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 An Introduction of Sorts…

Mark, a Professor, had for thirty years visited and
researched the Philippines. Some several years ago he was told by a
colleague and friend of the phenomenon of ‘cyber-sex’, or
cam-modeling (ACM-ing—Asian/Adult Cam Models). In the initial
stages of exploring this he was struck by the evident economic
exploitation, particularly the piece-rate system of payment, more
so than the sexual/gender aspects, although they, too, were
important. Over the following years he researched various aspects
of this new cottage industry.

The piece-rate system of payment involves
being paid for each ‘piece’ or product that is made, or in the case
of ACMs, each private show they perform usually at $1 a minute,
rather than a salary based on the time they are at the work site.
While this could be a boon for such gurls and guys in the industry,
in that they at least have a job, and are what appears to be ‘self
employed’, the fact is that they have no control over how many
‘products’ they make (ie. the number of private shows they
perform). Nor do they have any control over the working conditions,
and that they have to pay up to 50% of their income to the site
owner in the USA and 25% to a local boss who commonly provides the
capital and space for the work. In effect, it is the workers in
this system who take the most risk and yet gain the least income.
But, nevertheless, they have some income, diba?

The sexual/gender aspects are many, not least
of which being that ACM-ing problematizes the notion of
prostitution, because this ‘sexual’ activity is mediated by
technology. While many gurls would rather work in other jobs, many
of them insisted that cam modeling was not prostitution, in that
they did not have to physically touch clients. Moreover,
they did not have—and were most likely to never get—the education
or qualifications to work in other reasonably paid employment.

Through his research in this area and his
years of other experience in the country, Mark began to realize
that these gurls, among many others, could not, and probably would
not, ever progress beyond their current station and economic
condition in life; indeed, it may even worsen.

The several stories herein illustrate that,
generally, without some form of external help and support, most of
the common people (tao) would remain largely as they are,
and have been for generations. This was not because they were
‘indolent’, as the Spanish and Americans were fond of regarding
them, or that they lacked talent, for, as will be seen, they could
be great innovators and performers; indeed, capturing the ACM
market illustrates their ability to adopt and adapt global
technology to their advantage.

No, the problem lies in structural
constraints, and this takes two forms: One, there is a lack of
opportunity and an insistence on formalized qualifications of such
inane proportions, so Mark thought, to hold back even a dream of
improvement. Without education, and money, they could not get
educated or wealthy. Catch-22.

The second aspect is also rather
tautological: because they are not encouraged, nor able to get a
good education—one imbibed with sound economic and philosophical
arguments, analytical ability and a broad world-view, vis-à-vis one
based on rote learning and patronage—they remain poor and
downtrodden; in this condition their immediate concern is to simply
survive, as many of the stories herein show, and hence they have a
very limited world-view. In short, their immediate aims are
short-term, and their attitudes and behaviours are orientated
toward that. One cannot blame them.

Perhaps therefore one also can not blame them
for not being able to see beyond such socio-economic myopia even
when they are given an opportunity; immediate survival, filial
piety and the family, patronage and materialist compensation for
their poverty are mentally and socially ingrained, without any
education or other input to counter what is to them intuitive—but
to others may seem absurd.

It was with this notion that Mark embarked on
providing one gurl, Annie, whom by chance he met on the ACM site,
AsianPlaymates, and with whom he fell in love, a gift for
life: a college education. But, given the foregoing, it should not
be surprising that she became somewhat similar to Eliza Doolittle
of George Bernard Shaw’s famous play, Pygmalion.

We see also in the behaviours and attitudes
of other girls, as well, whom Mark encountered in one way or
another, this kind of short-sighted view of the world and
opportunity provided to them in it.

Apart from these structural constraints, the
really sad thing about these characters is their blinkered vision
of the world and of themselves. Perhaps all of them had not the
wherewithal to see themselves as others might see them, and those
friends and family who did see them merely reinforced their already
existing perception of themselves. It was not merely an inability
to project themselves into some future situation; but because they
could not see themselves as others might see them, they could not
recognize an alternative, to both themselves and to their believed
destiny; they could not even dream of a difference.

For example, most of the girls that Mark
dealt with had low self esteem, they did not consider themselves
overly beautiful; yet, they did not realize that it was
because they were beautiful and had some talents that Mark,
and others, admired and desired them. Similarly, almost all the cam
gurls that Mark talked to on site, often in Filipino/Taglish, were
surprised that he could speak their language, without recognizing
their own ability to speak English.

While Filipino nationalists might advocate
and be proud of Tagalog as the preferred national language, cam
gurls and others saw no merit in the language other than as a form
of daily communication amongst their friends. They could not see
its values and literary richness; almost none had read much of
Rizal’s famous two novels except under ‘scholarly’ necessity and
protest. Similarly, few had any understanding of how Philippine
politics, lifestyle, economics, culture or a myriad of other things
(traffic, noise, roaming dogs, incompetent hotel staff and
managers, brown-outs, water quality, sickness, poverty….) could be
seen otherwise as it is.

As Wenico, a senior waiter, insightfully put
it: “Is this how foreigners see us? Is this what Filipinos do? I
had no idea these things happen….”

Thus, what is for Filipinos self-evident,
others may find strange, or even absurd.

We dare say the same axiom could apply to
Mark, and in so doing also raises the issue of who may be
exploiting who, and do either party see such activity as such?

That notwithstanding, to view this story as
about Mark Messenger would be to overlook the messages that
the girls’ narratives, and his narrative, articulate.

Enjoy, & see your self.
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 Chapter
One

Meeting Sexie_Annie

 


Sexie_Annie was sitting almost naked on her
bed, an old foam mattress slung on a floor of bamboo-slats in a
nipa hut, with several soft toys lining the wall. Dressed only in a
white bra that revealed her developed breasts and white
bikini-style panties, her face touched a little with cosmetics and
her lips with a dull red lipstick, she crouched in front of her
computer monitor in the dim light of a bare bulb and whatever
flashed on the screen. She seemed bored, having no clients for a
while, and unsmiling. It was 7pm.

Mark logged-in and texted in the comments
section, “Hi, hru?”—cyber-text for ‘how are you?’

“WB,” she replied, as a standard cyber
answer.

‘Welcome back’ because Mark had met
Sexie_Annie the previous night. He had been surfing this
site, AsianPlaymates, for several months, always hoping to
get more information for his research into cam modeling, or what
some erroneously call cybersex, and perhaps even a chance meeting
with a cam gurl in real and developing a relationship with her.

Sexie_Annie was her screen name, but
Mark quickly got to know her as Annie. She had been friendly the
previous night, although not very talkative, and like this night
she seemed bored; she had to be coaxed into giving a glimpse of a
smile. Mark didn’t think she was overly attractive compared to some
of the sex-pot dolls on the site, but she was cute and attractive
enough, and could look sexy. More importantly for Mark was
that she was quietly friendly and willing to talk.

“You busy?” Marked asked.

“No guests.”

“I see… So you want some company ?”

“It’s up to you.”

“You look bored.”

“No guests,” she simply repeated.

