach clothes,” I said. Then I thought of Warung Kopi on Jalan Seminyak, which was quiet and did an excellent Indian fish curry. “Yah, I like Warung Kopi,” Mamik replied excitedly. “Nice and quiet.” My head was spinning.




    Johnny returned, soaking wet and shook himself over both of us. Mamik yelled at him and he ran off back to investigate a pair of mismatched dogs who seemed to have found something buried in the sand.




    We carried on talking and I got her life story. Her mother and father were divorced. Her father had gone off with another woman before Mamik was born and her mother had remarried. “I don’t like my mother,” she said. “She no love me.”




    She told me how she had gone to live with her Oma (grandmother) in Malang where she where she ran and cycled in the parks, keeping herself fit and brown when she wasn’t studying at school. Then, at the age of fifteen, her father and mother had arranged for her to be betrothed to a village boy, completely against her wishes. But she’d gone along with it because they gave her no choice and had grown to love the boy. Three months before her seventeenth birthday, her “engaged” as she called him got her best friend pregnant, so that marked the end of the marriage plans. Mamik had been so devastated, she cut off her waist-length hair and locked herself in her room for two weeks.




    After that, she ran away to Bali where she met a young Swedish guy called Bjorn, and fell totally in love with him. “He took my virginity,” she told me, her top lips curling deliciously around the word. But he was young, just a student, and on a backpacking holiday. He couldn’t afford to bring her to Sweden and look after her. So they’d parted with tears. “I still love that guy,” she said wistfully. “But now he’s married to a Swedish girl.”




    The sun started going down. Yoka turned up on cue, pale as Dracula. “You mind if Yoka come with us?” Mamik asked. It was going to limit the conversation, but things needed slowing down anyway, so I said, “Of course, you’ll be welcome.”




    We got there circuitously, via Benny’s beach bar where Mamik seemed to know quite a few of the guys, but they were all friendly rather than leery or nasty, so fine. No problem at all. Then I had to hang around while she went to her cheap room in a back alleyway to change out of her beach clothes and into jeans. She left the dog with a neighbour. I bought a shirt printed with little lizards from a shop on Jalan Seminyak and dumped my smelly beach shirt in my bag. In the restaurant the waitress recognized me, but couldn’t or rather could figure out what I was doing there with Mamik and Yoka so wasn’t as friendly as she had been with my family. I knew exactly what I wanted to eat, but the girls pored over the menu excitedly, discussing it in their dialect for what seemed like twenty minutes. Finally, they decided. I ordered Indian fish curry, they ordered chicken and steak and I asked if they’d like some Hatton Rose.




    That caused much giggling between them. “We can’t dreenk wine,” Mamik announced in mock shock. “But we not good Muslims so we just have a little bit.” I ordered the wine and three glasses. The conversation became more giggly and all over the place after that and I began to wonder what I was getting myself into. But we enjoyed the food. We each dug into each others plates for tasters, laughing as the wine loosened us up. Eventually I looked at my watch. “Oh, you need to go home to your family?” Mamik asked, with mock concern. “Soon,” I replied. “Okay, you take us home first,” she instructed. Something stirred, not quite sure what she meant, but she knew. She wanted to tantalise me and get me more than interested, then shake hands politely at the entrance of the back alley of cheap rooms where they were staying and leave me confused. We made arrangements to meet on the beach at Pantai Benoa at 12.00 midday next day and I waved them goodbye.




    “Well if they are hookers, that’s a nice way to play the game,” I thought as I hailed a Bluebird cab and headed off into Kuta’s nightmare warren of one-way streets that separates Legian from Tuban and my hotel. I was both shaken and stirred. There had been moments of boredom and irritation when the two girls giggled together in dialect. But I could feel something happening with Mamik.




    Back at the hotel, my family’s family had left, the kids were watching Australian TV and I was merely asked where I’d eaten, which was easy to answer. There wasn’t any need to mention my plans for the next day, so I didn’t. In the middle of the night, I woke from my dreams and made love to Lien imagining she was Mamik. She didn’t come, but I did, so explosively the aftershock left me stunned.