“You never smile….How come you never
smile?”

“Working. Nothing to smile about.” She
couldn’t understand why a foreigner would think she had something
to smile about.

“I bet I can make you smile.” She gave a hint
of a smile.

Mark kept her company for an hour, trying to
draw out snippets of her work and life, making a joke when
opportunity arose, she eventually relenting with a real but brief
smile.

At 8pm she abruptly said she had to have
dinner.

“Ok, so, I’ll visit tomorrow night, if you
want, if you want some company.”

“Ok,” is all she replied rather
indifferently.

But what Mark did not know the next night,
and every subsequent night for several weeks, was that Annie
quietly waited for Mark. She was glad to have some company when she
had no clients, for she was truly bored and lonely, and Mark had
seemed friendly and not abusive or denigrating of her. In fact,
within a short time she told him as much. Their relationship
on-line developed quickly; she was soon smiling and laughing, and
within a week or two calling him ‘hunni’ in reciprocation to Mark
using the term.

He had over this time learned of her age, her
living situation and family, her education, and how long she had
been a cam model.

Annalyn Valdez was barely 19, having
graduated from high school only a month before, in October. Her
family of four brothers and her two parents, living among the fish
ponds of Bulacan, were poor by any standard.

Ann, or Annie, Anna—as she was commonly and
affectionately known, for ‘Annalyn’ was used only when someone was
angry with her—stood at five-feet-two, with long black hair,
typical of many Pinays, that almost reached down to her small
buttocks. She was slim, to say the least, indeed perhaps too slim,
and her legs especially were tintin: skinny. Surprisingly,
her breasts were well formed on her small frame, and overall she
could be quite petite with a few added pounds.

While she considered herself ‘black’, as is
common in the provincia of the Philippines, she was what
foreigners might call and admire a nice bronze-brown; indeed, the
remainder of her family, and her neighbors, were much darker.

Ann had black-pearl eyes, roundish-almond in
shape, and a nose neither typically flared or wide, but with a hint
of Spanish in style and length. Her lips were thin and her smile
wide, showing even, white teeth, and a firm squared chin graciously
marked by a barely noticeable dimple, all set on a head that was a
little oval-shaped. She was indeed cute, indeed even
attractive.

But the most stunning feature of Ann, and one
that reflected much of her attitude and behaviour as a little
mischievous (makulit), was her ability to pull faces, all
the while keeping her youthful beauty. Ann had a natural ability to
distort her face in such subtle and not so subtle ways to present
happiness, sadness, fear, disgust, fun, coyness, disdain, dismay,
curiosity, laughter. She could pout her lips, puff her cheeks and
frown to appear ugly and horrified or angry, or purse her lips wide
and squint her eyes to make her look happy and naughty, or perhaps
even sexy. At other times she would open her eyes wide, pull her
upper lip down just a fraction, exposing her snorting nostrils to
present as disapproving. Ann had a thousand-and-one expressions,
she was a girl of many faces, all of which were very
photogenic.

She was mostly quiet and demure, except in
interactions with her family, when she could be as outspoken as the
rest of them and as loud as her mother, who tended to consistently
shout even though one might be right next to her.

She was the only daughter and middle child of
the family. Atoy, the youngest boy, tall and lanky, was 14, above
whom was a very handsome Jarrod at 16 years of age. Her elder
brothers were Gerald at age 20, and George 21 years old. All were
at school, except the eldest, who had recently graduated from
college and was looking for work, possibly abroad.

Every night at about the same time Mark and
Annie chatted on-line; she never asked him to take her private, and
he never offered, although Mark was tempted to see her naked. But
he felt something special about Annie, and thought he did not want
to jeopardize their growing feeling for one another by so easily
turning her into a sex object.

After a few weeks of chatting about what each
of them had done during the day, or family affairs and other small
talk, in which Mark did most of the talking and questioning, with
short single syllable answers from Annie, Mark began to explore
what Annie’s life plans were. At the moment she didn’t do much at
all; everything was centred around her family, most especially, and
her work, which was a means—and at times the sole means—of
supporting her brothers and parents. She started work about 4pm and
finished at 10pm or midnight, depending on the number of clients
she could attract. She slept in till late, then loitered about the
house and barrio, doing nothing in particular, occasionally
accompanying her mother to the markets 20 minutes away by
trike.

As usual Mark logged-on and clicked directly
to Annie’s room.

“Hi hunni, howz things?”

“I’m cold hunni,” she said. “It’s raining,
big rain and wind.”

“Oh, must be from that typhoon over the
Philippines, up north.”

“That’s why I want a house of stone hunni, so
we don’t get flood. Naku the roof leaking. Tatay trying to fix,”
she typed in her abbreviated English.

“I see…. Hunni, I been thinking, I’d like to
meet you in real….if you want.” Mark was being very gentle in his
suggestive request, for he knew most cam models don’t meet clients
in real.

“Where?” was her monosyllable but
nevertheless positive response.

“In your town, then we can go to a beach
resort for a few days.”

“What we do there?”

“Go to the beach, swim, eat, relax, whateva…
We can make love at night….” Here Mark tried to gauge how she felt
about a more intimate relationship.

“Ahahhhahaa” she wrote with a big smile and
giggle. “u cant because im not your girl friend or wife,” she
laughed.

“Its up to you. I told you I will be honest
with you… I wanna have a fun time on holiday with a nice girl, and
want to make love to her….if you have a problem with that, its ok.”
Mark had already told Annie that he was single and may be looking
for a girlfriend, or at least a travel companion.

“yeah i know, but im not a prostitute,” she
cried.

“I know yr not a prostitute hun… I never
thought of you like that.”

“but u want sex me with no status relation,”
meaning she and he had to love each other and be girl-boyfriend, in
the least, which Mark thought of as tautological.

“I just thought if we can have a nice holiday
together, we can be like bf/gf for a while…mmm... well I will come
back to the Philippines again this year, maybe for a longer
time.”

“Ok.” Mark wasn’t quite sure what Annie meant
by this monosyllable response, if she was simply acknowledging him
visiting the Philippines or something more intimate.

“I want to be friends also… You know, I can
go to a bar and get a puta, but I don't know her…I thought we could
be friends first here on this site, then go together...that's why I
ask you many questions, to know you as a person.”

“Oo,” which is the typical Filipino way of
saying ‘yes’. “….‪I want to give u a chance dear but not in
there…the beach resort…‪near in my place only?‬‬‬… ‎ ‪can
u?‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬”‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬

“Where?”

“Palladium hotel u stay and i come to u
there‬‬…in my town near my home.”

“Oh ok. And then, at the hotel? Then
what?‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬”

“knowing each other, make love
haha‬.”‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬

“How about Makati, in Manila?‬‬‬‎ ‪Bellagio
Hotel, you stay one night?‬‬‬ ‎ ‪We eat and go to some bars, enjoy
the night
life?‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬”‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬

“No !” she‬‬‬ says,
emphatically.‬‬‬

“Ok. I understand‬‬‬,‎ ‪but I am confused...
‬‬‎ ‪You don’t want to go to the resort and sex‬‬‬‎, ‪but you will
go to your town and
sex?‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬”‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬

“I need to know u lol‬‬‬.‎ ‪not easy to have
sex to
u‬‬‬.‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬”‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬

“Ok, ‎ ‪I don’t want sex with a girl if she’s
not ok with
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“I go eat.”

This sudden departure left Mark wondering;
but at least it seemed Annie was willing to meet him; what
would follow remained to be seen.

The following night they again chatted, as
the bad weather persisted and the roof continued to leak. Hence
much of the conversation was about the wind and rain, and pending
floods, and Annie’s burning ambition to have a house of stone.

Several weeks of chatting ensued, during
which time Mark gained Annie’s trust, vowing respect for her, her
culture and family, and offering if possible to help them within
his means, but first, of course, he had to meet her and the family.
By this time, also, each of them had started to fall in love.
Several times Annie had expressed her earnest desire for a house of
stone, as she phrased it, because as a younger girl she had been
terrified by the storms tearing at the flimsy nipa hut in which she
and her brothers slept.

On one night she broached the subject again,
extracting a promise from Mark that, if he wanted to be her
boyfriend, then he had to build her a house of stone. He teased her
that he would build her a castle and she would be his Princess. But
Mark, of course, had only promised to consider it once he had met
her. And so over the next few weeks they planned for a meeting in
real, and amidst much romantic and now even mild sexual cooing they
began to count down the number of days to Mark’s departure from
Melbourne, his arrival in Manila, and following within a day or two
his one-hour bus trip to Annie’s provincial town.

She planned to meet him at the Palladium
resort there, with her mother, spend some time with him, then maybe
after one or two days they would go to her house so, she said, he
would not have to pay for the hotel room. But it was uncertain
until they finally met if Annie would stay the night with Mark,
although she had coyly indicated that she would. One thing was for
sure: that she was as excited as he to meet, for over the last
remaining month she had declared her love for him. She was also
excited because Mark was the first ever foreigner she would meet.
And that day came soon enough.

Mark arrived in Manila in late January. After
getting a new local SIM-card he texted her, saying he had arrived,
then settled into ‘his’ hotel, Bellagio, and the vibrant
nightlife of Burgos Street in Makati. There he could have any one
or two of a hundred girls in the bars or plying their services on
the street, but he knew he would probably sleep with Annie in the
next few days and, apart from remaining loyal to her, he did not
want to chance getting a venereal disease and passing it on to
Annie.

The next morning he awoke, breakfasted, and
set about catching a bus to Annie’s town, as prearranged. Before he
had time to text her of his movements she called him, at about
10am. She was angry and short, saying “Are you coming or not
!?”

“Yes, yes, of course, I am on my way, soon,”
he replied among the bustle of Burgos Street.

“I just want to know if you’re coming, or not
!”

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” he assured her,
“I’m on my way to the bus now. I’ll text you soon about the time,
ok? Love you.”

She hung up. Mark was surprised at her
calling him rather than texting, and even more surprised at her
tone. He surmised that she must be very anxious lest he did not
come, as she had we daresay valiantly told her family and
neighbours that her foreigner boyfriend was really meeting her. She
would very much lose face if he did not come.

Mark got a taxi to the bus station and
managed to find amongst the noise and dust a bus that was heading
north, appropriately, and made sure the conductor knew where he
wanted to get off. The hotel-resort was on the highway and the bus
commonly stopped there. It would be nice to say Mark sat back and
relaxed on the 60 minute bus ride, but anyone familiar with public
transport in the Philippines knows that such rides are hardly
relaxing, efficient or expedient.

Nevertheless, Mark arrived unscathed and the
conductor had not forgotten to stop the bus outside what appeared
to be a very large resort with several pools and water slides
glimpsed from the road. Disembarking he asked the security guard at
the gate in half-broken Taglish where the Reception desk was; he
was directed to what seemed an endless dusty road and, from where
he currently stood in disbelief, could not see any other buildings
in that way.

He trudged on in the now hot sun, fortunately
with only a light suitcase. Some 500 metres or more he encountered
the hotel, across from which was, as he soon found out, the owner’s
residence with about four viciously barking dogs. Climbing the wide
marble stairs to a rather pokey, bare Reception area consisting of
a worn wooden counter and not much else, he informed the young girl
of his booking, and mentioned in a very concerned voice that he
hoped those dogs would not be barking all the time. She showed him
to his room on the same floor, accessed along a wide stone verandah
which had a pleasantness about it, possibly in part because, as he
was later to learn, there were no other guests to traverse it; it
was a large open space that overlooked the front of the hotel and
some blue-water pools in the near distance.

The room was large and promised hot water,
but which never eventuated. It had two double beds separated by a
small wobbly table supporting a lamp from the 1960s, a small TV
atop an outdated cabinet from which the veneer was peeling, and in
which sat an equally old bar-fridge. The bathroom was roomy but
also old style, with barely more than a trickle of cold water. A
timber door in the corner opened to a large balcony with chairs,
that overlooked the busy, and noisy, highway. Fortunately, the
master room had heavy curtains that muffled most of the clatter
from the traffic, which was thankfully greatly reduced in number
and frequency between 10pm and 7am.

He didn’t bother to unpack his bag, but
texted Annie who had texted him at least three times in the
previous hour asking where he was and, again, if he was truly
coming. He now told her he had arrived; she replied they were on
their way. Mark had time to wonder as he smoked a cigarette or two
on the spacious verandah who ‘they’ were; he knew Annie was coming
with her mother, but his long experience in the country also made
him wary that others may also tag along. Annie said she would wear
her red top so Mark would be able to identify her, for he had
visions of staying at a luxury hotel-resort, drinking coffee in a
well-appointed café awaiting her arrival. He had envisioned himself
relaxed and confident, sprawled before a glass table littered with
his coffee cup and newspaper and personal belongings, as though he
were an English country gentleman, with several gifts at the ready
for his beautiful princess and her entourage. But here he was now,
in a rather has-been if not entirely ramshackle hotel, standing on
the first-floor verandah, looking at nothing in particular, and
nothing exciting.

At last Annie arrived in a trike, wearing not
a red top but in fact, thankfully, her favourite beige blouse with
frills that he had seen in his favourite picture of her. He stood
on the balcony and waved, as her mother and aunt dismounted,
respectively, out of and from the trike, which was driven by an
uncle. She looked thinner than her cam images, which had the
tendency to oversize representations. She wore very tight blue
jeans, which accentuated the thinness of her legs. He said “Hi” and
waved, then hurried down the steps to meet them, giving Ann a hug
and a kiss on the cheek, smiling and shaking hands with her mom and
aunt to whom he was introduced, as neither of them spoke much
English at all, except when they were a little tipsy.

Annie had mixed feelings; she was triumphant
that Mark had kept his promise to come; that this was her
boyfriend; and he was the first foreigner she had ever spoken to,
leave-off hugging and kissing. If this was exciting for her then
shortly, perhaps within 10 minutes, she would experience her first
love.