    Next day, the sand at Pantai Benoa was white hot. I didn’t have to wait long for the girls who arrived on a rented motorbike, Mamik in front. “Yoka too small to drive motorbike or jet ski,” she told me. Yoka had brought a book and found a patch of shade where she settled with a coke while Mamik and I sat in the sun. She wanted to eat again, but I didn’t. “We like to eat small three, four times a day,” she told me. “It’s good for you.” But I’d filled up on the hotel buffet breakfast which always carried me through until the evening. So Mamik and Yoka sipped some kind of noodle soup with meatballs while I toyed with a bottle of iced tea and another of water. I’d learned long ago that you don’t start hitting the beers at lunchtime at this stage in a relationship.




    Eventually it clouded over slightly, taking some of the heat away. “Come on,” said Mamik, slipping off her T shirt and jeans to reveal a bikini-clad, slim brown body, surprisingly full breasts, flat stomach, long back, perfect bum and relatively short but nice legs. I shed my batik shirt and followed her to the guy who had the wet-bikes for hire.




    She’d done it before dozens of times and I was a wet-bike virgin. So all I could do was try and follow in her wake, aping her movements as the thing bucked and bounced through the waves. As she’d sold it to me, it was thrill a second stuff, made even more exciting by chasing the girl I was rapidly falling in love with.




    “You ever been to Lembongan Island?” I asked her, as we sat on the beach and recovered. “No, I heard it’s very nice but I never went there,” she replied. I knew the place and I’d seen some brochures in the jet-ski shop. “You want to go there tomorrow. Go snorkelling then stay overnight?” I asked, trying desperately to keep my voice level and calm. Her eyes briefly gave me a hard and wary look before she looked at the ground and coyly asked, “What, stay overnight, with you?”




    “Yeah,” I almost choked. She looked me straight in the eye. “But you married,” she challenged with mock shock. I exaggerated a stare up and down the beach, “Do you see my wife anywhere?” “You don’t like your wyyfe?” she replied, and my answer to that was, “She won’t go anywhere I want to go. Won’t do anything I want to do. She goes her way. I go my way.”




    It was enough. “Okay,” Mamik replied. “I go with you.”




    We got the jet-ski guy to book it for us. We’d take the Island Explorer ‘Funship’ for the outward leg on Saturday, first thing in the morning, which would mean an early start. I’d have to go and cash some travellers cheques that night. We’d get most of a day’s snorkelling or anything else we wanted to do and stay at Coconuts Beach Resort. We’d have most of the next day doing the same thing, Then come back Sunday afternoon on the ‘Superfast’ Quick Cat. It was going to cost me around $200 but that was peanuts compared to the pleasures I hoped would be in store.




    Time came to part. I was stuck with having to go on a family visit that night which definitely wasn’t what I wanted to do, nor what Mamik wanted either. The hard look came briefly back into her eyes, she looked at the ground then said coyly. “Can you give us some money for food tonight? We got to eat and I got to pay rent for the motorbike.” I gave her 200,000 rupiah, which was enough to feed her and Yoka for a month, never mind that night. I think it was well judged, because her eyes neither brightened with glee, nor did she complain it wasn’t enough. We made arrangements for me to pick her up at her alleyway the next morning in a taxi. Yoka was sulking, so I gave her an extra 100,000 to go shopping next day. My taxi came and I waved them goodbye, feeling a strange mix of confidence and unease.




    I got back to the hotel, gave Lien the news that I’d met a bunch of people and we were going to Lembongan to snorkel the next day, then went to change some money. After that we had to take a taxi to Lien’s aunt’s house in Denpasar to celebrate a cousin’s birthday. So I did my husband and father thing and has a nice chat with a girl guest from Medan who spoke quite good English and had a bit of a twinkle in her eye. We left at about eleven and wound up back at the hotel at midnight.




    I somehow kept myself calm and even managed a bit of dreamy lovemaking with Lien before morning. Then I got my gear together for my snorkelling awayday and took a cab to Mamik’s.




    She was ready and waiting, stamping her feet up and down nervously and looking extra good in a sarong and T shirt. “I got shorts on underneath,” she whispered. “But need to look respectable on the street.” She didn’t have much with her. Just a small sack. “You got enough?” I asked. “Sure,” she replied. Got extra sarong, bikini, toothbrush, what else do I need?” I thanked my lucky stars I’d brought the condoms.




    Though we got a few curious stares from the crew and some of the Australians, the Funship was fun. The sky was clear blue and we sat in stern, sipping soft drinks, watching out for dolphins, soaking up the sun. Mamik repeated her life story with a bit more detail. She told me she still loved both her “engaged” and the Swedish guy. But they had changed her attitude towards men. She didn’t say any more and didn’t need to. It was the second time she’d told me the same story and I was getting the message. “All I really want is someone to love me and care for me,” she said wistfully. “But I don’t think I’ll ever find him.”




    “Meantime,” she looked at me cheekily, “you have to do.”




    When we got to Lembongan we left our bags and valuables in the Funship’s bridge and joined the others in the turquoise waters snorkelling the reef. Mamik was an excellent swimmer, with a smooth, self-assured stroke. I had a hard time keeping up with her as we paddled right out across the reef, eventually finding ourselves in a school of baby barracuda, their silver bodies glistening just below the surface. We got back to the Funship took some bread to feed and attract the other fish, and stayed in the water for around two hours before a barbecue lunch on the boat.




    After that it was time to part company with the others who were taken on a tour of Jungutbatu, the island’s second village, while we were ferried to Coconut Bay and the cliff path to Coconuts resort.




    I handed over my passport and there was only a slightly raised eyebrow. One of the guys showed us to our bungalow which was circular and simply furnished with a concrete bed but, thankfully, a properly sprung mattress. As soon as he was gone Mamik fell into my arms and we threw off our few clothes.




    Her body was even lovelier than I had dreamed it would be. Her breasts hung slightly, but were full and luscious. Her stomach was flat, yet soft. She had a small birth mark between her left hip and her pubic hair, which was straight and soft like some Chinese. She was the most desirable, adorable woman I’d ever seen.




    We kissed and climbed onto the bed. I wasn’t stiff yet but was getting there rapidly. Our tongues mingled and I began to brush her skin gently with the tips of my fingers, first her inner arms, then her breasts, feeling the tiny subcutaneous twitches and her breathing change as I found the nerve endings. I lightly dry kissed her stomach and the muscles tensed as I moved further down and felt her shudder. Then she pulled my head up to her breasts and I teased her left nipple while I rolled the right one between my fingers. She began to moan. I kissed her soft lips again still gently playing with her nipple.




    She wriggled under me, opened her legs, guided me inside and kissed me fiercely. Though she was wet I didn’t slip in straight away because I’d got big and she was very tight. But gradually I inched my way in to that glorious honey pot, then writhed on top of her, kissing and squeezing her nipples, kissing her lovely mouth, cupping her perfect bum with my hands and holding her to me. This was different from anything I’d ever experienced before. I felt I was climbing into her soul and her into mine. I closed her legs and pulled slow backward strokes as she wriggled and writhed underneath, thinking of her life story, feeling it must have been destiny that brought us together. Then I rolled her over, lifting her right leg and pushed back inside from behind.




    I moved a hand underneath her hip to get more movement and spread her buttocks, then thrust long and hard kissing her back, fondling her nipples, as she pushed her bum back at me, then turned her slightly so I could kiss and nibble her breasts. She liked that a lot. I lifted her on top, her back still to me as I hit the spot, bending slightly inside her. Then she turned round to face me and take control. I held her under her arms, suspending her hips from mine as she moved up and down using her muscles to squeeze, pull and release me, then let her into a crouch so I could kiss her on the mouth and lick her nipples. She rose and fell, her eyes seemed to roll and she began to come big time, so I turned her back over, lifted her right leg up past my shoulder and massaged her clitoris with my fingers as I thrust hard and deep, making one person out of two, bodies and souls entwined in glorious passion. As she shuddered with the shockwaves, I too began to come.




    Afterwards I held her tightly, still caressing her body, kissing her softly, feeling a powerful desire to care for her and protect her as well as be with her and make love with her. On a rush of tender emotion I murmured, “I love you.”




    She opened her eyes. “Love me now,” she replied. “Not love me next week when you back in London with your wyyfe.”




    “I think I’m going to love you for ever,” I said. Then she kissed me and clung to me until we both dozed off.




    I woke up to find her looking at me, “You know. You’re really nice guy,” she announced, with a hint of surprise as well as pleasure in her voice. “You tell me nice things. Make me feel nice inside. Quite good lover. Make me think I might fall in love with you.”