Mark helped carry their small bags upstairs
to the rather embarrassing room, explaining to—or rather
blaming—Ann that this is what you get in the province. But they
didn’t seem to care; dumping their bags on one bed they looked
around, in the fridge, poked their noses into the bathroom, and
went out to the spacious balcony, which seemed to impress them.

After a few minutes Mark and Annie strolled
back into the bedroom, with the balcony door closing behind them.
Ann laid across the bed, on her back, as she was hot from the 20
minute trike ride through dust, heat and traffic. Mark laid next to
her, on his side, resting his head on a raised arm. He reached
across to hug her around the waist and look at her more
closely.

“Come here,” he said, “let me see you. You
are beautiful,” and kissed her on the cheek.

“Baliw,” a word she used very often in their
relationship, meaning that Mark was crazy, crazily teasing her.

Growing bolder he caressed her face, then her
hair that was tied in a loose pony-tail, then lightly kissed her
lips.

“Remember, I told you I was going to kiss
your beautiful lips.”

“Baliw,” she repeated, but did not shy
away.

Mark already had his hand on her thigh. “You
are tintin, though, but that’s ok, we get you fatter soon
enough.” As he said this he moved his hand to her vagina, and
through her thick jeans began to caress her there.

“Baliw !” she again said and pointed to the
balcony door, intimating that her mother and aunt could come in at
any moment; but she didn’t object to the sexuality of Mark’s
motions.

“Shhhh, we’ll hear them come.” He kissed her
again, without resistance, then slid his hand inside, down the
front of her jeans, but outside her briefs; he could feel the
cotton and the soft flesh beneath. He reached the top of her
vagina, as Annie just lay there and stared, with her mouth open a
little.

‘So this is what it’s like to be touched,’
she thought to herself. For although she had masturbated on cam
many times, to have some one, a man, a lover, touch her was a new
experience, and qualitatively more pleasurable.

She opened her legs a little, so Mark
withdrew his hand up a bit and slid it back down against her flesh,
wrapping his hand over her whole vagina, and toying with her cave
of harmony. She was wet.

“You’re wet,” he unnecessarily said.

“I know,” she gasped, her mouth open and eyes
wide, cheeks flushed with excitement. She kissed him.

Mother and aunt came in, noisily. Mark had
quickly pulled his hand out of Ann’s jeans, and they both lay there
nonchalant. Auntie made some jovial sounds as if to say ‘what’s
going on here?’, but Mark boldly replied that he and Ann were just
talking and hugging.

They were all hungry, it now being one
o’clock and, as customary in the Philippines, girlfriends’ families
need be fed. They strolled out the room, down the long verandah and
stairs, chattering in Tagalog, with mother and aunt in the lead,
and Mark and Ann holding hands, and Mark lightly touching her all
over as he could. They walked down the long, dusty road along which
Mark had earlier traversed, having been told by Reception that the
resort boasted a restaurant in that direction. Ann was happy, in
high spirits, holding hands with Mark and smiling, not offering
conversation but replying quietly when asked something.

They reached a rather shabby restaurant,
befitting the décor and quality of Mark’s hotel room, and were
greeted enthusiastically by a middle-aged waiter whom Mark thought
was also the cook. There were no other guests, which they were soon
to find out was not surprising.

The waiter-chef immediately turned on the
fans, and, thinking the four guests had nothing to talk about or
that it was too quiet, turned on the TV, of course. But Mark
assured him, rather insistently, that he would rather not have the
TV blaring, at which the waiter-chef was rather confused.

They ordered from a rather grubby menu:
mother and aunt would share a large fried fish of sorts, with rice
of course, and some vegetables; Annie had pork, and Mark, being
safe, ordered some fried chicken. While they waited, with Ann at
his side as his girlfriend and interpreter, Mark had some time to
ask—and answer—some questions, and to assess Annie’s
companions.

Ann’s mother was in her 40s, a housewife that
brooded over home and family, ducks, chickens, goats, dogs, cats,
geese and turkeys. A little shorter than Ann, she was rather squat
and flabby, no doubt in part a result of bearing five children. She
was very dark skinned, having lived in the barrio all her life,
with blackish lips, deep set eyes, a small broadish nose, and
several missing teeth. Rita could speak barely a word of English;
but she was loud, shouting her commands in Tagalog like a general.
Although she took her responsibility as a mother seriously and
ruled the roost, she was nevertheless generally good natured. She
had clearly put on one of her better dresses, an expansive cotton
skirt of light purple with colourful flowers, that was occupied by
her fullness. Her hair, black of course, was short and nondescript,
more like a wig that sat atop her overall round face and head.

Aunty was not much different. Dressed in a
brown top and blue jeans her equal plumpness was evident, although
she was ten years younger than her sister. She was not so dark, and
sported some light cosmetics and softly pink lipstick. Her hair was
tied in a short pony-tail and brushed back tightly against her
rather large skull, in which were set large eyes above a nose not
dissimilar to her sister’s. Her large breasts were lifted in a
supporting bra, and although she looked as stern as Rita there was
a mischievous twist to her smile and sideway glances.

Over the meal, which the women concurred
later was rather awful, Mark tried to make some conversation with
his guests, but this whole situation with a foreigner was new to
them and they were both shy and reticent. Of course they asked Ann,
rather than Mark, how old he was and his marital status, although
Mark thought Ann would have told them such information long ago.
Then they discussed what the plans were for the rest of the day and
the night. Ann said that all three women would stay in Mark’s room,
with Rita and her sister sharing a bed. Well, that arrangement at
least got Mark to literally sleep with Ann, although, as we shall
presently see, he underestimated her.

They strolled back to the hotel, still
talking about the awful restaurant and food, discussing where they
would eat that night; Mark had assumed that awful restaurant. Rita
was aghast at that idea and forthrightly said she would return to
the barrio and cook some good food and bring it back for dinner.
Mark of course had to provide some money for the viands and
transport. She soon left on this mission, leaving aunty to
chaperone the two lovers, who were keenly waiting for a clear
moment to play monkey games. They all moved to the balcony to
enable Mark and aunty to smoke, to talk, take photos and look at
the passing traffic for much of the afternoon.

By 6pm Ann’s mother returned, laden with
several bags holding containers of food, sauces, lemons and other
odd bits and pieces. There was pork, beef, fish, some vegetables,
and a lot of cooked rice, all still warm enough to eat. The women
sat on the bed to eat, while Ann helped Mark at a small table she
had pulled from the side, ensuring he got enough to eat. The food
was not splendiferous, but edible, filling and home-cooked.

By 7pm it was dark and aunty said she was
going into town for some vague reason, and would return about 10 or
11. Rita retired to the bed to watch TV and doze. Mark and Annie
went out on the balcony and, with the door barely having shut,
embraced one another with abandonment. Mark slipped his hands
around her waist beneath her blouse, and moving upward caressed her
breasts beneath her bra, all the time kissing her passionately on
the mouth and face, whispering hot sweet words of his love for
her.