    I smiled kissed her gently on the lips, thinking “quite good lover?” and said with a smile, “Well I’m already in love with you.” But my head was spinning and my throat was dry. The aircon was off, the ceiling fan was sluggish and we were both drenched in sweat. The aroma of our lovemaking was heady and wonderful, but we needed water before we de-hydrated badly and before we could go out and get it we both needed a shower. Only then did I realize I hadn’t used a condom.




    I pulled the packet out of my shorts pocket and showed it to Mamik with a shrug. She bit her bottom lip and said, “I know. I never did that before without. I don’t hope I’m gonna have baby now.” It wasn’t the time to tell her about my vasectomy.




    We showered together. HIV and whatever else I might have picked up flashed in and out of my mind without landing. She soaped my back, I soaped hers. We kissed and touched and some blood pumped back into my dick but neither of us were up for it again right then. “You want to swim again afterwards?” I asked her. She wrinkled her stub of a nose and twisted her top lip in the negative. “Maybe later. Now lie in sun, relax, talk some more. You tell me about your life.”




    So that’s what we did. Got some sun cream and towels and went out to the loungers by the pool. I told her about my work, places I’d been, kept it light. Then asked how long she’d been living in Bali. “Only since beginning of summer,” she replied. I asked her if she had a job in Bali. Suddenly her face changed and she was wary. “My mother give me money.” But she didn’t look me in the face as she said it, so I thought, don’t ruin the moment by asking the wrong kind of questions. She was with me now and to both of us that was all that mattered.




    We never got out snorkelling again. A German guy told us it was better in the morning anyway. Lot more fish to see in Mushroom Bay, called that because of the shape of the corals. We cooled off in the pool a couple of times and generally lazed around until the sun went down.




    Mamik was the first to get up and gave me a troubled look. “Come back to the room,” she asked. “I need to tell you something.” I knew what was coming.




    In the room, she put her arms around my neck in a loving rather than sexual way and kissed me tenderly on the tips. Then she drew back, sat on the edge of the bed and looked at the ground. “Tom, I’m gonna tell you some things make you think very bad of me. But if I don’t tell you now you gonna find out later and hate me even worse. I’m not a good girl, Tom.”




    I sat down on the bed next to her and put my arm around her. “Don’t worry about it, I kind of always knew, just didn’t want to spoil things for us.” She looked at me, her black oval eyes glistening with tears. “You don’t mind?” she asked, expressing surprise and hope at the same time.




    “Of course I mind,” I replied. “But I like you and want you and now I’m in love with you whatever you did before. Just don’t lie to me. Tell me anything you want to tell me. Anything you think I should know. But don’t lie to me.”




    “Okay,” she said. “I have sex with guys for money. In Indonesia you get job in a shop or a restaurant, make half a million rupiah a month if you’re lucky. Go with one nice rich guy, just one night, make half a million in one night.”




    “So that’s why you’ve got the hand phone?” I asked. “Yeah, give my number to guys who look all right, maybe they phone me, maybe they don’t. Sometimes I meet guys like Italians or Japanese, want to play all day long, go out, jetski, wakeboard, go snorkelling, eat on beach at Jimbaran at night, go to parties, be their girlfriend for a few days, maybe a week. Some nice fun guys. Others not.” She obviously didn’t want to talk about the others. Her face was flat and drained. She looked into my eyes, seeking to read my expression. Even though I’d anticipated what she’d told me, had always known in my heart of hearts, I was in a state of semi-shock and all thoughts of making love with her had evaporated. “So stupid of me,” she said. “To tell you now. I should have waited til tomorrow.”




    But I still had strong feelings for this lovely, remarkable girl. “No,” I said, kissing her on the forehead. “It was okay to tell me. In the back of my head I knew anyway and I’ll deal with it.”




    “What if I ask money from you?” She looked me straight in the face and even behind her tears there was a hardness in her eyes now. “If you want money, I’ll pay you,” I said. “I was going to give you money anyway, as a gift, like boyfriend to girlfriend, do it that way.” Her face changed to an expression of greedy expectation and she blurted, “How much you give me, boyfriend to girlfriend?” I told her one million and she nodded, “That’s okay.”




    Our negotiations complete, we started to get changed for dinner. The idea was to eat at Coconuts, then head off into Jungutbatu village for a cock-fight at eight o’clock. With my desire deflated, we behaved like a couple in a sexless marriage. She showered first, me afterwards. When I’d finished and dried myself I came out to ask her to put some aftersun cream on my back, and she wasn’t in the bungalow. But I could hear her voice speaking in English outside. I heard her say, “Yah, yah. Nice guy. Really nice. Tell her I see her tomorrow night………Yah, yah, no problem. Look after yourself…….see you…….bye.”




    Who the hell was that? Her pimp? She turned towards the open doorway of the bungalow, then nearly dropped her mobile phone as she found us face to face. “So it works here,” I said. “I didn’t think they would.” But mobiles work well across the sea and she was picking up from the mast at Sanur. Six months later, a Scottish girl on board a boat in distress in the Lombok Strait used her mobile to sent a text message to her boyfriend in Cornwall who then alerted the English coastguards who, via Australia, got through to the Indonesian navy which eventually rescued her. “Who was that?” I asked. “Dutch girlfriend,” she said, guardedly. “Also got mobile. We always speak English.” She paused briefly in thought. “Yoka left Voicemail message and I asked my friend to return it.” She smiled. “Yoka said she bought nice shoes in Denpasar with your money.”




    That broke the ice. We had dinner of barbecued White Snapper at Coconuts, then, in company with a bunch of Australians and Germans, walked the cliff path and negotiated the rubbish dump on the beach to Jungutbatu to get to the cockfight. It was hot, sweaty, smelly and surprisingly exciting. I backed the wrong cock and lost my 20,000 rupiah. “Ah, well,” I shrugged to Mamik. “Unlucky with cocks, lucky with cock.” She hit me playfully then kissed me on the cheek and whispered in my ear, “I make nice love with you tonight. You wait and see.”




    She was as good as her words.




    Next day for the first time in twenty years I woke up with a hard on next to a different woman from Lien. Mamik was still asleep, snoring softly. The aircon had cooled the room to a chilly 19 degrees and the sheet had slipped off her so, grateful for all she’d done for me the previous night, I resisted the temptation to kiss her lovely flesh, wake her and make love to her again and gently covered her up.




    Then I got up, did some stretching exercises, push ups, bends and stuff until I heard her mumbling, “What you doing? Come back to bed.”




    So I did. But we still managed to get out and do a couple of hours snorkelling, marvelling at the things we saw. Chasing multicoloured fish and rays and skin-diving quite deep together, maybe eight metres. Afterwards we flopped on the sunbeds to let the sun dry us. I lay on my side, surveying her wonderful body, its best bits hidden by a black bikini, but I knew it all now. “I got an idea,” I said. And hauled myself off to negotiate with the manager for an extra few undisturbed hours in our bungalow.




    “What idea?” Mamik asked when I returned. So I told her we could keep the room until four o’clock when we’d have to head for the hydrofoil to take us back to Benoa harbour. “Better be quick,” Mamik replied enthusiastically. “My tits are hurting. I think I going to get my period soon.”




    So we managed one more long lovemaking session. Tender at first, then passionate, then athletic and finally explosive. We lay panting, drenched in each other’s sweat, murmuring sweet words to each other, then dozed off for half an hour. Afterwards, we showered, got into our shorts, headed off for a late lunch and ate like horses. Eventually it was time to walk the cliff path to Coconut Bay and be ferried out to the Quick Cat.




    We held hands inside the bus-like cabin, lost in thought, both wondering what next? Mamik settled it. “Tom, I don’t think I see you again after today. I go back to Java tomorrow morning.”




    I felt like I’d been stabbed with a knife and stammered, “Why?”, knowing the reason all along. “You know why,” she said, the hint of a tears in her eyes. “I love you. You love me. But you have a wyyfe and kids and if you don’t go back to them now you go back later. Anyway my period started. You must have started it.”




    We worked out a way of getting her the million I’d promised her. I went back to the hotel, made an excuse to Lien that I needed to change some money urgently to repay a loan for the trip I’d just been on, then met Mamik at the money changer’s and gave her the money. We were on the street, so the only acceptable way to say goodbye was to shake hands. “You phone me,” I said. “Maybe”, she replied. Then she hailed a Bluebird taxi and was gone.
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