It didn’t take long for her to allow him to
unbutton and unzip her jeans so that his hand could caress her
vagina. There he rubbed her wetness. Quickly she pulled her jeans
and panties down a little and turned her buttocks toward him,
bracing herself against the wall. She enjoyed his penetration and
wanted more, but Mark was worried that Rita could come out at any
moment and they would be caught, literally, with their pants down.
With that anxiety playing on his mind and body, and having had one
or two beers, as well as being a smoker which kills blood flow in
older men, Mark had difficulty in maintaining his sexual foray. He
stopped, they hugged, kissed, touched, then Annie again took her
position against the wall, and again Mark penetrated her. Again
they stopped after a few minutes, and repeated the foreplay, with
Mark also adding his tongue to her pleasure—to which she responded
with sheer delight. Both were overly excited and again Annie turned
to the wall to allow Mark to enter her.

Without finishing Mark stopped again, and
whispered, “Hunni, not here, your mother could come out at any
moment. Later, tonight,… when she’s asleep.”

“Lick me,” was her only reply, as they
embraced again and she wickedly looked at him with anticipated
pleasure.

They tidied their clothing and went in,
sitting on the bed together for a while, watching TV, casting
sidelong glances, then showering before getting under the thin
cotton sheets. Mother was sound asleep, and aunty had not yet
returned. Mark popped a Cialis.

Beneath the sheets Mark quietly slipped off
his shorts, then did the same to Annie, careful not to move too
quickly and rustle the bed clothes and awaken mother. Annie was not
wearing a bra but kept her T-shirt on; Mark could easily and fully
massage and engulf her breasts, taking a few moments to tongue-kiss
her, all the while rubbing her point of joy.

“Lick me,” she ever so quietly whispered.

He had to be quiet and careful in turning his
whole body to access her vagina, as she wanted; but after a few
minutes of doing her bidding she closed her legs on his face in
ecstasy. He moved back to face her, kissed her gently, then rolling
on top penetrated her for the fourth time that night.

The next morning, awake by 7am and with aunty
now also having returned silently in the night, they trudged down
to that awful restaurant in the hope that breakfast might prove
somewhat better than the previous day’s lunch. They were quickly
disappointed. Again the waiter-chef was over-enthusiastic in his
welcome, and since a few other guests were present and the TV on,
Mark could not object. They sat as far away as possible from the TV
and, to make it simple, they each ordered longanisa, eggs
and rice. The coffee was black and lukewarm.

By this time Annie’s chaperones were
comfortable with the situation and in trusting Mark. Aunty had to
go off again, somewhere, and Rita had to return to the barrio to
deal with domestic matters, as well as cook and bring back lunch
for Mark and Annie. The hotel door had hardly closed on their
departure when Mark grabbed Annie and stripped her naked. At last
he could see his princess in all her glory. Needless to say
they made love for a long time, and with abandonment.

After lunch they wandered around the resort,
neither of them impressed by several empty pools and water-slides,
or pools with water showing their age but no people. They made
love, slept, talked, watched TV, showered together, looked after
each other, and waited for mother to bring dinner. Aunty also came
and helped herself to a few beers in the refrigerator. It was
generally pleasant on the balcony to smoke, drink and talk and
laugh, with Mark increasingly gaining the two ladies’ confidence
with his jokes and restrained affections for Annie. By 8pm they
left Mark and Annie alone for the night, with the plan that the
lovers would travel the next morning to the barrio and stay there
for a few days.

They accessed the barrio using a trike,
sitting side by side in the side-car, Mark having to somewhat
crouch to avoid hitting his head on its roof. From the highway they
traversed a busy provincial road, then a local sealed road, then
turned onto a barrio road of concrete that was only one vehicle
wide, with houses and gates at its very edge, and which spawned
children of all ages playing in the street, roaming or sleeping
dogs, chickens, and all the other creatures of a poor rural life.
The road took them out into the open fishponds and a cool breeze,
around several bends, past incomplete houses of stone and large
cracks and holes in the pavement; the concrete portion ceased about
100 metres from the end, and simply became brown dirt. Alighting,
Annie’s brothers came running to carry the bags, for Mark had yet
to negotiate a rough foot track, cross a small concrete bridge with
one foot in front of the other and, finally, after 50 metres, reach
the two buildings in which the Valdez family resided—the Valdez
Hotel as he came to call it. Surrounded by fishponds with only one
way in and out, he felt he had reached the end of the Earth.

Tatay, the father, was a solid and, for a
Pinoy, tallish man, with broad shoulders, very dark, with handsome
features and always a wide smile and bare chested. One could see
that Annie had inherited some of his characteristics such as a
longer and less flared nose, a solid squareish chin and almost
non-Asian eyes. His black short-cropped hair capped an overall
attractive and friendly face. He was even more good natured and
tolerant than his wife. Although he worked for a wage from time to
time, when work was available, he also supervised the several
fishponds surrounding the small peninsular on which they lived.

There were no photos of any of them in days
gone-by, as much of what they had owned had been swept away in
typhoons and floods to which they were prone. The exception was an
old black and white photo of Annie’s grandmother, or perhaps
great-grandmother, in an elegant expansive dress with puffed
sleeves, typical of the period. It hung alone on a wall of the
boys’ bedroom, and clearly portrayed the woman’s beauty, which
Annie had inherited.

Floods in particular could be a problem when
it rained heavily in the province, as the region upstream would
open its flood gates. While the water was not fast moving, it made
everything muddy, washed away concrete flooring, and undermined
foundations. What made it worse was that the area was on a tidal
delta that merged with the northern part of Manila Bay. So close
were they to the bay that, had they a pump boat, they could cruise
to Manila in an hour and happily avoid the congestion of the
northern roads.

Despite such adversities of poverty and
tempest, there were some positive aspects to Ann’s life. The land
on which they lived was rent-free, having belonged to her
grandfather but passed down to Tatay’s sister, who allowed them to
stay in the two buildings and supervise the fishing of the ponds.
But this arrangement was also a sticking point, for Ann’s aunt, the
landowner, commonly disputed the account of the fish harvest and
frequently threatened the family—her own close relatives—with
expulsion.

Ann’s immediate family was a strong one; each
clearly loved the others; Ann would defend any of them, especially
her baby-brother, Atoy. And it was with such filial piety that she
began work as a CAM gurl soon after finishing high school. Another
of her aunts provided her with a computer and paraphernalia, and
instructions on what she needed to do in terms of operating the
technology and CAM performance.

Because she was the only girl among the
siblings she had her own bedroom that she converted, using cheap
cloth to hide the bare walls, into her ‘studio’. It was a small
room, about 6 feet by 10, with a nipa roof, and bamboo-slat floor
and walls, the latter patched over with plywood, and with no window
or effective ventilation. Her bed was a thin foam mattress on the
creaky slat floor, under which the chickens often roosted or the
dogs and goats slept. It was crammed with her limited clothing hung
upon a string across one wall, and her other scarce belongings
stuffed in plastic draws or precariously perched wherever space and
shelving could be had. Dominating the room was a large black metal
trunk that contained the sole possessions of her grandfather, and
upon which, ironically, Ann perched her computer monitor and cam.
The room had a rickety plywood door with a latch for privacy,
outside of which her brothers slept on a bare slat floor covered at
night with a blanket and mosquito nets.

This nipa hut, built on 3-foot high bamboo
stilts, consisted of essentially 3 rooms and a dirt ground floor,
and was set apart from the other building by 20 feet of brown dust
in the summer and slippery mud in the wet season. This other
building had a thick concrete floor that had withstood years of
flooding, a small cooking area in one corner, aqua-green trellis
and bamboo-slat walls, and a nipa roof. It doubled as the parents’
bedroom at night, at which time they slung down a rather ragged
double mattress that had been propped against the back wall. Part
of the building, too, was a washing area with a water pump and a
very old washing machine that amazingly still worked. Next to that
was a small bathroom and toilet, partitioned only by a flimsy
curtain that blew in the wind, and replete with tinea fungus.

Outside was a small leaky canopy under which
one could sit to enjoy any cool air and survey the neighborhood and
ponds, and furnished with an old long wooden bench and smallish
square table for meals and drinking sessions, of which there were
many.

It was in this setting that Ann had lived for
the last few years, had gone to the local high school, and was now
also her work place. She had no ambition because, as she said,
“What’s the point thinking about what I’d like to do if I don’t
have money…it’s just a dream.”

It was in this situation that she worked as a
cam gurl, earning at times 3-5 thousand pesos a month, which she
dutifully handed over to her mom. And it was in this role that she
came to meet Mark, a virtual customer to her studio on the CAM
site.

Mark Messenger was 59, a retired sociology
and anthropology professor in Asian Studies, from Melbourne. He was
tallish, about five-ten, slim, with a growing belly and balding
head flanked by 1960s sideburns; he had a longish nose and small,
green bespectacled eyes. He didn’t smile much from a rather small
mouth, perhaps in order not to show his rather ragged teeth; and
was commonly in need of a shave. He certainly didn’t consider
himself handsome, but Ann, and other Asian girls of his
acquaintance, had said, perhaps patronizingly, that he was
pogi.

He had long ago married a Filipina, raised a
family, mortgaged his life and money, gone on various holidays,
lost his hair, grown old, and had done all the many bourgeois
things that stupid career white men do. He had long held a penchant
for young, attractive and definitely slim or petite Asian girls,
and had not been remiss in fulfilling his desires as opportunity
presented itself, or even seeking out such opportunities.
Eventually his marriage fizzled, each growing apart from the other
in personalities, activities, and wants. The kids had grown up, the
parents had done their duty; there was no animosity, just different
lifestyles, and hence they went their separate ways. Mark didn’t
want to get married again and be tied to repeating foolish
bourgeois ideals. In his remaining days, for which he had worked
hard and sacrificed, he wanted to travel, enjoy, love, and help as
he could in small ways those whom he found deserving and
capable.

It was not with great deliberation that he
set out to do any of these, just a longing, that he could fulfill
as he was able. He was fortunate enough to have sufficient money
and assets to live comfortably, but by no means extravagantly;
indeed, he longed to win the lottery not so much as to be
extravagant but to fulfill in a modest way his dreams and desires.
He was aware of getting older, and thus also aware that one day,
even with the aid of Viagra, he would not be able to fulfill his
physical lust, but would need to be content with vicarious
gratification.

Although he had formally left academia a few
years previously he had nevertheless taught in the interim overseas
and, returning to Australia easily picked up a low-level Public
Service job that would see him into official retirement in a year’s
time. He also maintained his own academic interests.

In the meantime he had accidentally
discovered this new ‘cottage’ industry of Adult/Asian Cam Models,
or ACM-ing has he coined it, in which Annie was engaged. He
couldn’t recall how he stumbled across the phenomenon, but thinks a
colleague must have told him the site name, AsianPlaymates,
for he was, now, researching it and writing what was initially
intended as a learned paper but quickly had expanded to a book.

Mark had very little social life; what he had
had before was connected through his now estranged wife. So he was
free to spend hours each night and on weekends researching Asian
CAM gurls. This was not for sexual titillation, as one may first
think, and as a later iron-clad feminist colleague insinuated by
saying, “…and I bet you spent twelve months looking at these
girls…”

“No,” replied Mark, not to be put-off, “it
was actually eighteen months.”

Mark saw little point in watching naked,
cavorting young Filipinas on a 12-inch laptop screen with
low-quality transmission and lighting, especially if one could not
touch them, converse with them, be friends or companions. What, in
fact, had stunned him and drove him to understand cam modeling was,
ironically, the economics of it, particularly the piece-rate
payment system, which brought back to him his undergrad seminal
learning of Marxism. Very theoretical indeed !

Of course he had to know all about ACM-ing to
contextualize his theoretical economic paper, and so spent an
inordinate amount of time chatting to many of the gurls on this
site, and occasionally other sites. He delved as much as they would
allow into their lives: age, marital status, if they had children
or boyfriends, how much they earned and the payment system, the
hours worked, their family backgrounds and situations, how they
came to be in the job, and so forth.

It was in this process that he encountered,
one night, as we have seen, Sexie_Annie—a theatrical
screen-name that was hardly sexy, hot or enticing compared to the
many many other titillating or amusing names he had noted:
SexyDevil, YummyMe, HotFireBody, WildPussie, InnocentDove,
DaddiesGurl, AsianBerry, FantasySoul, HornyVirgin, EroticDoll,
Ready2Cum, FlowerNBloom, TytzzandPussy, GurlofyourDreams,
CrazyPrincess, LollipopCandy, BabeOfSin, Sexually_Urs,
PinayGoddess, Class_A_Pinay, Ohh_My_Goddess, PlanetBeauty,
TastyCandy, SweetSinsation, Ladylicious,….

Now, having met Annie and her family, having
slept with her and both having fallen in love, he was at her home,
which she asked him not to judge. He didn’t. He instantly liked her
family and felt welcomed. But he also was concerned about her
living conditions.

She showed him her room, of which he had a
fair idea from the months of seeing her on the cam site. Putting
his small suitcase in a corner, out of the way, he changed into
shorts and light T-shirt, gave Annie a hug, and went out to survey
the surroundings and meet the neighbours who invariably would come
to see the foreigner.

Whoever said that Filipino barrio life is
idyllic and quiet was deaf with insanity. There was a large dog,
Thunder, tied to a tree and constantly barking, all kinds of
animals running about, of which the aggressive geese were the
noisiest. Several cats, thankfully quiet, always lingered about the
kitchen or table, while goats and turkeys grazed about the dykes.
Other smaller dogs roamed about underfoot, shamelessly starving in
search of food. Chickens, too, clambered here and there,
hen-pecking each other with squawking and wing-flapping in petty
scuffles.

‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬‬The fish ponds were muddy and
dirty, making it impossible to see any fish until the ponds were
drained. Mark wondered if all the crocodiles had been killed
long ago. All around was lush vegetation, mainly palm trees and
nipa used for making vinegar.

That night Mark enjoyed the company and
social drinking with Tatay and two of the neighbours. He told Ann
not to let him get drunk, as he wanted neither to be sick nor make
a fool of himself, but as was customary he had to be sociable and
build Tatay’s and his friends’ trust if he were ever to take her on
a holiday. He had bought a bottle of Emperador for this
purpose.

By ten they went to bed and in the dark Mark
managed to get under the mosquito net and tuck it under the single
mattress which he and Ann shared, turn on the fan, pull of his
shorts and hug Ann in every possible way. She responded by slipping
her shorts, panties and bra off; totally naked they embraced and
kissed, ever so quietly, because her brothers were asleep on the
other side of the thin veneer wall.

“Lick me,” she whispered almost
inaudibly.

It was all she could do to stop crying out
with pleasure as she finished by closing her legs on Mark’s face.
He then mounted her, while she gaped with excitement and held onto
him. They slept naked till about 7am, when Mark, awaking first and
feeling her whole naked body, could not resist the temptation she
offered….

By 8am they trudged out to have coffee under
the broken canopy, and then a simple breakfast of very fresh eggs,
hotdogs and rice. Ann broached with her mom the subject of her
going to Manila for a few days with Mark. She gave an emphatic no,
then a few minutes later in very limited English and with a beaming
face suggested she go with them. Mark was horrified at the
prospect, it would be like going on a honeymoon with one’s
mother-in-law. He equally emphatically said no; he couldn’t afford
it, besides, he wanted to get to know Annie, and if her
mother was with them then they would talk and Mark would
remain an outsider.

At that moment Tatay arrived from work to
take his breakfast. Mark tried to ask him if he could take Ann to
Manila for three days, with Ann piping in to clarify the request.
He didn’t seem to mind, but this ran contrary to Rita’s edict and
created a bit of tension, with Tatay having to back off to a
non-committal stance.

For the next few hours they persisted in
wearing down Ann’s mom, until she got tired of it, and then that
evening, again drinking with Tatay and friends, they raised the
subject again, and again Tatay was okay with it. His two friends
seemed to concur. At last Ann’s mother caved in, but added that
Ann’s second eldest brother had to go with them for the first day
and night.

Annie and Mark spent another night of
love-making in her cramped room, rising early the next morning to
the same filling breakfast and subsequent activity of packing their
bags. It was a Saturday and Tatay and all the boys were home. By
11am almost a farewell gathering mingled in the dry dust patch
before the gate, with Rita anxious that Mark might sell Annie to
Muslims or pirates, that she was the only daughter among her five
children, and to take care of her, and Tatay shaking hands with
Mark, saying, “Take care of Annie.” With that, Annie, Mark and
Gerald set off for Manila, by trike then bus, about 90 minutes
away.

Under Mark’s guidance they made their way to
Makati, booked into Mark’s favourite hotel in Burgos Street, had a
hot shower, and then sat downstairs for a few hours watching the
street scene and characters of this small redlight area. Gerald and
Annie were of course agog at the spectacle before them, but
tolerant and amused. They retired early, with Gerald sleeping on a
cot procured from Reception and placed next to the large double bed
in which Ann and Mark shared another night of intimacy—in
comfort.

The next morning Gerald had to be taken to
the bus station to return home. He thanked Mark for taking him to
see Manila, departing with a slightly concerned look and endearing
comment, “Please take care of my sister.” He need not have worried.
But Mark thought it was rather quaint, and amusing, that his
parents had invested in his judgement and acumen to ensure that Ann
was not being sold into slavery. But it was also said with a great
deal of heartfelt, which reflected just how much he cared about his
sister, and indeed how close-knit the family was.

After Gerald’s bus had crawled out of the
dust-bowl that passed as a bus station, the two lovers strolled to
a nearby mega-mall, with Mark thinking that girls like such places,
but also wondering, now that they were alone, what to do with and
for her. Her ambition for Manila was to visit three places:
Luneta Park, a rather large open air space in the heart of
Manila that had no particular attractions but was crowded on
weekends by locals who wished to escape the confines and congestion
of daily metro-living. Next was City of Asia, near Makati,
and on Manila Bay—essentially another mega-mall with ocean views
and radiant sunsets. Third was Divisoria markets, supposedly
known as a place where very cheap clothing and other items of all
fancies could be had, full of noise, crowds and bargaining. Being
one o’clock the pair set off for the City of Asia, with
enough time to stroll around, eat and watch the sunset.

Strolling past the stores they reached the
thick stone wall that bade the sea to come no further, and looked
across the large expanse that was Manila Bay, making out the ships
anchored on the horizon and wharf cranes far in the north.

“It’s so big,” gasped Ann, at first sight.
Mark chuckled.

“And that’s only the Bay, not the ocean,
hunni. Besides, you live on the edge of this Bay, yourself,” he
explained, pointing to the north-west, far in the distance, where
her barrio lay.

“I know, but you don’t see it.”

Mark acquiesced, content, happy that she was
very happy. Happy that she had got away from a humdrum life of the
barrio, even if only for a few days, happy that she was seeing and
experiencing new things and food, and happy that she had a
boyfriend who treated her ‘like a gentleman’, as Tatay had once
phrased it. And happy that she had experienced and enjoyed her
first sexual encounters.

They sauntered back through the shops,
stopping for Ann to wistfully look at some clothes but without
pushing Mark to buy any. She said she was content to buy things at
Divisoria, where she could get a lot more for the money,
much more for herself and, more especially, for her family, for as
she had said on numerous occasions, she was a ‘simple girl.’ But,
frankly, Mark had no understanding of girls’ desires, but knew he
wished he could let her run wild in the shops—Pretty
Woman.

Reaching the hotel by bus they generally
repeated what they had done the previous night: eat, drink, take in
the vibrant atmosphere of Burgos Street, and, on this occasion,
Mark took her to a girlie-bar. There was no pressure on her to go,
but she was willing, and didn’t mind Mark looking at the
barely-clad bar-girls. She was sufficiently confident that she had
captured Mark’s heart and he would not stray. What she did find so
disgusting, as to prompt her to ask to leave, was a sole foreigner,
drunk, making a fool of himself and groping the girls on the
stage.

“He has no respect for them,” she
remonstrated.

Again they made love that night, in comfort
and without any concern for the noises they made. Mark had booked
another room, a ‘theme room’ the hotel called it; this theme
consisted of a bed decked out as a Spanish galleon, which took up
most of the space.
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Ann’s playfulness came out, with her
pretending to be the captain at the helm, throwing life buoy rings
about and generally mucking around, while Mark sat back with camera
in hand, happy she was enjoying herself and admiring every movement
of her slim brown body, and of her happiness, her carefreeness.

The next day they set off for Luneta
Park via the MRT, Manila’s own rickety above-ground rail
system. This too was a new adventure for Ann that Mark could
discern in her bewildered face. She was disappointed with
Luneta, having envisaged some kind of activity or sights to
engage her senses. Nevertheless, they strolled through the Park,
had some lunch, then made their way via the MRT to Asian
City again. The days were simple and carefree, with Mark wisely
choosing to try to do only one thing each day because of the heat,
congestion and crawling transport.

Fulfilling her third wish the following day
they headed for Divisoria by jeepney; Mark had had long
experience in catching these icons of Filipino mass transport. It
was very hot and crowded, and needless to say noisy at
Divisoria, and Mark simply supervised Ann buying T-shirts
and other clothing for her family, with Mark’s money. Only one
incident marred the visit, with some young male street vendors
referring, in Tagalog that Ann heard, to Mark as a ‘walking dollar’
and as ‘grandfather’. It was time for Mark to address these issues
of security and their age difference.

“I don’t feel safe here, hunni, it’s not like
the old days when old people and foreigners were respected. We
better hurry up and go.” She just said ‘OK’ and understood the
situation. Mark had given her half his cash, a few thousand pesos,
so if he did get robbed the thieves would not get it all.

As they sat in the front of the jeepney to go
back to Roxas Boulevard an older woman came up to them and, in
understandable English, told Mark he should get right into the
jeep, as the area was notorious for robbers and bag snatchers. He
thanked her and moved closer to the driver and pulled Annie wholly
into the cab, placing her handbag safely.

Mark made Annie aware that, unlike the 1980s
when he first came to the Philippines, it was not always safe, not
just in Manila but throughout the country, and especially, perhaps,
for foreigners. She appreciated the insight. Mark was not implying
that all Filipinos were bad, on the contrary, but it seemed the
crime situation and brazenness had got worse and incidents more
frequent, which of course sorely affected the local population who
had to experience it daily more than himself.

Turning to age, he asked her, “So what do you
think of those two guys, what they said about you and me?”

“They’re stupid. It’s none of their
business.”

“Yes, but we did raise this before, that
people will look at us and think I am too old for you, or you’re
just after my money or to migrate out of here.”

“I don’t care. They think what they
want.”

“Well, that’s fine hun, but you’re not really
telling me how you feel about it, or how you might
feel…”

“If anyone says anything I’ll fight them,”
and she swung her clenched fists as much as she could within the
confines of the jeepney cab. Mark laughed, and although it didn’t
really tell him a great deal he was glad that for the moment he had
got a positive and indeed fighting response from Annie.

They made their way back to the hotel safely,
and pretty much repeated their evening activities. Ann didn’t talk
much, except to answer questions. But tonight was a little
different. They had initially sat in their usual open-air café,
Cubana, watching the street go by, with Mark ordering a
beer. It was about 5pm. Ann said she wanted a shower and would
return soon enough.

Within the hour she indeed did come down via
the single elevator, which Mark was half facing, not paying
particular attention in that direction. But on this occasion he
glanced up, then away, then almost instantly looked back as
something had caught his eye. He had casually espied a beautiful
girl alighting from the lift, and when he looked again only then
did he realize it was Annie. He stood up as she came toward him.
His mouth was still wide open, for Annie had transformed herself
into a beautiful butterfly with long flowing shiny hair, a dash of
rouge, lipstick and eye-liner, or whatever other things women put
on their already pretty faces, and wore a dark bluish-purple dress
with some gold braiding, and attractive low heel shoes. All this
stood in contrast to her normal tight blue jeans and sloppy
nondescript T-shirts. She was stunning, for Mark’s eyes met those
of other men in the café who had also stopped their conversations
to watch her gracefully walk to Mark’s table.

Her radiant loveliness made people stare at
her as she passed, and her self confidence and consciousness of the
admiration she excited increased her beauty and Mark’s admiration
of her beauty. She was satisfied that amid the throng of
trendy-dressed girls there she had cause to envy no one. He was
elated that she had thought to embellish her natural prettiness,
not only for validation of her own beauty but also to make Mark
envied.

He told her as much.

“Wow, look at you ! You’re my little Princess
tonight.”

“Baliw,” she characteristically replied.

“What’s the occasion? Why are you all dressed
up?”

“I don’t know, I just wanted to feel pretty
and be part of the scene.”

Well, Cinderella had certainly achieved that.
She was a little more talkative and joking that night as they
prepared to relax. Mark had a moment to reflect that, unlike men
who perhaps always had sex on their minds, girls thought
about their comparative beauty, their feminine performance, their
presentation, their self as a woman, their wholeness as a woman,
not just about the physicality of their vagina, for all women had
one; it was more about how their sexuality was packaged. Men knew
this intuitively, women learnt it, and the successful ones cultured
it. Such women were a protected species.

The following morning they set off for her
barrio. Mark would stay another two nights, doing nothing in
particular, building trust and friendship among her brothers and a
few particular neighbours. By now, having shown he could be trusted
to look after his girlfriend and their daughter or sibling, he
hoped to let them get to know him better so that next time he could
take Ann to Puerto Galera, ‘far’ away, and eventually
overseas.

He already got along quite well with Tatay
and his two closest friends, and at one point an elder relative
came by on some pretence, but essentially to assess Mark, even
though he didn’t say much. Mark also developed a joking
relationship with Rita, or Nanay as he began to affectionately call
her, keeping in mind his knowledge of status relationships in the
Philippines, showing that he was not superior to them but willing
to be as human as they, that he was not adverse to associating with
the poor—hindi ako mata pobre. He also paid special
attention to befriend Ann’s youngest and favourite brother, Atoy,
by which means it would be shown that Mark was fun, approachable
and friendly.

Atoy was tall at age 14, and scrawny, with a
narrow face and big eyes, provincia dark skin, and
short-cropped hair. His most striking feature was an extensive
overbite, which clearly would require braces soon but would be
impossible to afford without outside patronage. He was sometimes
teased as ‘Sponge Bob.’ But he could be funny and was mostly a
cheerful boy, and he and Mark got on well.

So in those few remaining days Mark just
relaxed, wandered about, read a little, went to town on one
occasion, ate, drank moderately at night, talked, and made love. He
finally left for Manila, alone, for one night before flying home
the following day to Melbourne. He later heard from Nanay that
Annie was heartbroken, crying almost all afternoon.

She returned to her cam work and waited for
Mark to come on-line once he got home, worried that maybe he would
never return.
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 Chapter
Two

The Interim

 


Having arrived home in Melbourne Mark immediately
logged on to Sexie_Annie. It was a nightly routine he was to
follow for the next four or five months, when he would return to
his angel, of which he assured her.

Of course she was pleased that he had not
forgotten her, and every night they chatted about small things—her
work, her life, the health and doings of her family, what they each
had for dinner, his cat, his work, the wild or hot weather in the
barrio, and their plans for when he would return, which Mark
calculated as early as May. They talked on the site, and via Skype
which enabled them to see each other, and commonly Nanay or a
brother would join the conversation.
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In his free time Mark continued with his
research into the CAM industry in the Philippines, mostly focused
on the payment system under which these gurls laboured. Mark knew
all about the piece-rate payment system that was common among
unskilled cottage industry workers of the 19th century. It was said
to be highly exploitative, but no one had really explained why,
as an economic principle, it was so. Indeed, Marx himself
wrote only four pages in Das Kapital on the issue,
dismissing it as simply another form of wage work. How wrong he was
!

Most criticism of the piece-rate or
‘putting-out’ system, as it was commonly called, arose from the
poor work conditions, the pressure to meet quotas
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